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PENDENNIS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

RELATES   TO   UR.    HABRT   FOEER's   AFFAIRS. 

^INCE  that  fatal  bat  delightfal 
mght  in  Groavenor  Place, 
Mr  Harry  Foker's  heart 
had  been  in  such  a  state  of 
agitation  as  you  would  hard- 
ly have  thought  so  great  a 
philc»opher  could  endure. 
When  we  remember  what 
good  advice  he  had  given  to 
Pen  in  former  days,  how  an 
early  wisdom  and  knowledge 
of  the  world  had  manifested 
itseU  m  the  gifted  youth ; 
how  a  constant  course  of 
self  indulgence,  such  as 
becomes  a  gentleman  of 
hiB  means  and  expectations, 
ought  by  right  to  have  in- 
creased his  cynicism,  and  made  him,  with  every  succeeding 
day  of  his  life,  care  less  and  less  for  every  individual  in  the 
world,  with  the  single  exception  of  Mr.  Harry  Foker,  one  may 
wonder  that  he  sboold  fall  into  the  mishap  to  which  most  of 
us  are  subject  once  or  twice  in  our  lives,  and  disquiet  his  great 
mind  about  a  woman.  But  Foker,  though  early  wise,  was 
VOL.  n.  B  4 
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still  a  man.  He  could  no  more  escape  the  common  lot  than 
Achilles,  or  Ajax,  or  Lord  Nelson,  or  Adam  our  first  father, 
and  now,  his  time  being  come,  young  Harry  became  a  victim 
to  Love,  the  All-conqueror. 

When  he  went  to  the  Back  Kitchen  that  night  after  quit- 
ting Arthur  Pendennis  at  his  staircase-door  in  Lamb  Court, 
the  gin-twist  and  devilled  turkey  had  no  charms  for  him,  the 
jokes  of  his  companions  fell  flatly  on  his  ear ;  and  when  Mr. 
Hodgen,  the  singer  of  "  The  Body  Snatcher,"  had  a  new  chant 
even  more  dreadful  and  humorous  than  that  famous  composi- 
tion, Foker,  although  he  appeared  his  friend,  and  said  "  Bravo 
Hodgen,"  as  common  politeness  and  his  position  as  one  of  the 
chefs  of  the  Back  Kitchen  bound  him  to  do,  yet  never  dis- 
tinctly heard  one  word  of  the  song,  which,  under  its  title  of 
"  The  Cat  in  the  Cupboard,"  Hodgen  has  since  rendered  so 
famous.  Late  and  very  tired,  he  sUpped  into  his  private 
apartments  at  home  and  sought  the  downy  pillow,  but  his 
slumbers  were  disturbed  by  the  fever  of  his  soul,  and  the 
image  of  Miss  Amory. 

Heavens,  how  stale  and  distasteful  his  former  pursuits  and 
friendships  appeared  to  him !  He  had  not  been,  up  to  the 
present  time,  much  accustomed  to  the  society  of  females  of 
his  own  rank  in  life.  When  he  spoke  of  such,  he  called  them 
"  modest  women."  That  virtue,  which  let  us  hope  they  pos- 
sessed, had  not  hitherto  compensated  to  Mr.  Foker  for  the 
absence  of  more  lively  qualities  which  most  of  his  own  rela- 
tives did  not  enjoy,  and  which  he  found  in  Mesdemoiselles  the 
ladies  of  the  theatre.  His  mother,  though  good  and  tender, 
did  not  amuse  her  boy;  his  cousins,  the  daughters  of  his 
maternal  uncle,  the  respectable  Earl  of  Eosherville,  wearied 
him  beyond  measure.  One  was  blue,  and  a  geologist;  one 
was  a  horsewoman  and  smoked  cigars ;  one  was  exceedingly 
Low  Church,  and  had  the  most  heterodox  views  on  religious 
matters ;  at  least,  so  the  other  said,  who  was  herself  of  the 
very  Highest  Church  faction,  and  made  the  cupboard  in  her 
room  into  an  oratory,  and  fasted  on  every  Friday  in  the  year. 
Their  paternal  house  of  Drummington,  Foker  could  very 
seldom  be  got  to  visit.  He  swore  he  had  rather  go  on  the 
treadmill  than  stay  there.    He  was  not  much  beloved  by  the 


PENDENNIS.  3 

inhabitants.  Lord  Erith,  Lord  BoBherville's  heir,  considered 
bis  cousin  a  low  person,  of  deplorably  vulgar  habits  and 
manners  ;  while  Foker,  and  with  eqnal  reason,  voted  Erith  a 
prig  and  a  dullard,  the  nightc^  of  the  House  of  Commons, 
the   Speaker's    opprobrium,   the  dreariest  of  philanthropic 


sponters.  Nor  could  George  Boberf,  Earl  of  Gravesend  and 
Bosherville,  ever  forget  that  on  one  evening  when  he  conde- 
scended  to  play  at  billiards  Tvith  his  nephew,  that  young 
gentleman  poked  his  Lordship  in  the  side  with  his  cue,  and 
said,  "  Well,  old  cock,  I've  seen  many  a  bad  stroke  in  my  life, 
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but  I  never  saw  such  a  bad  one  as  that  there."  He  played 
the  game  out  with  angeUc  sweetness  of  temper,  for  Harry  was 
his  guest  as  well  as  his  nephew ;  but  he  was  nearly  having  a 
fit  in  the  night ;  and  he  kept  to  his  own  rooms  imtil  young 
Harry  quitted  Drummington  on  his  return  to  Oxbridge,  where 
the  interesting  youth  was  finishing  his  education  at  the  time 
when  the  occurrence  took  place.  It  was  an  awful  blow  to  the 
venerable  earl ;  the  circumstance  was  never  alluded  to  in  the 
family ;  he  shunned  Foker  whenever  he  came  to  see  them  in 
London  or  in  the  country,  and  could  hardly  be  brought  to 
gasp  out  a  "  How  d'ye  do  ?  "  to  the  young  blasphemer.  But 
he  would  not  break  his  sister  Agnes's  heart,  by  banishing 
Harry  from  the  family  altogether;  nor,  indeed,  could  he 
afford  to  break  with  Mr.  Foker  senior,  between  whom  and 
his  Lordship  there  had  been  many  private  transactions,  pro- 
ducing an  exchange  of  bank  cheques  from  Mr.  Foker,  and 
autographs  from  the  earl  himself,  with  the  letters  I  0  U 
written  over  his  illustrious  signature. 

Besides  the  four  daughters  of  Lord  Gravesend  whose 
various  qualities  have  been  enumerated  in  the  former  para- 
graph, his  Lordship  was  blessed  with  a  fifth  girl,  the  Lady 
Ann  Milton,  who,  from  her  earliest  years  and  nursery,  had 
l3een  destined  to  a  peculiar  position  in  life.  It  was  ordained 
between  her  parents  and  her  aunt,  that  when  Mr.  Harry 
Foker  attained  a  proper  age,  Lady  Ann  should  become  his 
wife.  The  idea  had  been  familiar  to  her  mind  when  she  yet 
wore  pinafores,  and  when  Harry,  the  dirtiest  of  little  boys, 
used  to  come  back  with  black  eyes  from  school  to  Drumming- 
ton,  or  to  his  father's  house  of  Logwood,  where  Lady  Ann 
lived  much  with  her  aimt.  Both  of  the  young  people  coin- 
cided with  the  arrangement  proposed  by  the  elders,  without 
any  protests  or  difficulty.  It  no  more  entered  Lady  Ann's 
mind  to  question  the  order  of  her  father,  than  it  would  have 
entered  Esther's  to  dispute  the  commands  of  Ahasuerus.  The 
heir-apparent  of  the  house  of  Foker  was  also  obedient ;  for 
when  the  old  gentleman  said,  **  Harry,  your  uncle  and  I  have 
agreed  that  when  you're  of  a  proi)er  age,  you'll  marry  Lady 
Ann ;  she  won't  have  any  money,  but  she's  good  blood,  and 
a  good  one  to  look  at,  and  I  shall  make  you  comfortable ;  if 
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you  refuse,  you'D  have  your  mother's  jointure,  and  two  hun- 
dred a  year  during  my  life," — Harry,  who  knew  that  his  sire, 
though  a  man  of  few  words,  was  yet  implicitly  to  be  trusted, 
acquiesced  at  once  in  the  parental  decree,  and  said,  ^'WeU, 
sir,  if  Ann's  i^eeable,  I  say  ditto.     She's  not  a  bad-looking 

girl." 

"And  she  has  the  best  blood   in   England,   sir.     Your 

mother's  blood,  your   own  blood,   sir,"    said    the   Brewer. 

"There's  nothing  like  it,  sir." 

"  Well,  sir,  as  you  like  it,"  Harry  replied.  "  When  you 
want  me,  please  ring  the  bell.  Only  there's  no  hurry,  and  I 
hope  you'll  give  us  a  long  day.  I  should  like  to  have  my 
fling  out  before  I  marry." 

"  Fling  away,  Harry ! "  answered  the  benevolent  father. 
"  Nobody  prevents  you,  do  they  ?  "  And  so  very  httle  more 
was  said  upon  this  subject,  and  Mr.  Harry  pursued  those 
amusements  in  life  which  suited  him  best ;  and  hung  up  a 
little  picture  of  his  cousin  in  his  sitting-room,  amidst  the 
French  prints,  the  favourite  actresses  and  dancers,  the  racing 
and  coaching  works  of  art,  which  suited  his  taste  and  formed 
his  gallery.  It  was  an  insignificant  little  picture,  representing 
a  simple  roimd  face  with  ringlets;  and  it  made,  as  it  must 
be  confessed,  a  very  poor  figure  by  the  side  of  Mademoiselle 
Petitot,  dancing  over  a  rainbow,  or  Mademoiselle  Eedowa, 
grinning  in  red  boots  and  a  lancer's  cap. 

Being  engaged  and  disposed  of,  Lady  Ann  Milton  did  not 
go  out  so  much  in  the  world  as  her  sisters,  and  often  stayed 
at  home  in  London  at  the  family  house  in  Gaunt  Square, 
when  her  mamma  with  the  other  ladies  went  abroad.  They 
talked  and  they  danced  with  one  man  after  another,  and  the 
men  came  and  went,  and  the  stories  about  them  were  various. 
But  there  was  only  this  one  story  about  Ann :  she  was  engaged 
to  Harry  Foker ;  she  never  was  to  think  about  anybody  else. 
It  was  not  a  very  amusing  story. 

Well,  the  instant  Foker  awoke  on  the  day  after  Lady 
Clavering's  dinner,  there  was  Blanche's  image  glaring  upon 
him  with  its  clear  grey  eyes,  and  winning  smile.  There  was 
her  tune  ringing  in  his  ears,  "  Yet  round  about  the  spot,  oft- 
times  I  hover,  ofttimes  I  hover,"  which  poor  Foker  began 
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cafthiro  Pip]»in,  at  Martin  Faunce's,  the  Three-cornered  Hat 
in  St.  Martin's  Lane;  where  Conkey  Sam,  Dick  the  Nailor 
the  I^earlman  fthf.^  Worcesternhire  Xobber),  would  put  on  tht 
j{lovf;H,  and  thn  lovers  of  the  good  old  British  sport  were  invited 
to  att/;nd  "—these  and  sundry  other  memoirs  of  Mr.  Foker't 
pTirsuits  and  pleasures  lay  on  the  table  by  his  side  when  he 
woke. 
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Ah!  how  faint  all  these  pleasure  seemed  now!  What 
did  he  care  for  Conkey  Sam  or  the  Worcestershire  Nobber  ? 
What  for  the  French  prints  ogling  him  from  all  sides  of  the 
room ;  those  regular  stunning  slap-up  out-and-outers  ?  And 
Pinckney  spelling  bad  and  calling  him  Hokey-fokey,  confound 
her  impudence !  The  idea  of  being  engaged  to  a  dinner  at  the 
Elephant  and  Castle  at  Bichmond  with  that  old  woman  (who 
was  seven  and  thirty  years  old,  if  she  was  a  day)  filled  his 
mind  with  dreary  disgust  now,  instead  of  that  pleasure  which 
he  had  only  yesterday  expected  to  find  from  the  entertainment. 

When  his  fond  mamma  beheld  her  boy  that  morning,  she 
remarked  on  the  pallor  of  his  cheek,  and  the  general  gloom 
of  his  aspect.  "  Why  do  you  go  on  playing  billiards  at  that 
wicked  Spratt's  ?  "  Lady  Agnes  asked.  **  My  dearest  child, 
those  billiards  will  kill  you,  I'm  sure  they  will." 

"  It  isn't  the  billiards,"  Harry  said  gloomily. 

"Then  it's  the  dreadful  Back  Kitchen,"  said  the  Lady 
Agnes.  "  I've  often  thought,  d'you  know,  Harry,  of  writing 
to  the  landlady,  and  begging  that  she  would  have  the  kindness 
to  put  only  very  little  wine  in  the  negus  which  you  take,  and 
see  that  you  have  your  shawl  on  before  you  get  into  your 
brougham." 

"  Do,  ma'am.  Mrs.  Cutis  is  a  most  kind  motherly  woman," 
Harry  said.  "But  it  isn't  the  Back  Kitchen,  neither,"  he 
added,  with  a  ghastly  sigh. 

As  Lady  Agnes  never  denied  her  son  anything,  and  fell 
into  all  his  ways  with  the  fondest  acquiescence,  she  was  re- 
warded by  a  perfect  confidence  on  young  Harry's  part,  who 
never  thought  to  disguise  from  her  a  knowledge  of  the  haunts 
which  he  frequented ;  and,  on  the  contrary,  brought  her  home 
choice  anecdotes  from  the  clubs  and  billiard-rooms,  which  the 
simple  lady  relished,  if  she  did  not  understand.  "  My  son 
goes  to  Spratt's,"  she  would  say  to  her  confidential  friends. 
"  All  the  young  men  go  to  Spratt's  after  their  balls.  It  is  de 
rigueur,  my  dear  ;  and  they  play  billiards  as  they  used  to  play 
macao  and  hazard  in  Mr.  Fox's  time.  Yes,  my  dear  father 
often  told  me  that  they  sate  up  always  until  nine  o'clock  the 
next  morning  with  Mr.  Fox  at  Brookes's,  whom  I  remember 
at  Dnunmingtony  when  I  was  a  Uttle  girl,  in  a  buff  waistcoat 
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and  black  satin  small-clothes.  My  brother  Erith  never  playe 
as  a  young  man,  nor  sate  up  late — he  had  no  health  for  it 
but  my  boy  must  do  as  everybody  does,  you  know.  Yes,  an 
then  he  often  goes  to  a  plaee  called  the  Back  Kitchen,  {r( 
quented  by  all  the  wits  and  authors,  you  know,  whom  on 
does  not  see  in  society,  but  whom  it  is  a  great  prinlege  an 
pleasure  for  Harry  to  meet,  and  there  he  hears  the  questior 
of  the  day  discussed ;  and  my  dear  father  often  said  that  : 
was  our  duty  to  encourage  literature,  and  he  had  hoped  to  S€ 
the  late  Dr.  Johnson  at  Drummington,  only  Dr.  Johnson  die( 
Yes,  and  Mr.  Sheridan  came  over,  and  drank  a  great  deal  ( 
wine — everybody  drank  a  great  deal  of  wine  in  those  days- 
and  papa^s  wino-merchant's  bill  was  ten  times  as  much  £ 
Erith*s  is,  who  gets  it  as  he  wants  it  from  Fortnum  an 
Mason's,  and  doesn't  keep  any  stock  at  all." 

"  That  was  an  uncommon  good  dinner  we  had  yesterday 
ma'am,"  the  artful  Harry  broke  out.  "Their  clear  soup 
better  than  ours — Moufflet  will  put  too  much  tarragon  int 
everything.  The  sitj^rrme  dc  tolaille  was  very  good — ur 
common,  and  the  sweets  were  better  than  Moufflet's  sweets 
Did  you  taste  the  plomhirn',  ma'am,  and  the  maraschino  jelly 
Stunningly  good  that  maraschino  jelly  !  " 

Lady  Agnes  expressed  her  agreement  in  these,  as  in  almos 
all  other  sentiments  of  her  son,  who  continued  the  artful  con 
versation,  saying, 

**  Very  handsome  house  that  of  the  Claverings.  Furniture 
I  should  say,  got  up  regardless  of  expense.  Magnificent  du 
play  of  plate,  ma'am."  The  lady  assented  to  all  these  pre 
positions. 

"  Very  nice  people  the  Claverings." 

"  Hm ! "  said  Lady  Agnes. 

"  I  know  what  you  mean.  Lady  C.  ain't  distangy  exactlj 
but  she  is  very  good-natured." 

"  Oh,  very ! "  mamma  said,  who  was  herself  one  of  th 
most  good-natured  of  women. 

"  And  Sir  Francis,  he  don't  talk  much  before  ladies ;  bu 
after  dinner  he  comes  out  uncommon  strong,  ma'am — a  high! 
agreeable,  well-informed  man.  When  will  you  ask  them  t 
dinner  ?    Look  out  for  an  early  day,  ma'am ; "  and  lookinj 
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into  Lady  Agnes's  pocket-book,  he  chose  a  day  only  a  fort- 
night hence  (an  age  that  fortnight  seemed  to  the  young  gentle- 
man), when  the  Claverings  were  to  be  invited  to  Grosvenor 
Street. 

The  obedient  Lady  Agnes  wrote  the  required  invitation. 
She  was  accustomed  to  do  so  without  consulting  her  husband, 
who  had  his  own  society  and  habits,  and  who  left  his  wife  to 
see  her  own  friends  alone.  Harry  looked  at  the  card:  but 
there  was  an  omission  in  the  invitation  which  did  not  please 
him. 

"  You  have  not  asked  Miss  Whatdyecallum — Miss  Emery, 
Lady  Clavering's  daughter." 

"  Oh,  that  little  creature ! "  Lady  Agnes  cried.  "  No,  I 
think  not,  Harry." 

"  We  must  ask  Miss  Amory,"  Foker  said.  "  I — I  want  to 
ask  Pendennis ;  and — and  he's  very  sweet  upon  her.  Don't 
you  think  she  sings  very  well,  ma'am  ?  " 

"I  thought  her  rather  forward,  and  didn't  listen  to 
her  singing.  She  only  sang  at  you  and  Mr.  Pendennis,  it 
seemed  to  me.  But  I  will  ask  her  if  you  wish,  Harry,"  and 
so  Miss  Amory's  name  was  written  on  the  card  with  her 
mother's. 

This  piece  of  diplomacy  being  triimiphantly  executed, 
Harry  embraced  his  fond  parent  with  the  utmost  affection, 
and  retired  to  his  own  apartments,  where  he  stretched  him- 
self on  his  ottoman,  and  lay  brooding  silently,  sighing  for 
the  day  which  was  to  bring  the  fair  Miss  Amory  under 
his  paternal  roof,  and  devising  a  hundred  wild  schemes  for 
meeting  her. 

On  his  return  from  making  the  grand  tour,  Mr.  Foker 
junior  had  brought  with  him  a  polyglot  valet,  who  took  the 
place  of  Stoopid,  and  condescended  to  wait  at  dinner,  attired 
in  shirt-fronts  of  worked  muslin,  with  many  gold  studs  and 
chains.  This  man,  who  was  of  no  particular  country,  and 
spoke  all  languages  indifferently  ill,  machB  himself  useful  to 
Mr.  Harry  in  a  variety  of  ways, — read  all  the  artless  youth's 
correspondence,  knew  his  favourite  haunts  and  the  addresses 
of  his  acquaintance,  and  officiated  at  the  private  dinneis  which 
the  young  gentleman  gave.    As  Harry  lay  upon  his  sofa  after 
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his  interriew  mth  his  mamma,  robed  in  a  wonderful  dress- 
ing-gown, and  puffing  his  pipe  in  gloomy  sUence,  Anatole, 
too,  must  have  rcmaxked  that  something  affected  his  master's 
spirits ;  though  he  did  not  betray  any  ill-bred  sympathy  with 
Harry's  agitation  of  mind.  When  Harry  began  to  dress  him- 
self in  his  out-of-door  morning  costume,  he  was  very  hard 
indeed  to  please,  and  particularly  severe  and  snappish  about 
his  toilet :  he  tried,  and  cursed,  pantaloons  of  many  different 
stripes,  checks,  and  colours:  all  the  boots  were  villanously 
varnished ;  the  shirts  too  "  loud  "  in  pattern.  He  scented  his 
linen  and  i)erson  with  peculiar  richness  this  day ;  and  what 
must  have  been  the  valet's  astonishment,  when,  after  some 
blushing  and  hesitation  on  Harry's  part,  the  young  gentleman 
asked,  "  I  say,  Anatole,  when  I  engaged  you,  didn't  you — hem 
— didn't  you  say  that  you  could  dress — hem — dress  hair  ?  " 

The  valet  said,  "  Yes,  he  could." 

*'  Ctierchy  alors  une  paire  de  ton{f8, — et — curly  vioi  un  pcw,^^ 
Mr.  Foker  said,  in  an  easy  manner;  and  the  valet,  wondering 
whether  his  master  was  in  love  or  was  going  masquerading, 
went  in  search  of  the  articles, — first  from  the  old  butler  who 
waited  upon  Mr.  Foker  senior,  on  whose  bald  pate  the  tongs 
would  have  scarcely  found  a  hundred  hairs  to  seize,  and 
finally  of  the  lady  who  had  the  charge  of  the  meek  auburn 
fronts  of  the  Lady  Agnes.  And  the  tongs  being  got.  Monsieur 
Anatole  twisted  his  young  master's  locks  until  he  had  mado 
Harry's  head  as  curly  as  a  negro's;  after  which  the  youth 
dressed  himself  with  the  utmost  care  and  splendour,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  sally  out. 

"At  what  dime  sail  I  order  de  drag,  sir,  to  be  to  Miss 
Pingney's  door,  sir  ?  "  the  attendant  whispered  as  his  master 
was  going  forth. 

"  Confound  her ! — Put  the  dinner  off— I  can't  go ! "  said 
Poker.  *'  No,  hang  it — I  must  go.  Poyntz  and  Eougemont, 
and  ever  so  many  more,  are  coming.  The  drag  at  Pelham 
Corner  at  six  o'clock,  Anatole." 

The  drag  was  not  one  of  Mr.  Foker's  own  equipages,  but 
was  hired  from  a  livery  stable  for  festive  purposes;  Foker, 
however,  put  his  own  carriage  into  requisition  that  morning, 
and  for  what  purpose  does  the  kind  reader  suppose  ?    Wliy, 
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to  drive  down  to  Lamb  Court,  Temple,  taking  Grosvenor 
Place  by  the  way  (which  lies  in  the  exact  direction  of  the 
Temple  from  Grosvenor  Street,  as  everybody  knows),  where 
he  just  had  the  pleasure  of  peeping  upwards  at  Miss  Amory's 
pink  window  cmrtains;  having  achieved  which  satisfactory 
feat,  he  drove  off  to  Pen's  chambers.  Why  did  he  want  to  see 
his  dear  friend  Pen  so  much  ?  Why  did  he  yearn  and  long 
after  him  ?  and  did  it  seem  necessary  to  Foker's  very  exist- 
ence that  he  should  see  Pen  that  morning,  having  parted 
with  him  in  perfect  health  on  the  night  previous  ?  Pen  had 
Kved  two  years  in  London,  and  Foker  had  not  paid  half-a- 
dozen  visits  to  his  chambers.  What  sent  him  thither  now  in 
such  a  hurry  ? 

What  ? — If  any  young  ladies  read  this  page,  I  have  only 
to  inform  them  that  when  the  same  mishap  befalls  them, 
which  now  had  for  more  than  twelve  hours  befallen  Harry 
Foker,  people  will  grow  interesting  to  them  for  whom  they 
did  not  care  sixpence  on  the  day  before;  as  on  the  other 
hand  persons  of  whom  they  fancied  themselves  fond  will  be 
found  to  have  become  insipid  and  disagreeable.  Then  your 
dearest  Eliza  or  Maria  of  the  other  day,  to  whom  you  wrote 
letters  and  sent  locks  of  hair  yards  long,  will  on  a  sudden  be 
as  indifferent  to  you  as  your  stupidest  relation;  whilst,  on 
the  contrary,  about  ]m  relations  you  will  begin  to  feel  such 
a  warm  interest !  such  a  loving  desire  to  ingratiate  yourself 
with  ]ds  mamma !  such  a  liking  for  that  dear  kind  old  man 
)m  father !  If  He  is  in  the  habit  of  visiting  at  any  house, 
what  advances  you  will  make  in  order  to  visit  there  too !  If 
He  has  a  married  sister,  you  will  Uke  to  spend  long  mornings 
with  her.  You  will  fatigue  your  servant  by  sending  notes  to 
her,  for  which  there  will  be  the  most  pressing  occasion,  twice 
or  thrice  in  a  day.  You  will  cry  if  your  mamma  objects  to 
your  going  too  often  to  see  His  family.  The  only  one  of 
them  you  will  dislike,  is  perhaps  his  younger  brother,  who  is 
at  home  for  the  holidays,  and  who  will  persist  in  staying  in 
the  room  when  you  come  to  see  your  dear  new-found  friend, 
his  darling  second  sister.  Something  like  this  will  happen  to 
you,  young  ladies,  or,  at  any  rate,  let  us  hope  it  may.  Yes, 
you  must  go  through  the  hot  fits  and  the  cold  fits  of  that 
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pretty  fever.  Your  mothers,  if  they  would  acknowledge  it, 
have  passed  through  it  before  you  were  born,  your  dear  papa 
being  the  object  of  the  passion  of  course, — who  could  it  be  but 
he  ?  And  as  you  suffer  it,  so  will  your  brothers,  in  their  way, 
— and  after  their  kind.  More  selfish  than  you :  more  eager 
and  headstrong  than  you:  they  will  rush  on  their  destiny 
when  the  doomed  charmer  makes  her  appearance.  Or,  if 
they  don't,  and  you  don't.  Heaven  help  you !  As  the  gambler 
said  of  his  dice,  to  love  and  win  is  the  best  thing,  to  love 
and  lose  is  the  next  best.  Now,  then,  if  you  ask  why  Henry 
Foker,  Esquire,  was  in  such  a  hurry  to  see  Ai-thur  Pendennis, 
and  felt  such  a  sudden  value  and  esteem  for  him,  there  is  no 
difficulty  in  saying  it  was  because  Pen  had  become  really 
valuable  in  Mr.  Foker's  eyes:  because  if  Pen  was  not  the 
rose,  he  had  yet  been  near  that  fragrant  flower  of  love.  Was 
not  he  in  the  habit  of  going  to  her  house  in  London  ?  Did 
he  not  live  near  her  in  the  country? — know  all  about  the 
enchantress  ?  What,  I  wonder,  would  Lady  Ann  Milton, 
Mr.  Foker' s  cousin  and  j>retcndue^  have  said,  if  her  Ladyship 
had  known  all  that  was  going  on  in  the  bosom  of  that  funny 
little  gentleman  ? 

Alas !  when  Foker  reached  Lamb  Court,  leaving  his  car- 
riage for  the  admiration  of  the  little  clerks  who  were  lounging 
in  the  archway  that  leads  thence  into  Flag  Court,  which  leads 
into  Upper  Temple  Lane,  Warrington  was  in  the  chambers, 
but  Pen  was  absent.  Pen  was  gone  to  the  printing-office  to 
see  his  proofs.  **  Would  Foker  have  a  pipe,  and  should  the 
laundress  go  to  the  Cock  and  get  him  some  beer  ?  " — War- 
rington asked,  remarking  with  a  pleased  surprise  the  splendid 
toilet  of  this  scented  and  shiny-booted  young  aristocrat ;  l»ut 
Foker  had  not  the  slightest  wish  for  beer  or  tobacco :  he  had 
very  important  business :  he  rushed  away  to  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette  office,  still  bent  upon  finding  Pen.  Pen  had  quitted 
that  place.  Foker  wanted  him  that  they  might  go  together 
to  call  upon  Lady  Clavering.  Foker  went  away  disconsolate, 
and  whiled  away  an  hour  or  two  vaguely  at  clubs :  and  when 
it  was  time  to  pay  a  visit,  he  thought  it  would  l>e  but  decent 
and  polite  to  drive  to  Grosvenor  Place  and  leave  a  card  upon 
Lady  Clavering.     He  had  not  the  courage  to  ask  to  see  her 
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when  the  door  was  opened ;  he  only  delivered  two  cards,  with 
Mr.  Henry  Foker  engraved  upon  them,  to  Jeames,  in  a  speech- 
less agony.  Jeames  received  the  tickets,  bowing  his  powdered 
head.  The  varnished  doors  closed  upon  him.  The  beloved 
object  was  as  far  as  ever  from  him,  though  so  near.  He 
thought  he  heard  the  tones  of  a  piano  and  of  a  sii*en  singing, 
coming  from  the  drawing-room  and  sweeping  over  the  bal- 
cony shrubbery  of  geraniums.  He  would  have  liked  to  stop 
and  listen,  but  it  might  not  be.  "  Drive  to  Tattersall's," 
he  said  to  the  groom,  in  a  voice  smothered  with  emotion, — 
"And  bring  my  pony  round,"  he  added,  as  the  man  drove 
rapidly  away. 

As  good  luck  would  have  it,  that  splendid  barouche  of 
Lady  Clavering's,  which  has  been  inadequately  described  in  a 
former  chapter,  drove  up  to  her  Ladyship's  door  just  as  Foker 
mounted  the  pony  which  was  in  waiting  for  him.  He  be- 
strode the  fiery  animal,  and  dodged  about  the  Arch  of  the 
Green  Park,  keeping  the  carriage  well  in  view,  until  he  saw 
Lady  Clavering  enter,  and  with  her — whose  could  be  that 
angel  form,  but  the  enchantress's,  clad  in  a  sort  of  gossamer, 
with  a  pink  bonnet  and  a  Ught-blue  parasol — but  Miss 
Amory  ? 

The  carriage  took  its  fair  owners  to  Madame  Eigodon's 
cap  and  lace  shop,  to  Mrs.  Wolsey's  Berlin  worsted  shop, — 
who  knows  to  what  other  resorts  of  female  commerce  ?  Then 
it  went  and  took  ices  at  Hunter's,  for  Lady  Clavering  was 
somewhat  florid  in  her  tastes  and  amusements,  and  not  only 
liked  to  go  abroad  in  the  most  showy  carriage  in  London, 
but  that  the  pubUc  should  see  her  in  it  too.  And  so,  in  a 
white  bonnet  with  a  yellow  feather,  she  ate  a  large  pink  ice 
in  the  sunshine  before  Hunter's  door,  till  Foker  on  his  pony, 
and  the  red  jacket  who  accompanied  him,  were  almost  tired 
of  dodging. 

Then  at  last  she  made  her  way  into  the  Park,  and  the 
rapid  Foker  made  his  dash  forward.  What  to  do  ?  Just  to 
get  a  nod  of  recognition  from  Miss  Amory  and  her  mother ; 
to  cross  them  a  half-dozen  times  in  the  drive ;  to  watch  and 
ogle  them  from  the  other  side  of  the  ditch,  where  the  horse- 
men assemble  when  the  band  plays  in  Kensington  Gardens. 
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What  is  the  use  of  looking  at  a  woman  in  a  pink  bonnet 
across  a  ditch  ?  What  is  the  earthly  good  to  be  got  out  of  a 
nod  of  the  head  ?  Strange  that  men  will  be  contented  with 
such  pleasures,  or,  if  not  contented,  at  least  that  they  will  be 
so  eager  in  seeking  them.  Not  one  word  did  Harry,  he  so 
fluent  of  conversation  ordinarily,  exchange  with  his  charmer 
on  that  day.  Mutely  he  beheld  her  return  to  her  carriage, 
and  drive  away  among  rather  ironical  salutes  from  the  young 
men  in  the  Park.  One  said  that  the  Indian  widow  was 
making  the  paternal  rupees  spin  rapidly;  another  said  that 
she  ought  to  have  burned  herself  alive,  and  left  the  money  to 
her  daughter.  This  one  asked  who  Clavering  was  ? — and  old 
Tom  Eales,  who  knew  everybody,  and  never  missed  a  day  in 
the  Park  on  his  grey  cob,  kindly  said  that  Clavering  had 
come  into  an  estate  over  head  and  heels  in  mortgage :  that 
there  were  denlish  ugly  stories  about  him  when  he  was  a 
young  man,  and  that  it  was  reported  of  him  that  he  had  a 
share  in  a  gambling-house,  and  had  certainly  shown  the 
white  feather  in  his  regiment.  "He  plays  still;  he  is  in  a 
hell  every  night  almost,"  Mr.  Eales  added. 

**  I  should  think  so,  since  his  marriage,"  said  a  wag. 

"He  gives  devilish  good  dinners,"  said  Foker,  striking  up 
for  the  honour  of  his  host  of  yesterday. 

"  I  daresay,  and  I  daresay  he  doesn't  ask  Eales,"  the  wag 
said.  "  I  say,  Eales,  do  you  dine  at  Clavering's — at  the 
Begum's  ?  " 

"  I  dine  there  ?  "  said  Mr.  Eales,  who  would  have  dined 
with  Beelzebub  if  sure  of  a  good  cook,  and  when  he  came 
away,  would  have  painted  his  host  blacker  than  fate  had 
made  him. 

"  You  might,  you  know,  although  you  do  abuse  him  so," 
continued  they  wag.  "  The  say  it's  very  pleasant.  Clavering 
goes  to  sleep  after  dinner ;  the  Begum  gets  tipsy  with  cherry- 
brandy,  and  the  young  lady  sings  songs  to  the  young  gentle- 
men.    She  sings  well,  don't  she,  Fo  ?  " 

"  Slap  up,"  said  Fo.  "  I  tell  you  what,  Poyntz,  she  sings 
like  a — whatdyecallum — you  know  what  I  mean — like  a  mer- 
maid, you  know,  but  that's  not  their  name." 

"I  never  heard  a  mermaid  sing,"  Mr.  Poyntz,  the  wag, 
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replied.     "  Who  ever  heard  a  mermaid  ?    Eales,  you  are  an 
old  fellow :  did  you  ?  " 

"  Don't  make  a  lark  of  me,  hang  it,  Poyntz,"  said  Foker, 
taming  red,  and  with  tears  almost  in  his  eyes ;  ''  you  know 
what  I  mean:  it's  those  what's-his-names — in  Homer,  you 
know.     I  never  said  I  was  a  good  scholar." 

"  And  nobody  ever  said  it  of  you,  my  boy,"  Mr.  Poyntz 
remarked ;  and  Foker,  striking  spurs  into  his  pony,  cantered 
away  down  Botten  Bow,  his  mind  agitated  with  various  emo- 
tions, ambitions,  mortifications.  He  woa  sorry  that  he  had 
not  been  good  at  his  books  in  early  Ufe,  that  he  might  have 
cut  out  all  those  chaps  who  were  about  her,  and  who  talked 
the  languages,  and  wrote  poetry,  and  painted  pictures  in  her 
album,  and— and  that. — "What  am  I,"  thought  little  Foker, 
"compared  to  her?  She's  all  soul,  she  is,  and  can  write 
poetry  or  compose  music,  as  easy  as  I  could  drink  a  glass  of 
beer.  Beer  ? — damme,  that's  all  I'm  fit  for,  is  beer.  I  am 
a  poor,  ignorant  little  beggar,  good  for  nothing  but  Foker's 
Entire.  I  misspent  my  youth,  and  used  to  get  the  chaps, 
to  do  my  exercises.  And  what's  the  consequences  now?* 
Oh,  Harry  Foker,  what  a  confounded  httle  fool  you  have 
been ! " 

As  he  made  this  dreary  soliloquy,  he  had  cantered  out  of 
Botten  Bow  into  the  Park,  and  there  was  on  the  point  of 
riding  down  a  large  old  roomy  family  carriage,  of  which  he 
took  no  heed,  when  a  cheery  voice  cried  out,  "  Harry,  Harry! "" 
and  looking  up,  he  beheld  his  aunt,  the  Lady  Bosherville,  and 
two  of  her  daughters,  of  whom  the  one  who  spoke  was  Harry's 
betrothed,  the  Lady  Ann. 

He  started  back  with  a  pale,  scared  look,  as  a  truth,  about 
which  he  had  not  thought  during  the  whole  day,  came  across 
him.  There  was  his  fate,  there,  in  the  back  seat  of  that  car- 
riage! 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Harry  ?  why  are  you  so  pale  ?  You 
have  been  raking  and  smoking  too  much,  you  wicked  boy," 
said  Lady  Ann. 

Foker  said,  "  How  do,  aunt  ?  How  do,  Ann  ?  "  in  a  per- 
turbed manner — muttered  something  about  a  pressing  en- 
gagement,— indeed  he  saw  by  the  Park  clock  that  he  must 
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have  been  keeping  his  party  in  the  drag  waiting  for  nearly  an 
hour — and  waved  a  good-bye.  The  little  man  and  the  Uttle 
pony  were  out  of  sight  in  an  instant — the  great  carriage  rolled 
away.  Nobody  inside  was  very  much  interested  about  his 
coming  or  going  :  the  Countess  being  occupied  with  her 
spaniel,  the  Lady  Lucy's  thoughts  and  eyes  being  turned 
upon  a  volume  of  sermons,  and  those  of  Lady  Ann  upon 
a  new  novel,  which  the  sisters  had  just  procured  from  the 
library. 
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CHAPTER   n. 
C&BBIES   THE   BEIADEB  BOTH   TO  RICHMOND  AND  OEEBKWICB. 

OOR  Foker  found  the  dinner 
at  Richmond  to  be  the  moat 
dreary  entertainment  upon 
which  ever  mortal  man  wasted 
his  guineas  "  I  wonder  how 
the  deuce  I  could  ever  have 
^  liked  these  people,"  he  thought 
m  hia  own  mind.  "  "Why,  I 
can  see  the  crows'-feet  under 
Rougemont  s  eyes,  and  the 
pamt  on  her  cheeks  is  laid 
on  as  thick  as  Clown's  in 
a  pantomime !  The  way  in 
which  that  Finckney  talks 
^f^^  \h~Wk.  _  slang  is  quite  disgusting.  I 
-^^^^  fflfc^^  —  hate  chaff  m  a  woman.  And 
old  Colchicum !  that  old  Col, 
coming  down  here  in  hie  brougham,  with  his  coronet  on  it, 
and  sitting  bodkin  between  Mademoiselle  Coralie  and  her 
mother !  It's  too  bad.  An  English  peer,  and  a  horse-rider 
of  Franconi's ! — It  won't  do;  by  Jove,  it  won't  do.  I  ain't 
proud  ;  but  it  will  not  do ! " 

"Twopence-halfpenny  for  your  thoughts,  Fokey!"  cried 
cat  Miss  Rougemont,  taking  her  cigar  from  her  truly  ver- 
milion lips,  as  she  beheld  the  young  fellow  lost  in  thought, 
seated  at  the  head  of  his  table,  amidst  melting  ices,  and 
cat  pineapples,  and  bottles  full  and  empty,  and  cigar-ashes 
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scattered  on  fruit,  and  the  ruins  of  a  desseii;  which  had  no 
pleasure  for  him. 

''Does  Foker  ever  think?"  drawled  out  Mr.  Poyntz* 
"  Foker,  here  is  a  considerable  sum  of  money  offered  by  a  fair 
capitaUst  at  this  end  of  the  table  for  the  |pK|gent  emanations 
of  your  valuable  and  acute  intellect,  old  boy ! " 

"  What  the  deuce  is  that  Poyntz  a  talking  about  ?  "  Miss 
Pinckney  asked  of  her  neighbour.  *'I  hate  him.  He's  a 
drawlin',  sneerin'  beast." 

"What  a  droll  of  a  little  man  is  that  Uttle  Fokare,  my 
lor,"  Mademoiselle  Coralie  said,  in  her  own  language,  and 
with  the  rich  twang  of  that  sunny  Gascony  in  which  her 
swarthy  checks  and  bright  black  eyes  had  got  their  fire. 
"What  a  droll  of  a  man !  He  does  not  look  to  have  twenty 
years." 

**  I  wish  I  were  of  his  age,"  said  the  venerable  Colchicum, 
with  a  sigh,  as  he  inclined  his  purple  face  towards  a  large 
goblet  of  claret. 

**  C'tcjeunesse.  Penh  !  je  m'enficlie^^'  said  Madame  Brack, 
CoraUe's  mamma,  taking  a  great  pinch  out  of  Lord  Colchi- 
cum's  delicate  gold  snuff-box.  "  Jc  n^aime  que  lea  homines 
faits,  moi.  Comme  milor.  Coralie  I  iiest-ce  jxis  que  tu  n'aimes 
que  les  homnies  faitSy  ma  bichette  ?  " 

My  lord  said,  with  a  grin,  "You  flatter  me,  Madame 
Brack." 

"  Taisez-vouSf  maman ;  voiis  rCetes  qxCune  bete,''  Coralie 
cried,  with  a  shrug  of  her  robust  shoulders ;  upon  which,  my 
lord  said  that  she  did  not  flatter  at  any  rate ;  and  pocketed 
his  snuff-box,  not  desirous  that  Madame  Brack's  dubious 
fingers  should  plunge  too  frequently  into  his  Mackabaw. 

There  is  no  need  to  give  a  prolonged  detail  of  the  animated 
conversation  which  ensued  during  the  rest  of  the  banquet ;  a 
conversation  which  would  not  much  edify  the  reader.  And  it 
is  scarcely  necessary  to  say,  that  all  ladies  of  the  corps  de 
dunse  are  not  like  Miss  Pinckney,  any  more  than  that  all 
peers  resemble  that  illustrious  member  of  their  order,  the  late 
lamented  Viscount  Colchicum. 

Mr.  Foker  drove  his  lovely  guests  home  to  Brompton  in 
the  drag  that  night ;  but  he  was  quite  thoughtful  and  gloomy 
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during  the  whole  of  the  Kttle  journey  from  Richmond ;  neither 
listening  to  the  jokes  of  the  friends  behind  him  and  on  the  box 
by  his  side,  nor  enlivening  them,  as  was  his  wont,  by  his  own 
facetious  sallies.  And  when  the  ladies  whom  he  had  con- 
veyed alighted  ai'ttie  door  of  their  house,  and  asked  their  ac- 
complished coachman  whether  he  would  not  step  in  and  take 
something 'to  drink,  he  declined  with  so  melancholy  an  air, 
that  they  supposed  that  the  Governor  and  he  had  had  a  dif- 
ference, or  that  some  calamity  had  befallen  him ;  and  he  did 
not  tell  these  people  what  the  cause  of  his  grief  was,  but  left 
Mesdames  Bougemont  and  Pinckney,  unheeding  the  cries  of 
the  latter,  who  hung  over  her  balcony  like  Jezebel,  and  called 
out  to  him  to  ask  him  to  give  another  party  soon. 

He  sent  the  drag  home  under  the  guidance  of  one  of  the 
grooms,  and  went  on  foot  himself;  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
plunged  in  thought.  The  stars  and  moon  shining  tranquilly 
overhead,  looked  down  upon  Mr.  Foker  that  night,  as  he  in 
his  turn  sentimentally  regarded  them.  And  he  went  and 
gazed  upwards  at  the  house  in  Grosvenor  Place,  and  at  the 
windows  which  he  supposed  to  be  those  of  the  beloved  object ; 
and  he  moaned  and  he  sighed  in  a  way  piteous  and  surprising 
to  witness,  which  Policeman  X  did,  who  informed  Sir  Francis 
Clavering's  people,  as  they  took  the  refreshment  of  beer  on 
the  coach -box  at  the  neighbouring  public-house,  after  bringing 
home  their  lady  from  the  French  play,  that  there  had  been 
another  chap  hanging  about  the  premises  that  evening — a 
little  chap,  dressed  like  a  swell. 

And  now,  with  that  perspicacity  and  ingenuity  and  enter- 
prise which  only  belong  to  a  certain  passion,  Mr.  Foker 
began  to  dodge  Miss  Amory  through  London,  and  to  appear 
wherever  he  could  meet  her.  If  Lady  Clavering  went  to  the 
French  play,  where  her  Ladyship  had  a  box,  Mr.  Foker,  whose 
knowledge  of  the  language,  as  we  have  heard,  was  not  con- 
spicuous, appeared  in  a  stall.  He  found  out  where  her  en- 
gagements were  (it  is  possible  that  Anatole,  his  man,  was  ac- 
quainted with  Sir  Francis  Clavering's  gentleman,  and  so  got 
a  sight  of  her  Ladyship's  engagement-book),  and  at  many  of 
these  evening  parties  Mr.  Foker  made  his  appearance — to  the 
surprise  of  the  world,  and  of  his  mother  especially,  whom  ha 
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ordered  to  apply  for  cards  to  these  parties,  for  which  until 
now  he  had  shown  a  supreme  contempt.  He  told  the  pleased 
and  unsuspicious  lady  that  he  went  to  jmrties  because  it  was 
right  for  him  to  see  the  world :  he  told  her  that  he  went  to 
the  French  play  because  ho  wanted  to  perfect  himself  in  the 
language,  and  there  was  no  such  good  lesson  as  a  comedy  or 
vaudeville ; — and  when  one  night  the  astonished  Lady  Agnes 
saw  him  stand  up  and  dance,  and  complimented  him  uyyow 
his  elegance  and  activity,  the  mendacious  Uttle  rogue  asserted 
that  he  had  learned  to  dance  in  Paris,  whereas  Anatole  knew 
that  his  young  master  used  to  go  off  privily  to  an  academy  in 
Brewer  Street,  and  study  there  for  some  hours  in  the  morning. 
The  casino  of  our  modern  days  was  not  invented,  or  was  in  its 
infancy  as  yet ;  and  gentlemen  of  Mr.  Foker's  time  had  not 
the  facilities  of  acquiring  the  science  of  dancing  which  are 
enjoyed  by  our  present  youth. 

Old  Pendennis  seldom  missed  going  to  church.  He  con- 
sidered it  to  be  his  duty  as  a  gentleman  to  patronise  the 
institution  of  public  worship,  and  that  it  w^as  a  correct  thing 
to  be  seen  at  church  of  a  Sunday.  One  day,  it  chanced  that 
he  and  Arthur  went  thither  together :  the  latter,  who  w^as  now 
in  high  favour,  had  been  to  breakfast  with  his  uncle,  from 
whose  lodging  they  walked  across  the  Park  to  a  church  not 
far  from  Belgi-ave  Square.  There  was  a  charity  sermon  at 
Saint  James's,  as  the  Major  knew  by  the  bills  posted  on  the 
pillars  of  his  parish  church,  which  probably  caused  him,  for 
he  was  a  thrifty  man,  to  forsake  it  for  that  day :  besides,  he 
had  other  views  for  himself  and  Pen.  "  We  will  go  to  chm-ch, 
sir,  across  the  Park ;  and  then,  begad,  we  will  go  to  the  Cla- 
verings'  house,  and  ask  them  for  lunch  in  a  friendly  way. 
Lady  Clavering  likes  to  be  asked  for  lunch,  and  is  uncom- 
monly kind,  and  monstrous  hospitable." 

**  I  met  them  at  dinner  last  week,  at  Lady  Agnes  Foker's, 
sir,"  Pen  said,  "  and  the  Begum  was  very  kind  indeed.  So 
she  was  in  the  coimtry :  so  she  is  everywhere.  But  I  share 
your  opinion  about  Miss  Amory ;  one  of  your  opinions,  that 
is,  uncle,  for  you  were  changing,  the  last  time  we  spoke  about 
her." 

"  And  what  do  you  think  of  her  now  ?  "  the  elder  said. 
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**  I  think  her  the  most  confounded  little  flirt  in  London," 
Pen  answered,  laughing.  **  She  made  a  tremendous  assault 
upon  Harry  Foker,  who  sat  next  to  her;  and  to  whom  she 
gave  all  the  talk,  though  I  took  her  down." 

"  Bah !  Henry  Foker  is  engaged  to  his  cousin,  all  the  world 
knows  it:  not  a  bad  coup  of  Lady  Bosherville's,  that.  I  should 
say,  that  the  young  man  at  his  father's  death — and  old  Mr. 
Foker's  life's  devihsh  bad :  you  know  he  had  a  fit  at  Arthur's 
last  year — I  should  say,  that  young  Foker  won't  have  less 
than  fourteen  thousand  a  year  from  the  brewery,  besides 
Logwood  and  the  Norfolk  property.  I  have  no  pride  about 
m<?,  Pen.  I  like  a  man  of  birth  certainly,  but  dammy,  I  like 
a  brewery  which  brings  in  a  man  fourteen  thousand  a  year ; 
hey,  Pen  ?  Ha,  ha !  that's  the  sort  of  man  for  me.  And  I 
recommend  you,  now  that  you  are  lanced  in  the  world,  to 
stick  to  fellows  of  that  sort ;  to  fellows  who  have  a  stake  in 
the  country,  begad." 

"Foker  sticks  to  me,  sir,"  Arthur  answered.  "He  has 
been  at  our  chambers  several  times  lately.  He  has  asked  me 
to  dinner.  We  are  almost  as  great  friends  as  we  used  to  be 
in  our  youth :  and  his  talk  is  about  Blanche  Amory  from 
morning  till  night.     I'm  sure  he's  sweet  upon  her." 

"  I'm  sure  he  is  engaged  to  his  cousin,  and  that  they  will 
keep  the  young  man  to  his  bargain,"  said  the  Major.  "  The 
marriages  in  these  families  are  affairs  of  state.  Lady  Agnes 
was  made  to  marry  old  Foker  by  the  late  Lord,  although 
she  was  notoriously  partial  to  her  cousin  who  was  killed  at 
Albuera  afterwards,  and  who  saved  her  Ufe  out  of  the  lake 
at  Drummington.  I  remember  Lady  Agnes,  sir,  an  exceed- 
ingly fine  woman.  But  what  did  she  do? — of  course  she 
married  her  father's  man.  ^\Tiy,  Mr.  Foker  sate  for  Drum- 
mington till  the  Beform  Bill,  and  paid  dev'lish  well  for  his 
seat,  too.  And  you  may  depend  upon  this,  sir,  that  Foker 
senior,  who  is  a  parvenu,  and  loves  a  great  man,  as  all  par- 
venus do,  has  ambitious  views  for  his  -son  as  well  as  himself, 
and  that  your  friend  Harry  must  do  as  his  father  bids  him. 
Lord  bless  you !  I've  known  a  hundred  cases  of  love  in  young 
men  and  women:  hey,  Master  Arthur,  do  you  take  me? 
They  kick,  sir,  they  resist,  they  make  a  deuce  of  a  riot,  and 
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that  sort  of  thing,  but  they  end  by  listening  to  reason, 
begad." 

"  Blanche  is  a  dangerous  girl,  sir,"  Pen  said.  "  I  was 
smitten  with  her  myself  once,  and  very  far  gone,  too,"  he 
added :  "  but  that  is  years  ago." 

"  Were  you  ?  How  far  did  it  go  ?  Did  she  return  it  ?  " 
asked  the  Major,  looking  hard  at  Fen. 

Pen,  with  a  laugh,  said  "  that  at  one  time  he  did  think  he 
was  pretty  well  in  Miss  Amory's  good  graces.  But  my  mother 
did  not  like  her,  and  the  affair  went  off."  Pen  did  not  think 
it  fit  to  tell  his  uncle  all  the  particulars  of  that  courtship 
which  had  passed  between  himself  and  the  young  lady. 

"A  man  might  go  farther  and  fare  worse,  Arthur,"  the 
Major  said,  still  looking  queerly  at  his  nephew. 

**  Her  birth,  sir ;  her  father  was  the  mate  of  a  ship,  they 
say:  and  she  has  not  money  enough,"  objected  Pen,  in  a 
dandified  manner.  "  What's  ten  thousand  pound  and  a  girl 
bred  up  like  her  ?  " 

"You  use  my  own  words,  and  it  is  all  very  well.  But,  I 
tell  you  in  confidence.  Pen, — in  strict  honour,  mind, — that 
it's  my  belief  she  has  a  devilish  deal  more  than  ten  thousand 
pound :  and  from  what  I  saw  of  her  the  other  day,  and — and 
have  heard  of  her — I  should  say  she  was  a  devilish  accom- 
plished, clever  girl:  and  would  make  a  good  wife  with  a 
sensible  husband.' 

"How  do  you  know  about  her  money?"  Pen  asked, 
smiling.  "You  seem  to  have  information  about  everybody, 
and  to  know  about  all  the  town." 

"  I  do  know  a  few  things,  sir,  and  I  don't  tell  all  I  know, 
^lark  that,"  the  uncle  replied.  "And  as  for  that  charming 
Miss  Amory, — for  charming,  begad !  she  is, — if  I  saw  her 
Mrs.  Arthur  Pendennis,  I  should  neither  be  sorry  nor  sur- 
prised, begad !  and  if  you  object  to  ten  thousand  poimd,  what 
would  you  say,  sir,  to  thirty,  or  forty,  or  fifty?"  and. the 
Major  looked  still  more  knowingly,  and  still  harder  at  Pen. 

"  Well,  sir,"  he  said,  to  his  godfather  and  namesake,  "  make 
her  Mrs.  Arthur  Pendennis.     You  can  do  it  as  well  as  I." 

"Psha!  you  are  laughing  at  me,  sir,"  the  other  replied, 
rather  peevishly,  "and  you  ought  not  to  laugh  so  near  a 
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ebuTch  gate.     Here  we  are  at  St.  Benedict's.     Ihey  say  Mr. 
Oriel  ia  a  beautiful  preacher." 

Indeed,  the  bella  were  tolling,  the  people  were  trooping 
into  the  handsome  church,  the  carriages  of  the  inhabitants  of 


the  lordly  quarter  poured  forth  their  pretty  loads  of  devotees, 
in  whose  company  Fen  and  his  uncle,  ending  their  edifying 
conTersation,  entered  the  fane.  I  do  not  know  whether  other 
people  carry  their  worldly  affairs  to  the  church  door.  Arthur, 
vho,  from  habitual  reverence  and  feeling,  was  always  more 


24  PENDENNIS, 

than  respectful  in  a  place  of  worship,  thought  of  the  incon- 
gruity of  their  talk,  perhaps;  whilst  the  old  gentleman  at 
his  side  was  utterly  unconscious  of  any  such  contrast.  His 
hat  was  brushed :  his  wig  was  trim :  his  neckcloth  was  per- 
fectly tied.  He  looked  at  every  soul  in  the  congregation,  it 
is  true :  the  bald  heads  and  the  bonnets,  the  flowers  and  the 
feathers :  but  so  demurely,  that  he  hardly  lifted  up  his  eyes 
from  his  book — from  his  book  which  he  could  not  read  without 
glasses.  As  for  Pen's  gravity,  it  was  sorely  put  to  the  test 
w^hen,  upon  looking  by  chance  towards  the  seats  where  the 
servants  were  collected,  he  spied  out,  by  the  side  of  a  demure 
gentleman  in  plush,  Henry  Foker,  Esquu'e,  who  had  dis- 
covered this  place  of  devotion.  Followmg  the  direction  of 
Harry's  eye,  which  strayed  a  good  deal  from  his  book,  Pen 
found  that  it  alighted  upon  a  yellow  bonnet  and  a  pink  one : 
and  that  these  bonnets  were  on  the  heads  of  Lady  Clavering 
and  Blanche  Amory.  If  Pen's  uncle  is  not  the  only  man  who 
has  talked  about  his  w^orldly  affairs  up  to  the  chm'ch  door,  is 
poor  Harry  Foker  the  only  one  who  has  brought  his  worldly 
love  into  the  aisle  ? 

Wlien  the  congregation  issued  forth  at  the  conclusion  of 
the  service,  Foker  was  out  amongst  the  first,  but  Pen  came 
up  with  him  presently,  as  he  was  hankering  about  the  en- 
trance which  he  was  unwilling  to  leave,  until  my  lady's 
barouche,  with  the  l)ewigged  coachman,  hail  borne  away  its 
mistress  and  her  da*ighter  from  their  devotions. 

When  the  two  ladies  came  out,  they  found  together  the 
Pendennises,  uncle  and  nephew,  and  Harry  Foker,  Esquire, 
sucking  the  crook  of  his  stick,  standing  there  in  the  sunshine. 
To  see  and  to  ask  to  eat  were  simultaneous  with  the  good- 
natured  Begum,  and  she  invited  the  three  gentlemen  to 
luncheon  straightway. 

Blanche,  too,  was  particularly  gi-acious.  **0h!  do  come," 
she  said  to  Arthur,  **  if  you  are  not  too  great  a  man.  I  want 
so  to  talk  to  you  about — but  we  musn't  say  what,  here,  you 
know.  What  would  Mr.  Oriel  say  ?  "  And  the  yoimg  devotee 
jumped  into  the  carriage  after  her  mamma. — "  Fve  rea<l  every 
word  of  it.  It's  adorable,''  she  added,  still  addressing  herself 
to  Pen. 
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"  I  know  who  is/'  said  Mr.  Arthur,  maMng  rather  a  pert 
bow. 

"What's  the  row  about?"  asked  Mr.  Foker,  rather 
puzzled. 

"I  suppose  Miss  Gavering  means  *  Walter  Lorraine/" 
said  the  Major,  looking  knowing,  and  nodding  at  Fen. 

"I  suppose  80,  sir.  There  was  a  famous  review  in  the 
PaU  MM  this  morning.  It  was  Warrington's  doing  though, 
and  I  must  not  be  too  proud." 

"  A  review  in  Pall  Mall  ? — Walter  Lorraine  ?  What  the 
doose  do  you  mean  ?  "  Foker  asked.  **  Walter  Lorraine  died 
of  the  measles,  poor  little  beggar,  when  we  were  at  Grey 
Friars.    I  remember  his  mother  coming  up." 

"  You  are  not  a  Uterary  man,  Foker,"  Pen  said,  laughing, 
and  hooking  his  arm  into  his  friend's.  "You  must  know  I 
have  been  writing  a  novel,  and  some  of  the  papers  have 
spoken  very  well  of  it.  Perhaps  you  don't  read  the  Sunday 
papers  ?  " 

"  I  read  BeWs  Life  regular,  old  boy,"  Mr.  Foker  answered: 
at  which  Pen  laughed  again,  and  the  three  gentlemen  pro- 
ceeded in  great  good  humour  to  Lady  Clavering's  house. 

The  subject  of  the  novel  was  resumed  after  luncheon  by 
Miss  Amory,  who  indeed  loved  poets  and  men  of  letters  if  she 
loved  anything,  and  was  sincerely  an  artist  in  feeling.  "  Some 
of  the  passages  in  the  book  made  me  cry,  positively  they  did," 
she  said. 

Pen  said,  with  some  fatuity,  "  I  am  happy  to  think  I  have 
a  part  of  vos  larmes,  Miss  Blanche" — and  the  Major  (who 
had  not  read  more  than  six  pages  of  Pen's  book)  put  on  his 
sanctified  look,  saying,  "Yes,  there  are  some  passages  quite 
affecting,  mons'ous  affecting:  and " 

"  Oh,  if  it  makes  you  cry," — Lady  Clavering  declared  she 
would  not  read  it,  "  that  she  wouldn't." 

"  Don't,  Mamma,"  Blanche  said,  with  a  French  shrug  of 
her  shoulders ;  and  then  she  fell  into  a  rhapsody  about  the 
book,  about  the  snatches  of  poetry  interspersed  in  it,  about 
the  two  heroines,  Leonora  and  Nesera ;  about  the  two  heroes, 
Walter  Lorraine  and  his  rival  the  young  Duke — "  and  what 
good  company  you  introduce  us  to,"  said  the  young  lady, 
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arcUy,  '*qu<l  ton.'  How  much  of  your  life  have  yon  passod 
at  court  ?  and  are  you  a  prime  minister's  son,  ilr.  Arthur  ?  " 

Ptn  began  to  laugh — "It  is  as  cheap  for  a  novelist  to 
create  a  Duke  as  to  make  a  Baronet/'  he  said.  -  Shall  I  tell 
you  a  secret,  Miss  Amory?  I  promoted  all  my  characters 
at  the  request  of  the  pubhsher.  The  young  Duke  was  only 
a  vuung  Baron  when  the  novel  was  first  written ;  his  false 
friend,  the  Viscount,  was  a  simple  commoner,  and  so  on  \^-ith 
all  the  characters  of  the  story." 

"  What  a  wicked,  satirical,  pert  young  man  you  have  be- 
come! Comme  ions  voila  forme  /**  said  the  voung  ladv.  "How 
different  from  Arthur  Pendennis  of  the  countrv !  Ah !  I  think 
I  like  Arthur  Pendennis  of  the  country  best,  though ! "  and 
she  gave  him  the  full  benefit  of  her  eyes, — both  of  the  fond 
appealing  glance  into  his  own,  and  of  the  modest  look  down- 
wards towards  the  carpet,  which  showed  off  her  dark  eyeUds 
and  long  fringed  lashes. 

Pen  of  course  protested  that  he  had  not  changed  in  the 
least,  to  which  the  young  lady  rephed  by  a  tender  sigh ;  and 
thinking  that  she  had  done  quite  enough  to  make  Arthur 
happy  or  miserable  (as  the  case  might  be),  she  proceeded  to 
cajole  his  companion,  Mr.  Harry  Foker,  who  during  the  lite- 
rary conversation  had  sate  silently  imbibing  the  head  of  his 
cane,  and  wishing  he  was  a  clever  chap  like  that  Pen. 

If  the  ilajor  thought  that  by  telling  Miss  Amory  of  Mr. 
Foker's  engagement  to  his  cousin,  Lady  Ann  Milton  (which 
information  the  old  gentleman  neatly  conveyed  to  the  girl  as 
he  sate  by  her  side  at  luncheon  below  stairs), — if,  we  say,  the 
ilajor  thought  that  the  knowledge  of  this  fact  would  prevent 
Blanche  from  paying  any  further  attention  to  the  young  heir 
of  Foker*H  Entire,  he  was  entirely  mistaken.  She  became  only 
the  more  gracious  to  Foker  :  she  praised  him,  and  everything 
belonging  to  him ;  she  praised  his  mamma ;  she  praised  the 
I)ony  which  he  rode  in  the  Park ;  she  praised  the  lovely  bre- 
loques  or  gimcracks  which  the  young  gentleman  wore  at  his 
watch-chain,  and  that  dear  little  darling  of  a  cane,  and  those 
dear  little  delicious  monkeys'  heads  with  ruby  eyes,  which 
ornamented  Harry's  shirt,  and  formed  the  buttons  of  his 
waistcoat.     And  then,  having  praised  and  coaxed  the  weak 
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youth  until  he  blushed  and  tingled  with  pleasure,  and  until 
Pen  thought  she  really  had  gone  quite  far  enough,  she  took 
another  theme. 

"  I  am  afraid  Mr.  Foker  is  a  very  sad  yoimg  man,"  she 
said,  turning  round  to  Pen. 

"  He  does  not  look  so,"  Pen  answered  with  a  sneer. 

•*  I  mean  we  have  heard  sad  stories  about  him.  Haven't 
we.  Mamma  ?  What  was  Mr.  Poyntz  saying  here,  the  other 
day,  about  that  party  at  Kichmond  ?  Oh  you  naughty  crea- 
ture ! "  But  here,  seeing  that  Harry's  countenance  assumed 
a  great  expression  of  alarm,  while  Pen's  wore  a  look  of  amuse- 
ment, she  turned  to  the  latter  and  said,  "I  believe  you  are  just 
as  bad :  I  beUeve  you  would  have  liked  to  have  been  there, — 
wouldn't  you  ?    I  know  you  would :  yes — and  so  should  I." 

"  Lor,  Blanche !  "  mamma  cried. 

"Well,  I  would.  I  never  saw  an  actress  in  my  life.  I 
would  give  anything  to  know  one ;  for  I  adore  talent.  And 
I  adore  Eichmond,  that  I  do ;  and  I  adore  Greenwich,  and  I 
say,  I  should  like  to  go  there." 

"Why  should  not  we  three  bachelors,"  the  Major  here 
broke  out,  gallantly,  and  to  his  nephew's  special  surprise, 
"  beg  these  ladies  to  honour  us  with  their  company  at  Green- 
wich ?  Is  Lady  Clavering  to  go  on  for  ever  being  hospitable 
to  us,  and  may  we  make  no  return?  Speak  for  yourselves, 
young  men, — eh,  begad !  Here  is  my  nephew,  with  his  pockets 
full  of  money — his  pockets  full,  begad !  and  Mr.  Henry  Foker, 
who,  as  I  have  heard  say,  is  pretty  well  to  do  in  the  world, — 
bow  is  your  lovely  cousin.  Lady  Ann,  Mr.  Foker  ? — here  are 
these  two  young  ones, — and  they  allow  an  old  fellow  like  me 
to  speak.  Lady  Clavering,  will  you  do  me  the  favour  to  be 
my  guest  ?  and  Miss  Blanche  shall  be  Arthur's,  if  she  will  be 
so  good." 

"Oh  delightful !  "  cried  Blanche. 

"  I  like  a  bit  of  fun  too,"  said  Lady  Clavering ;  "  and  we 
will  take  some  day  when  Sir  Francis " 

"  When  Sir  Francis  dines  out, — yes,  Mamma,"  the  daugh- 
ter said,  "  it  will  be  charming." 

And  a  charming  day  it  was.     The  dinner  was  ordered  at 

Greenwich,  and  Foker,  though  he  did  not  invite  Miss  Amory, 
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had  Bome  delicious  opportunities  of  conversation  with  her 
during  the  repast,  and  afterwards  on  the  balcony  of  their 
room  at  the  hotel,  and  again  during  the  drive  home  in  her 
Ladyship's  barouche.  Pen  came  down  with  his  uncle,  in  Sir 
Hugh  Trumpington's  brougham,  which  the  Major  borrowed 
for  the  occasion.  "I  am  an  old  soldier,  begad,"  he  said, 
**  and  I  learned  in  early  life  to  make  myself  comfortable." 

And,  being  an  old  soldier,  he  allowed  the  two  young  men 
to  pay  for  the  dinner  between  them,  and  all  the  way  home  in 
the  brougham  he  rallied  Pen  about  Miss  Amory's  evident  par- 
tiality for  him :  praised  her  good  looks,  spirits,  and  vai :  and 
again  told  Pen,  in  the  strictest  confidence,  that  she  would  be 
a  devilish  deal  richer  than  people  thought. 
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CHAPTER   III. 
CONTAINS  A  NOVEL  INCIDEKT. 

OME  acconnt  has  been  given, 
iu  a  former  part  of  this  story, 
how  Mr.  Pen,  during  his  re- 
sidence at  home,  after  his 
defeat  at  OKhridge,  had  oc- 
cupied himself  with  variouB 
literary  compositions,  and, 
amongst  other  works,  had 
/  written  the  greater  part  of 
a  novel.  This  book,  writ- 
ten under  the  influence  of 
his  youthful  embarrassments, 
amatory  and  pecuniary,  was 
of  a  very  fierce,  gloomy,  and 
passionate  sort,  — the  Byronic 
despair,  the  Wertherian  despondency,  the  mocking  bittemess 
of  Mephistopheles,  of  Faust,  were  all  reproduced  and  developed 
in  the  character  of  the  hero ;  for  our  youth  had  just  been 
learning  the  German  language,  and  imitated,  as  almost  all 
«lever  lads  do,  his  favourite  poets  and  writers.  Passages  in 
the  volumes  once  so  loved,  and  now  read  so  seldom,  still  bear 
the  mark  of  the  pencil  with  which  he  noted  them  in  those 
days.  Tears  fell  upon  the  leaf  of  the  book,  perhaps,  or  blis- 
tered the  pages  of  hie  manuscript,  as  the  passionate  young 
man  dashed  his  thoughts  down.  If  he  took  up  the  book 
Afterwards,  he  had  no  ability  or  wish  to  sprinkle  the  leaves 
with  that  early  dew  of  former  times :  bis  pencil  was  no  longer 
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eager  to  score  its  marks  of  approval :  but  as  he  looked  over 
the  pages  of  his  manuscript,  he  remembered  what  had  been 
the  overflowing  feeUngs  which  had  caused  him  to  blot  it,  and 
the  pain  which  had  inspired  the  line.  If  the  secret  history  of 
books  could  be  written,  and  the  author's  private  thoughts  and 
meanings  noted  down  alongside  of  his  story,  how  many  in- 
sipid volumes  would  become  interesting,  and  dull  tales  excite 
the  reader !  Many  a  bitter  smile  passed  over  Pen's  face  as 
ho  read  his  novel,  and  recalled  the  time  and  feelings  which 
gave  it  birth.  How  pompous  some  of  the  grand  passages 
appeared  ;  and  how  weak  others  were  in  which  he  thought  he 
had  expressed  his  full  heart !  This  page  was  imitated  from  a 
then  favom'ite  author,  as  he  could  now  clearly  see  and  confess, 
though  he  had  believed  himself  to  be  writing  originally  then. 
As  he  mused  over  certain  lines  he  recollected  the  place  and 
hour  where  he  wrote  them :  the  ghost  of  the  dead  feeling 
came  back  as  he  mused,  and  he  blushed  to  review  the  faint 
image.  And  what  meant  those  blots  on  the  page  ?  As  you 
come  in  the  desert  to  ground  where  camels'  hoofs  are  marked 
in  the  clay,  and  traces  of  withered  herbage  are  yet  visible, 
you  know  that  water  was  there  once:  so  the  place  in  Pen's 
mind  was  no  longer  green,  and  the  funs  lacrymarum  was 
ckied  up. 

He  used  this  simile  one  morning  to  Warrington,  as  the 
latter  sate  over  his  pipe  and  book,  and  Pen,  with  much 
gesticulation,  according  to  his  wont  when  excited,  and  with  a 
bitter  laugh,  thumped  his  manuscript  down  on  the  table, 
making  the  tea-things  rattle,  and  the  blue  milk  dance  in  the 
jug.  On  the  previous  night  he  had  taken  the  manuscript  out 
of  a  long-neglected  chest,  containing  old  shooting-jackets,  old 
Oxbridge  scribbling-books,  his  old  surplice,  and  battered  cap 
and  gown,  and  other  memorials  of  youth,  school,  and  home. 
He  read  in  the  volume  in  bed  until  he  fell  asleep,  for  the 
commencement  of  the  tale  was  somewhat  dull,  and  he  had 
come  home  tired  from  a  London  evening  party. 

"By  Jove  !  "  said  Pen,  thumping  down  his  papers,  "  when 
I  think  that  these  were  written  only  a  very  few  years  ago,  I 
am  ashamed  of  my  memory.  I  wrote  this  when  I  believed 
myself  to  be  eternally  in  love  with  that  little  coquette,  Miss 
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Amory.  I  used  to  carry  down  verses  to  her,  and  put  them 
into  the  hollow  of  a  tree,  and  dedicate  them  *  Amori.' " 

"  That  was  a  sweet  little  play  upon  words,"  Warrington 
remarked,  with  a  puflf.  "Amory — Amori.  It  showed  pro- 
found scholarship.  Let  us  hear  a  bit  of  the  rubbish."  And 
he  stretched  over  from  his  easy-chair,  and  caught  hold  of 
Pen's  manuscript  with  the  fire-tongs,  which  he  was  just  using 
in  order  to  put  a  coal  into  his  pipe.  Thus  in  possession  of 
the  volume,  he  began  to  read  out  from  the  "  Leaves  from  the 
Life-book  of  Walter  Lorraine." 

"  *  False  as  thou  art  beautiful !  heartless  as  thou  art 
fair !  mockery  of  Passion !  *  Walter  cried,  addressing  Leonora ; 
*  what  evil  spirit  hath  sent  thee  to  torture  me  so  ?  0  Leo- 
nora •  •  ♦'" 

"Cut  that  part  out,"  cried  Pen,  making  a  dash  at  the 
book,  which,  however,  his  comrade  would  not  release.  "  Well ! 
don't  read  it  out  at  any  rate.  That's  about  my  other  flame, 
my  first — Lady  Mirabel  that  is  now.  I  saw  her  last  night  at 
Lady  Whiston's.  She  asked  me  to  a  party  at  her  house,  and 
said  that,  as  old  friends,  we  ought  to  meet  oftener.  She  has 
been  seeing  me  any  time  these  two  years  in  town,  and  never 
thought  of  inviting  me  before ;  but  seeing  Wenham  talking  to 
me,  and  Monsieur  Dubois,  the  French  literary  man,  who  ha<l 
a  dozen  orders  on,  and  might  have  passed  for  a  Marshal  of 
France,  she  condescended  to  invite  me.  The  Claverings  are 
to  be  there  on  the  same  evening.  Won't  it  be  exciting  to 
meet  one's  two  flames  at  the  same  table  ?  " 

"  Two  flames ! — two  heaps  of  burnt-out  cinders,"  War- 
rington said.     "  Are  both  the  beauties  in  this  book  ?  " 

"Both,  or  something  like  them,"  Pen  said.  "Leonora, 
who  marries  the  Duke,  is  the  Fotheringay.  I  drew  the  Duke 
from  Magnus  Charters,  with  whom  I  was  at  Oxford;  it's  a 
little  like  him;  and  Miss  Amory  is  Nesera.  By  gad,  War- 
rington, I  did  love  that  first  woman !  I  thought  of  her  as  I 
walked  honie  from  Lady  Whiston's  in  the  moonlight;  and 
the  whole  early  scenes  came  back  to  me  as  if  they  had 
been  yesterday.  And  when  I  got  home,  I  pulled  out  the 
story  which  I  wrote  about  her  and  the  other  three  years 
ago:  do  you  know,  outrageous  as  it  is,  it  has  some  good 
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stuff  in  it ;   and  if  Bungay  won't  publish  it,  I  think  Bacon 
will." 

**  That's  the  way  of  poets,"  said  Wan-ington.  "  They  fall 
in  love,  jilt,  or  are  jilted :  they  suffer  and  they  cry  out  that 
they  suffer  more  than  any  other  mortals:  and  when  they 
have  experienced  feelLugs  enough  they  note  them  down  in  a 
book,  and  take  the  book  to  market.  All  poets  are  humbugs, 
all  Uterary  men  are  humbugs ;  directly  a  man  begins  to  sell 
his  feelings  for  money  he's  a  humbug.  If  a  poet  gets  a  pain 
in  his  side  from  too  good  a  dinner,  he  bellows  Ai,  Ai,  louder 
than  Prometheus." 

"I  suppose  a  poet  has  greater  sensibility  than  another 
man,"  said  Pen,  with  some  spirit.  "That  is  what  makes 
him  a  poet.  I  suppose  that  he  sees  and  feels  more  keenly: 
it  is  that  which  makes  him  speak  of  what  he  feels  and  sees. 
You  speak  eagerly  enough  in  your  leading  articles  when  you 
espy  a  false  argument  in  an  opponent,  or  detect  a  quack  in 
the  House.  Paley,  who  does  not  care  for  anythiag  else  in  the 
world,  will  talk  for  an  hour  about  a  question  of  law.  Give 
another  the  privilege  which  you  take  yourself,  and  the  free 
use  of  his  faculty,  and  let  him  be  what  nature  has  made  him. 
Why  should  not  a  man  sell  his  sentimental  thoughts  as  well 
as  you  your  political  ideas,  or  Paley  his  legal  knowledge? 
Each  alike  is  a  matter  of  experience  and  practice.  It  is  not 
money  which  causes  you  to  perceive  a  fallacy,  or  Paley  to 
argue  a  point;  but  a  natural  or  acquired  aptitude  for  that 
kind  of  truth :  and  a  poet  sets  down  his  thoughts  and  ex- 
periences upon  paper  as  a  painter  does  a  landscape  or  a  face 
upon  canvas,  to  the  best  of  his  ability,  and  according  to  his 
particular  gift.  If  ever  I  think  I  have  the  stuff  in  me  to 
write  an  epic,  by  Jove  I  will  try.  If  I  only  feel  that  I  am 
good  enough  to  crack  a  joke  or  tell  a  story,  I  will  do  that." 

"  Not  a  bad  speech,  young  one,"  Warrington  said,  "  but 
that  does  not  prevent  all  poets  from  being  humbugs." 

"  What — Homer,  iEschylus,  Shakspeare  and  all  ?  " 

"  Their  names  are  not  to  be  breathed  in  the  same  sentence 
with  you  pigmies,"  Warrington  said ;  **  there  are  men  and 
men,  sir." 

"Well,  Shakspeare  was  a  man  who  wrote  for  money,  just 
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as  you  and  I  do,"  Pen  answered ;  at  which  Warrington  con- 
founded his  impudence,  and  resumed  his  pipe  and  his  manu- 
script. 

There  was  not  the  slightest  doubt  then  that  this  document 
contained  a  great  deal  of  Pen's  personal  experiences,  and  that 
**  Leaves  from  the  Life-book  of  Walter  Lorraine  "  would  never 
have  been  written  but  for  Arthur  Pendennis's  own  private 
griefs,  passions,  and  follies.  As  we  have  become  acquainted 
with  these  in  the  earlier  part  of  his  biography,  it  will  not  be 
necessary  to  make  large  extracts  from  the  novel  of  "W^alter 
Lorraine,"  in  which  the  young  gentleman  had  depicted  such 
of  them  as  he  thought  were  likely  to  interest  the  reader,  or 
were  suitable  for  the  purposes  of  his  story. 

Now,  though  he  had  kept  it  in  his  box  for  nearly  half  of 
the  period  during  which,  according  to  the  Horatian  maxim,  a 
work  of  art  ought  to  lie  ripening  (a  maxim,  the  truth  of  which 
may,  by  the  way,  be  questioned  altogether),  Mr.  Pen  had  not 
buried  his  novel  for  this  time  in  order  that  the  work  might 
improve,  but  because  he  did  not  know  where  else  to  bestow 
it,  or  had  no  particular  desire  to  see  it.  A  man  who  thinks 
of  putting  away  a  composition  for  ten  years  before  he  shaU 
give  it  to  the  world,  or  exercise  his  own  maturer  judgment 
upon  it,  had  best  be  very  sure  of  the  original  strength  and 
durability  of  the  work ;  otherwise  on  withdrawing  it  from  its 
crypt  he  may  find  that,  like  small  wine,  it  has  lost  what  fla- 
vour it  once  had,  and  is  only  tasteless  when  opened.  There 
are  works  of  all  tastes  and  smacks,  the  small  and  the  strong, 
those  that  improve  by  age,  and  those  that  won*t  bear  keeping 
at  all,  but  are  pleasant  at  the  first  draught,  when  they  refresh 
and  sparkle. 

Now  Pen  had  never  any  notion,  even  in  the  tune  of  his 
youthful  inexperience  and  fervour  of  imagination,  that  the 
story  he  was  writing  was  a  masterpiece  of  composition,  or 
that  he  was  the  equal  of  the  great  authors  whom  he  admired ; 
and  when  he  now  reviewed  his  little  performance,  he  was 
keenly  enough  alive  to  its  faults,  and  pretty  modest  regard- 
ing its  merits.  It  was  not  very  good,  he  thought ;  but  it  was 
as  good  as  most  books  of  the  kind  that  had  the  run  of  circu- 
lating libraries  and  the  career  of  the  season.    He  had  critically 
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examined  more  than  one  fashionable  novel  by  the  authors  of 
the  day  then  popular,  and  he  thought  that  his  intellect  was  as 
good  as  theirs,  and  that  he  could  write  the  English  language 
as  well  as  those  ladies  or  gentlemen ;  and  as  he  now  ran  over 
his  early  performance,  he  was  pleased  to  find  here  and  there 
passages  exliibiting  both  fancy  and  vigour,  and  traits,  if  not 
of  genius,  of  genuine  passion  and  feeling.  This,  too,  was 
Warrington's  verdict,  when  that  severe  critic,  after  half  an 
hoiu*'s  perusal  of  the  manuscript,  and  the  consumption  of  a 
couple  of  pipes  of  tobacco,  laid  Pen's  book  down,  yawning 
portentously.  "I  can't  read  any  more  of  that  balderdash 
now,"  he  said ;  "  but  it  seems  to  me  there  is  some  good  stuff 
in  it,  Pen,  my  boy.  There's  a  certain  greenness  and  freshness 
in  it  which  I  like  somehow.  The  bloom  disappears  oflf  the 
face  of  poetry  after  you  begin  to  shave.  You  can't  get  up 
^  that  natm-alness  and  artless  rosy  tint  in  after  days.  Your 
cheeks  are  pale,  and  have  got  faded  by  exposure  to  evening 
parties,  and  you  are  obliged  to  take  curling-irons,  and  ma- 
cassar, and  the  deuce-knows- what  to  your  whiskers;  they 
curl  ambrosially,  and  you  are  very  grand  and  genteel,  and  so 
forth ;  but,  all !  Pen,  the  spring-time  was  the  best." 

"  What  the  deuce  have  my  whiskers  to  do  with  the  subject 
in  hand  ?  "  Pen  said  (who,  perhaps,  may  have  been  nettled  by 
Warrington's  allusion  to  those  ornaments,  which,  to  say  the 
truth,  the  young  man  coaxed,  and  curled,  and  oiied,  and  per- 
fumed, and  petted,  in  rather  an  absurd  manner).  "  Do  you 
think  we  can  do  anything  with  '  Walter  Lorraine '  ?  Shall 
we  take  him  to  the  publisher's,  or  make  an  autO'd^-fe  of 
him  ?  " 

"  I  don't  see  what  is  the  good  of  incremation,"  Warrington 
said,  **  though  I  have  a  great  mind  to  put  him  into  the  fire,  to 
punish  your  atrocious  humbug  and  hypocrisy.  Shall  I  burn 
him  indeed  ?  You  have  much  too  great  a  value  for  him  to 
hurt  a  hair  of  his  head." 

"  Have  I  ?  Here  goes,"  said  Pen,  and  "Walter  Lorraine  " 
went  off  the  table,  and  was  flung  on  to  the  coals.  But  the  fire, 
having  done  its  duty  of  boiling  the  young  men's  breakfast- 
kettle,  had  given  up  work  for  the  day,  and  had  gone  out,  as 
Pen  knew  very  well  •  and  Warrington,  with  a  scornful  smile, 
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ooce  more  took  up  the  manuscript  with  the  tongs  from  out  of 
Uie  harmless  cinders. 

"  Oh,  Fen,  what  a  humbug  you  are !  "  Warrington  said  ; 
"and,  what  is  worst  of  all,  sir,  a  clumsy  humbug.  I  saw 
70a  look  to  see  that  the  fire  waa  out  before  you  sent  '  Walter 


LorrEune  *  bebind  the  bars.  No,  we  won't  burn  bim :  we  will 
carry  him  to  the  Egyptians,  and  sell  him.  We  will  ezcbange 
him  away  for  money,  yea,  for  silver  and  gold,  and  for  beef 
and  for  liquors,  and  for  tobacco  and  for  raiment.  Tbis  youth 
will  fetch  some  price  in  the  market ;  for  he  is  a  comely  lad, 
though  not  over  strong ;  but  we  will  fatten  bim  up,  and  give 
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him  the  oath,  and  curl  his  hair,  and  we  will  sell  him  for  a 
hundred  piastres  to  Bacon  or  to  Bungay.  The  ruhbish  is 
saleable  enough,  su- ;  and  my  advice  to  you  is  this  :  the  next 
time  you  go  home  for  a  holiday,  take  *  Walter  Lorraine '  in 
your  cari^et-bag — give  him  a  more  modern  air,  prune  away, 
though  si)aringly,  some  of  the  green  passages,  and  add  a  little 
comedy,  and  cheerfulness,  and  satne,  and  that  sort  of  thing, 
and  then  we'll  take  him  to  market  and  sell  him.  The  book  is 
not  a  wonder  of  wonders,  but  it  will  do  very  well." 

"  Do  you  think  so,  Warrington  ?  "  said  Pen,  delighted,  foi- 
this  was  great  praise  from  his  cynical  friend. 

'*  You  silly  young  fool !  I  think  it's  uncommonly  clever," 
Warrington  said  in  a  kind  voice.  "  So  do  you,  sir."  And 
with  the  manuscript  which  he  held  in  his  hand  he  playfulh 
struck  Pen  on  the  cheek.  That  part  of  Pen's  countenance 
turned  as  red  as  it  had  ever  done  in  the  earliest  days  of  his 
blushes :  he  gi-asped  the  other's  hand  and  said,  **  Thank  you, 
Warrington,"  with  all  his  might ;  and  then  he  retired  to  his 
own  room  with  his  book,  and  passed  the  greater  part  of  the 
day  upon  his  bed  re-reading  it :  and  he  did  as  Warrington 
had  advised,  and  altered  not  a  little,  and  added  a  great  deal, 
until  at  length  he  had  fashioned  "Walter  Lorraine"  pretty 
much  into  the  shape  in  which,  as  the  respected  novel-reader 
knows,  it  subsequently  appeared. 

Whilst  he  was  at  work  upon  this  performance,  the  good- 
natured  Warrington  artfully  inspired  the  two  gentlemen  who 
"read"  for  Messrs.  Bacon  and  Bungay  w^ith  the  greatest 
curiosity  regarding  **  Walter  Lorraine,"  and  pointed  out  the 
peculiar  merits  of  its  distinguished  author.  It  was  at  the 
period  when  the  novel  called  the  "  fashionable  "  was  in  vogue 
among  us ;  and  Warrington  did  not  fail  to  point  out,  as  before, 
how  Pen  was  a  man  of  the  very  first  fashion  himself,  and 
received  at  the  houses  of  some  of  the  greatest  personages  in 
the  land.  The  simple  and  kind-hearted  Percy  Popjoy  was 
brought  to  bear  uix)n  Mrs.  Bungay,  whom  he  informed  that 
his  friend  Pendennis  was  occupied  upon  a  work  of  the  most 
exciting  nature  ;  a  work  that  the  whole  town  would  run  after, 
full  of  wit,  genius,  satire,  pathos,  and  every  conceivable  good 
quality.     We  have  said  before,  that  Bungay  knew  no  more 
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about  novels  than  he  did  about  Hebrew  or  Algebra,  and 
neither  read  nor  understood  any  of  the  books  which  he  pub- 
lished and  paid  for;  but  he  took  his  opinions  fro^l  his  pro- 
fessional advisers  and  from  Mrs.  B. ;  and,  evidently  with  a 
view  to  a  commercial  transaction,  asked  Pendennis  and  War- 
rington to  dinner  again. 

Bacon,  when  he  found  that  Bungay  was  about  to  treat,  of 
course  began  to  be  anxious  and  curious,  and  desired  to  outbid 
his  rival.  Was  anything  settled  between  Mr.  Pendennis  and 
the  odious  house  "  over  the  way  "  about  the  new  book  ?  Mr. 
Hack,  the  confidential  reader,  was  told  to  make  inquiries,  and 
see  if  anything  was  to  be  done ;  and  the  result  of  the  iu- 
qoiries  of  that  diplomatist  was,  that  one  morning  Bacon  him- 
self toiled  up  the  stau*case  of  Lamb  Court,  and  to  the  door  on 
which  the  names  of  Mr.  Warrington  and  Mr.  Pendennis  were 
painted. 

For  a  gentleman  of  fashion,  as  poor  Pen  was  represented 
to  be,  it  must  be  confessed  that  the  apartments  he  and  his 
friend  occupied  were  not  very  suitable.  The  ragged  carpet 
bad  grown  only  more  ragged  during  the  two  years  of  joint 
occupancy :  a  constant  odour  of  tobacco  perfumed  the  sitting- 
room  :  Bacon  tumbled  over  the  laundress's  buckets  in  the 
passage  through  which  he  had  to  pass;  Warrington's  shooting- 
jacket  was  as  tattered  at  the  elbows  as  usual ;  and  the  chair 
which  Bacon  was  requested  to  take  on  entering  broke  down 
with  the  pubHsher.  Warrington  burst  out  laughing,  said  that 
Bacon  had  got  the  game  chair,  and  bawled  out  to  Pen  to  fetch 
a  sound  one  from  his  bedroom.  And  seeing  the  publisher 
looking  round  the  dingy  room  with  an  air  of  profound  pity 
and  wonder,  asked  him  whether  he  didn't  think  the  apart- 
ments were  elegant,  and  if  he  would  like,  for  Mrs.  Bacon's 
drawing-room,  any  of  the  articles  of  furniture?  Mr.  War- 
rington's character,  as  a  humorist,  was  known  to  Mr.  Bacon : 
''I  never  can  make  that  chap  out,"  the  publisher  was  heard 
to  say,  "  or  tell  whether  he  is  in  earnest  or  only  chaflfing." 

It  is  very  possible  that  Mr.  Bacon  would  have  set  the 
two  gentlemen  down  as  impostors  altogether,  but  that  there 
chanced  to  be  on  the  breakfast-table  certain  cards  of  invita- 
tion which  the  post  of  the  morning  had  brought  in  for  Pen, 
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and  which  happened  to  come  from  some  very  exalted  person- 
ages of  the  beatt'fnotuU',  into  which  our  young  man  had  liis 
introduction.  Looking  down  upon  these,  Bacon  saw  that  the 
Marchioness  of  Steyne  would  be  at  home  to  Mr.  Arthur  Pen- 
dennis  upon  a  given  day,  and  that  another  lady  of  distinction 
proposed  to  have  dancing  at  her  house  upon  a  certain  future 
evening.  Warrington  saw  the  admiring  publisher  eyeing  these 
documents.  "  Ah,"  said  he,  with  an  air  of  simplicity,  *'  Pen- 
dennis  is  one  of  the  most  affable  young  men  I  ever  knew,  Mr. 
Bacon.  Here  is  a  young  fellow  that  dines  with  all  the  great 
men  in  London,  and  yet  he'll  take  his  mutton-chop  with  you 
and  me  quite  contentedly.  There's  nothing  like  the  affability 
of  the  old  English  gentleman." 

"  Oh  no,  nothing,"  said  Mr.  Bacon. 

"And  you  wonder  why  he  should  go  on  living  up  three 
pair  of  stairs  with  me,  don't  you,  now  ?  Well,  it  w  a  queer 
taste.  But  we  are  fond  of  each  other ;  and  as  I  can't  afford 
to  live  in  a  grand  house,  he  comes  and  stays  in  these  rickety 
old  chambers  with  me.  He's  a  man  that  can  afford  to  live 
anywhere." 

"I  fancy  it  don't  cost  him  much  here,'*  thought  Mr.  Bacon; 
and  the  object  of  these  praises  presently  entered  the  room 
from  his  adjacent  sleeping  apartment. 

Then  Mr.  Bacon  began  to  speak  upon  the  subject  of  his 
visit ;  said  he  heard  that  Mr.  Pendennis  had  a  manuscript 
novel ;  professed  himself  anxious  to  have  a  sight  of  that  work, 
and  had  no  doubt  that  they  would  come  to  terms  respecting 
it.  Wliat  would  be  his  price  for  it  ?  would  he  give  Bacon  the 
refusal  of  it  ?  he  would  find  our  house  a  liberal  house,  and  so 
forth.  The  delighted  Pen  assumed  an  air  of  indifference,  and 
said  that  he  was  already  in  treaty  with  Bungay,  and  could 
give  no  definite  answer.  This  piqued  the  other  into  such 
liberal,  though  vague  offers,  that  Pen  began  to  fancy  Eldorado 
was  opening  to  him,  and  that  his  fortune  was  made  from  that 
day. 

I  shall  not  mention  what  was  the  sum  of  money  which  Mr. 
Arthur  Pendennis  finally  received  for  the  first  edition  of  his 
nov(^l  of  "  Walter  Lorrame,"  lest  other  young  literary  aspirants 
should  expect  to  be  as  lucky  as  he  was,  and  unprofessional 
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persons  forsake  their  own  callings,  whatever  they  may  be,  for 
the  sake  of  supplying  the  world  with  novels,  whereof  there  is 
already  a  sufficiency.  Let  no  young  people  be  misled  and 
rush  fatally  into  romance-writing:  for  one  book  which  suc- 
ceeds let  them  remember  the  many  that  fail,  I  do  not  say 
deservedly  or  otherwise,  and  wholesomely  abstain :  or  if  they 
venture,  at  least  let  them  do  so  at  their  own  peril.  As  for 
those  who  have  already  written  novels,  this  warning  is  not 
addressed,  of  course,  to  them.  Let  them  take  their  wares  to 
market;  let  them  apply  to  Bacon  and  Bungay,  and  all  the 
publishers  in  the  Kow,  or  the  metropolis,  and  may  they  be 
happy  in  their  ventures !  This  world  is  so  wide,  and  the 
tastes  of  mankind  happily  so  various,  that  there  is  always  a 
chance  for  every  man,  and  he  may  win  the  prize  by  his  genius 
or  by  his  good  fortune.  But  what  is  the  chance  of  success 
or  failure;  of  obtaining  popularity,  or  of  holding  it  when 
achieved  ?  One  man  goes  over  the  ice,  which  bears  him,  and 
a  score  who  follow  flounder  in.  In  fine,  Mr.  Pendennis's  was 
an  exceptional  case,  and  applies  to  himself  only :  and  I  assert 
solemnly,  and  will  to  the  last  maintain,  that  it  is  one  thing  to 
write  a  novel,  and  another  to  get  money  for  it. 

By  merit,  then,  or  good  fortune,  or  the  skilful  playing  ofif 
of  Bungay  against  Bacon  which  Warrington  performed  (and 
which  an  amateur  noveUst  is  quite  welcome  to  try  upon  any 
two  publishers  in  the  trade).  Pen's  novel  was  actually  sold  for 
a  certain  sum  of  money  to  one  of  the  two  eminent  patrons  of 
letters  whom  we  have  introduced  to  our  readers.  The  sum 
was  so  considerable  that  Pen  thought  of  opening  an  account 
at  a  banker's,  or  of  keeping  a  cab  and  horse,  or  of  descending 
into  the  first  floor  of  Lamb  Court  into  newly  furnished  apart- 
ments, or  of  migrating  to  the  fashionable  end  of  the  town. 

Major  Pendennis  advised  the  latter  move  strongly;  he 
opened  his  eyes  with  wonder  when  he  heard  of  the  good  luck 
that  had  befallen  Pen;  and  which  the  latter,  as  soon  as  it 
occurred,  hastened  eagerly  to  communicate  to  his  uncle.  The 
Major  was  almost  angry  that  Pen  should  have  earned  so  much 
money.  "Who  the  doose  reads  this  kind  of  thing?"  he 
thought  to  himself,  when  he  heard  of  the  bargain  which  Pen 
had  made.     **  /  never  read  your  novels  and  rubbish.    Except 


;o  PEXDENiMS. 


•t 


Paul  de  Kock,  who  certainly  makes  me  laugh,  I  don't  think 
I've  lookeil  into  a  book  of  the  sort  these  thirty  years.  Gad ! 
Pen's  a  lucky  fellow.  I  should  think  he  might  write  one  of 
these  m  a  month  now, — say  a  month,  that's  twelve  in  a  year. 
Uaramy,  he  may  go  on  spinning  this  nonsense  for  the  next 
four  or  live  years,  and  make  a  fortune.  In  the  meantime,  I 
should  wish  him  to  Hve  properly,  take  respectable  apartments, 
and  keep  a  brougham." 

Arthm*,  laughing,  told  Warrington  what  his  uncle's  a<hice 
had  been ;  but  he  luckily  had  a  much  more  reasonable  coun- 
sellor than  the  old  gentleman  in  the  person  of  his  friend,  and 
in  his  own  conscience,  which  said  to  him,  **  Be  grateful  for 
this  piece  of  good  fortune;  don't  plunge  into  any  extrava- 
gances. Pay  back  Laura ! "  And  he  wrote  a  letter  to  her, 
in  which  he  told  her  his  thanks  and  his  regard ;  and  enclosed 
to  her  such  an  instalment  of  his  debt  as  nearly  wiped  it  off. 
The  widow  and  Laura  herself  might  well  be  affected  by  the 
letter.  It  was  written  with  genuine  tenderness  and  modesty; 
and  old  Dr.  Portman,  when  he  read  a  passage  in  the  letter,  in 
which  Pen,  with  an  honest  heart  full  of  gratitude,  humbly 
thanked  heaven  for  his  present  prosperity,  and  for  sending 
him  such  dear  and  kind  friends  to  support  him  in  his  ill-for- 
tune,— when  Doctor  Portman  read  this  portion  of  the  letter, 
his  voice  faltered,  and  his  eyes  twinkled  behind  his  spectacles. 
And  when  he  had  quite  finished  reading  the  same,  and  had 
taken  his  glasses  off  his  nose,  and  had  folded  up  the  paper  and 
given  it  back  to  the  widow,  I  am  constrained  to  say,  that  after 
holding  Mrs.  Pendennis's  hand  for  a  minute,  the  Doctor  drew 
that  lady  towards  him  and  fairly  kissed  her :  at  which  salute, 
of  course,  Helen  bm'st  out  crying  on  the  Doctor's  shoulder, 
for  her  heart  was  too  full  to  give  any  other  reply :  and  the 
Doctor,  blushing  a  great  deal  after  his  feat,  led  the  lady,  with 
a  bow,  to  the  sofa,  on  which  he  seated  himself  by  her;  and  he 
mumbled  out,  in  a  low  voice,  some  words  of  a  Great  Poet 
whom  he  loved  very  much,  and  who  describes  how  in  the  days 
of  his  prosperitv  he  had  made  **  the  widow's  heart  to  sing  for 

joy." 

••  The  letter  does  the  lx)y  very,  {xi-eat  honour,  very  great 
honour,  my  dear,"  he  said,  patting  it  as  it  lay  on  Helen's  knee 
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— "  and  I  think  we  have  all  reason  to  be  thankful  for  it— very 
thankful.  I  need  not  tell  you  in  what  quarter,  my  dear,  for 
you  are  a  sainted  woman :  yes,  Laura,  my  love,  your  mother 
is  a  sainted  woman.  And  Mrs.  Pendennis,  ma'am,  I  shall 
order  a  copy  of  the  book  for  myself,  and  another  at  the  Book 
Club." 

We  may  be  sure  that  the  widow  and  Laura  walked  out  to 
meet  the  mail  which  brought  them  their  copy  of  Pen's  precious 
novel,  as  soon  as  that  work  was  printed  and  ready  for  delivery 
to  the  public :  and  that  they  read  it  to  each  other :  and  that 
they  also  read  it  privately  and  separately,  for  when  the  widow 
came  out  of  her  room  in  her  dressing-gown  at  one  o'clock  in 
the  morning  with  volume  two,  which  she  had  finished,  she 
found  Laura  devouring  volume  three  in  bed.  Laura  did  not 
say  much  about  the  book,  but  Helen  pronounced  that  it  was 
a  happy  mixture  of  Shakspeare,  and  Byron,  and  Walter  Scott, 
and  was  quite  certain  that  her  son  was  the  greatest  genius,  as 
he  was  the  best  son,  in  the  world. 

Did  Laura  not  think  about  the  book  and  the  author,  al- 
though she  said  so  little  ?  At  least  she  thought  about  Arthur 
Pendennis.  Kind  as  his  tone  was,  it  vexed  her.  She  did  not 
like  his  eagerness  to  repay  that  money.  She  would  rather 
that  her  brother  had  taken  her  gift  as  she  intended  it :  and 
was  pained  that  there  should  be  money  calculations  between 
them.  His  letters  from  London,  written  with  the  good- 
natured  wish  to  amuse  his  mother,  were  full  of  descriptions 
of  the  famous  people  and  the  entertainments,  and  magnifi- 
cence of  the  great  city.  Everybody  was  flattering  him  and 
spoiling  him,  she  was  sure.  Was  he  not  looking  to  some 
great  marriage,  with  that  cunning  uncle  for  a  Mentor  (be- 
tween whom  and  Laura  there  was  always  an  antipathy),  that 
inveterate  worldling,  whose  whole  thoughts  were  bent  upon 
pleasure  and  rank  and  fortune  ?  He  never  alluded  to — to  old 
times,  when  he  spoke  of  her.  He  had  forgotten  them  and  her, 
perhaps :  had  he  not  forgotten  other  things  and  people  ? 

These  thoughts  may  have  passed  in  Miss  Laura's  mind, 

though  she  did  not,  she  could  not,  confide  them  to  Helen. 

She  had  one  more  secret,  too,  from  that  lady,  which  she 

eoold  not  divulge,  perhaps  because  she  knew  how  the  widow 
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would  have  rejoiced  to  know  it.  This  regarded  an  event 
which  had  occurred  during  that  visit  to  Lady  Eockmmster, 
which  Laura  had  paid  in  the  last  Christmas  holidays :  when 
Pen  was  at  home  with  his  mother,  and  when  Mr.  Pynsont, 
supposed  to  be  so  cold  and  so  ambitious,  had  formally  offered 
his  hand  to  Miss  Bell.  No  one  except  herself  and  her  admirer 
knew  of  this  proposal :  or  that  PjTisent  had  been  rejected  by 
her,  and  probably  the  reasons  she  gave  to  the  mortified  young 
man  himself  were  not  those  which  actuated  her  refusal,  or 
those  which  she  chose  to  acknowledge  to  herself.  "  I  never," 
she  told  Pynsent,  "can  accept  such  an  offer  as  that  which 
vou  make  me,  which  vou  own  is  unknown  to  vom-  familv,  as 
I  am  sure  it  would  be  unwelcome  to  them.  The  difference  of 
rank  l)etween  us  is  too  great.  You  are  very  kind  to  me  here 
— too  good  and  kind,  dear  Mr.  Pynsent  —but  I  am  Uttle  better 
than  a  dependant." 

**  A  dependant !  who  ever  so  thought  of  you  ?  You  are  the 
equal  of  all  the  world,"  Pynsent  broke  out. 

"I  am  a  dependant  at  home,  too,"  Laura  said,  sweetly, 
"and,  indeed,  I  would  not  be  otherwise.  Left  early  a  poor 
orphan,  I  have  found  the  kindest  and  tenderest  of  mothers, 

and  I  have  vowed  never  to  leave  her — never.     Prav  do  not 

«• 

speak  oi  this  again — here,  mider  your  relative's  roof,  or  else- 
where.    It  is  impossibfe." 

"If  Lady  Rockminster  asks  you  yourself,  will  you  listen 
to  her  ?  "  Pynsent  cried,  eagerly. 

"  No,"  Laura  said.  "  I  beg  you  never  to  speak  of  this 
any  more.  I  must  go  away  if  you  do." — And  with  this  she 
left  him. 

Pynsent  never  asked  for  Lady  Rockminster's  intercession : 
he  knew  how  vain  it  was  to  look  for  that :  and  he  never  si)oke 
again  on  that  subject  to  Laura  or  to  any  i)erson. 

When  at  length  the  famous  novel  appeared,  it  not  only 
met  with  applause  from  more  impartial  critics  than  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis,  but,  luckily  for  Pen,  it  suited  the  taste  of  the  public, 
and  obtained  a  quick  and  considerable  popularity.  Before 
two  months  were  over.  Pen  had  the  satisfaction  and  suq)rise 
of  seeing  the  second  edition  of  "  Walter  Lorraine  "  advertised 
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in  the  newspapers ;  and  enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  reading  and 
sending  home  the  critiques  of  various  hterary  journals  and 
reviewers  upon  his  book.  Their  censure  did  not  much  affect 
him ;  for  the  good-natured  young  man  was  disposed  to  accept 
with  considerable  humility  the  dispraise  of  others.  Nor  did 
their  praise  elate  him  overmuch :  for,  like  most  honest  per- 
sons, he  had  his  own  opinion  about  his  own  performance,  and 
when  a  critic  praised  him  in  the  wrong  place,  he  was  hurt 
rather  than  pleased  by  the  compliment.  But  if  a  review  of 
his  work  was  very  laudatory,  it  was  a  great  pleasure  to  him 
to  send  it  home  to  his  mother  at  Fairoaks,  and  to  think  of  the 
joy  which  it  would  give  there.  There  are  some  natures,  and 
perhaps,  as  we  have  said,  Pendennis's  was  one,  which  are  im- 
proved and  softened  by  prosperity  and  kindness,  as  there  are 
men  of  other  dispositions,  who  become  arrogant  and  graceless 
onder  good  fortune.  Happy  he  who  can  endure  one  or  the 
other  with  modesty  and  good-humour !  Lucky  he  who  has 
been  educated  to  bear  his  fate,  whatsoever  it  may  be,  by  an 
early  example  of  uprightness,  and  a  childish  training  in 
honour ! 


o  2 


P£M)liX.\7S. 


CHAPTEB   IV. 

ALSATIA. 

RED  ap,  like  a  bailiff  or  a 
eliabby  attorney,  about 
the  purlieus  of  the  Inns 
of  Court,  Shepherd's 
Inu  is  always  to  be 
founti  in  the  close  neigh* 
1x)urhood  of  Lincoln's 
Inu  Fields,  and  the 
Temple.  Somewhere  be- 
hind the  black  gables 
and  smutty  chimney- 
stacks  of  Wych  Street, 
Holywell  Street,  Chan- 
cery Lane,  the  quad- 
rangle lies,  hidden  from 
the  outer  vorld ;  and  it 
is  approached  by  curi- 
ous passages  and  ambiguous  smoky  alleys,  on  which  the  sua 
has  forgotten  to  shine.  Slop-sellers,  brandy-ball  and  hardbake 
vendors,  purveyors  of  theatrical  prints  for  youth,  dealers  in 
dingy  furniture,  and  bedding  suggestive  of  anything  but  sleep, 
line  the  narrow  walls  and  dark  casements  unth  their  wares. 
The  doors  are  many-belled  :  and  crowds  of  dirty  children 
form  endless  gronps  about  the  steps ;  or  around  the  shell-fish 
dealers'  trays  in  these  courts ;  whereof  the  damp  pavements 
resound  with  pattens,  and  are  drabbled  with  a  never-fiiiling 
mud.     Ballad -singers  come  and  chant  here,  in  deadly  guttural 
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tones,  satirical  songs  against  the  Whig  administration,  against 
the  bishops  and  dignijGied  clergy,  against  the  German  relatives 
of  an  august  royal  family :  Punch  sets  up  his  theatre,  sure  of 
an  audience,  and  occasionally  of  a  halfpenny,  from  the  swarm- 
ing occupants  of  the  houses :  women  scream  after  their  chil- 
dren for  loitering  in  the  gutter,  or,  worse  still,  against  the 
husband  who  comes  reeling  from  the  gin-shop ; — there  is  a 
ceaseless  din  and  life  in  these  courts,  out  of  which  you  pass 
into  the  tranquil,  old-fashioned  quadrangle  of  Shepherd's  Inn. 
In  a  mangy  little  grass-plat  in  the  centre  rises  up  the  statue 
of  Shepherd,  defended  by  iron  railings  from  the  assaults  of 
boys.  The  Hall  of  the  Inn,  on  which  the  founder's  arms  are 
painted,  occupies  one  side  of  the  square,  the  tall  and  ancient 
chambers  are  carried  round  other  two  sides,  and  over  the 
central  archway,  which  leads  into  Oldcastle  Street,  and  so 
into  the  great  London  thoroughfare. 

The  Inn  may  have  been  occupied  by  lawyers  once:  but 
the  laity  have  long  since  been  admitted  into  its  precincts,  and 
I  do  not  know  that  any  of  the  principal  legal  firms  have  their 
chambers  here.  The  offices  of  the  Polwheedle  and  Tredyd- 
dlum  Copper  Mines  occupy  one  set  of  the  ground-floor  cham- 
bers ;  the  Registry  of  Patent  Inventions  and  Union  of  Genius 
and  Capital  Company,  another; — the  only  gentleman  whose 
name  figures  here,  and  in  the  ''  Law  List,"  is  Mr.  Campion, 
who  wears  mustachios,  and  who  comes  in  his  cab  twice  or 
thrice  in  a  week ;  and  whose  West  End  offices  are  in  Curzon 
Street,  Mayfair,  where  Mrs.  Campion  entertains  the  nobility 
and  gentry  to  whom  her  husband  lends  money.  There,  and 
on  his  glazed  cards,  he  is  Mr.  Somerset  Campion ;  here  he  is 
Campion  &  Co. ;  and  the  same  tuft  which  ornaments  his 
chin,  sprouts  from  the  under-lip  of  the  rest  of  the  firm.  It  is 
splendid  to  see  his  cab-horse  harness  blazing  with  heraldic 
bearings,  as  the  vehicle  stops  at  the  door  leading  to  his  cham- 
bers. The  horse  flings  froth  off  his  nostrils  as  he  chafes  and 
tosses  under  the  shining  bit.  The  reins  and  the  breeches  of 
the  groom  are  glittering  white, — the  lustre  of  that  equipage 
makes  a  sunshine  in  that  shady  place. 

Our  old  friend.  Captain  Costigan,  has  examined  Campion's 
cab  and  horse  many  an  afternoon,  as  he  trailed  about  the 
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court  in  his  carpt-t  slijiixrs  and  drtssiiig-gown.  witli  his  old 
hat  cockwl  over  his  eye.  He  suns  himself  there  after  his 
breakfast  when  the  day  in  suitable;  and  goes  and  pays  a 
visit  to  the  jwrter's  lodge,  where  he  pats  the  heads  of  the 
cbildreo,  aD<l  talks  to  Mr^.  Bulton  about  the  thayatres  and 
me  daughther  Leedy  MiraUl.     Mrs.  Boltou  was  herself  in  the 


profession  once,  and  danced  at  tlie  Wells  in  early  days  as  the 
thirteenth  of  Mr.  Serle's  forty  pupils. 

Costigan  lives  in  the  third  floor  at  No.  4,  in  the  rooms 
which  were  Wr.  Podmore's.  and  whose  name  is  still  on  the 
door— (somebody  else's  name,  by  the  way,  is  on  almost  all 
the  doors  in  Shepherd's  Inn).    When  Charley  Podmore  (the 
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pleasing  tenor  singer,  T.  E.  D.  L.,  and  at  the  Back  Kitchen 
Concert  Booms)  married,  and  went  to  live  at  Lambeth,  he 
eeded  his  chambers  to  Mr.  Bows  and  Captain  Costigan,  who 
occupy  them  in  common  now,  and  you  may  often  hear  the 
tones  of  Mr.  Bows's  piano  of  fine  days  when  the  windows  are 
open,  and  when  he  is  practising  for  amusement,  or  for  the 
instruction  of  a  theatrical  pupil,  of  whom  he  has  one  or  two. 
Fanny  Bolton  is  one,  the  portress's  daughter,  who  has  heard 
teU  of  her  mother's  theatrical  glories,  which  she  longs  to 
emulate.  She  has  a  good  voice  and  a  pretty  face  and  figure 
for  the  stage ;  and  she  prepares  the  rooms  and  makes  the  beds 
and  breakfasts  for  Messrs.  Costigan  and  Bows,  in  return  for 
which  the  latter  instructs  her  in  music  and  singing.  But  for 
his  unfortunate  propensity  to  liquor  (and  in  that  excess  she 
supposes  that  all  men  of  fashion  indulge),  she  thinks  the  Cap- 
tain the  finest  gentleman  in  the  world,  and  believes  in  all  the 
versions  of  all  his  stories ;  and  she  is  very  fond  of  Mr.  Bows  too, 
and  very  grateful  to  him,  and  this  shy  queer  old  gentleman  has 
a  fatherly  fondness  for  her  too,  for  in  truth  his  heart  is  full 
of  kindness,  and  he  is  never  easy  unless  he  loves  somebody. 

Costigan  has  had  the  carriages  of  visitors  of  distinction 
before  his  humble  door  in  Shepherd's  Inn :  and  to  hear  him 
talk  of  a  morning  (for  his  evening  song  is  of  a  much  more 
melancholy  nature)  you  would  fancy  that  Sir  Charles  and 
Lady  Mirabel  were  in  the  constant  habit  of  calling  at  his 
chambers,  and  bringing  with  them  the  select  nobility  to  visit 
the  "  old  man,  the  honest  old  half-pay  Captain,  poor  old  Jack 
Costigan,"  as  Cos  calls  himself. 

The  truth  is,  that  Lady  Mirabel  has  left  her  husband's 
card  (which  has  been  stuck  in  the  little  looking-glass  over 
the  mantelpiece  of  the  sitting-room  at  No.  4  for  these  many 
months  past),  and  has  come  in  person  to  see  her  father,  but 
not  of  late  days.  A  kind  person,  disposed  to  discharge  her 
duties  gravely,  upon  her  marriage  with  Sir  Charles,  she 
settled  a  little  pension  upon  her  father,  who  occasionally  was 
admitted  to  the  table  of  his  daughter  and  son-in-law.  At 
first  poor  Cos's  behaviour  "  in  the  hoight  of  poloit  societee," 
as  he  denominated  Lady  Mirabel's  drawing-room  table,  was 
harmless,  if  it  was  absurd.     As  he  clothed  his  person  in  his 
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best  attire,  so  he  selected  the  longest  and  richest  words  in  his 
vocabulary  to  deck  his  conversation,  and  adopted  a  solemnity 
of  demeanour  which  struck  with  astonishment  all  those  per- 
sons in  whose  company  he  happened  to  be. — **Was  your 
Leedyship  in  the  Pork  to  dee?"  he  would  demand  of  his 
daughter.  "  I  looked  for  your  equipage  in  veen : — the  poor 
old  man  was  not  gi'atifiod  by  the  soight  of  his  daughther's 
choriot.  Sir  Chorlus,  I  saw  your  neem  at  the  Levee ;  many's 
the  Levee  at  the  Castle  at  Dublm  that  poor  old  Jack  Costigan 
has  attended  in  his  time.  Did  the  Juke  look  pretty  well? 
Bedad,  I'll  call  at  Apsley  House  and  lave  me  cyard  upon  'um. 
I  thank  ye,  James,  a  little  dthrop  more  champeane."  Indeed 
he  was  magnificent  in  his  courtesy  to  all,  and  addressed  his 
observations  not  only  to  the  master  and  the  guests,  but  to  the 
domestics  who  waited  at  the  table,  and  who  had  some  diffi- 
culty in  maintaining  their  professional  gravity  w^hile  they 
waited  on  Captam  Costigan. 

On  the  first  two  or  three  visits  to  his  son-in-law,  Costigan 
maintained  a  strict  sobriety,  content  to  make  up  for  his  lost 
time  when  he  got  to  the  Back  Kitchen,  where  he  bragged 
about  his  son-in-law's  clar't  and  burgundee,  until  his  own 
utterance  began  to  fail  him,  over  his  sixth  tumbler  of  whisky- 
punch.  But  with  familiarity  his  caution  vanished,  and  poor 
Cos  lamentably  disgraced  himself  at  Sir  Charles  MirabeFs 
table,  by  premature  inebriation.  A  carriage  was  called  for 
him :  the  hospitable  door  was  shut  upon  him.  Often  and 
sadly  did  he  speak  to  his  friends  at  the  Kitchen  of  his  resem- 
blance to  lung  Lear  in  the  plee — of  his  having  a  thankless 
choild,  bedad — of  his  being  a  pore  worn-out  lonely  old  man, 
dthriven  to  dthrinkmg  by  ingratitude,  and  seeking  to  dthrown 
his  sorrows  in  punch. 

It  is  painful  to  be  obliged  to  record  the  weaknesses  of 
fathers,  but  it  must  be  furthermore  told  of  Costigan,  that 
when  his  credit  was  exhausted  and  his  money  gone,  he  would 
not  unfrequently  beg  money  from  his  daughter,  and  make 
statements  to  her  not  altogether  consistent  with  strict  truth. 
On  one  day  a  bailiff  was  about  to  lead  him  to  prison,  he  wrote, 
"unless  the — to  you  insignificant —sum  of  three  pound  five 
can  be  forthcoming  to  liberate  a  poor  man's  grey  hairs  from 
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gaol."  And  the  good-natured  Lady  Mirabel  despatched  the 
money  necessary  for  her  father's  Uberation,  with  a  caution  to 
him  to  be  more  economical  for  the  future.  On  a  second  occa- 
sion the  Captain  met  with  a  frightful  accident,  and  broke  a 
plate-glass  window  in  the  Strand,  for  which  the  proprietor  of 
the  shop  held  him  liable.  The  money  was  forthcoming  this 
time  too,  to  repair  her  papa's  disaster,  and  was  carried  down 
by  Lady  Mirabel's  servant  to  the  sUpshod  messenger  and 
aide-de-camp  of  the  Captain,  who  brought  the  letter  announ- 
cing his  mishap.  If  the  servant  had  followed  the  Captain's 
aide-de-camp  who  carried  the  remittance,  he  would  have  seen 
that  gentleman,  a  person  of  Costigan's  country  too  (for  have 
we  not  said,  that  however  poor  an  Irish  gentleman  is,  he  al- 
ways has  a  poorer  Irish  gentleman  to  run  on  his  errands  and 
transact  his  pecuniary  affiairs?)  call  a  cab  from  the  nearest 
stand,  and  rattle  down  to  the  Eoscius's  Head,  Harlequin  Yard, 
Drury  Lane,  where  the  Captain  was  indeed  in  pawn,  and  for 
several  glasses  containing  rum-and-water,  or  other  spirituous 
refreshment,  of  which  he  and  his  staff  had  partaken.  On  a  third 
melancholy  occasion  he  wrote  that  he  was  attacked  by  illness, 
and  wanted  money  to  pay  the  physician  whom  he  was  com- 
pelled to  call  in ;  and  this  time  Lady  Mirabel,  alarmed  about 
her  father's  safety,  and  perhaps  reproaching  herself  that  she 
had  of  late  lost  sight  of  him,  called  for  her  carriage  and  drove 
to  Shepherd's  Inn,  at  the  gate  of  which  she  alighted,  whence 
she  found  the  way  to  her  father's  chambers,  **  No.  4,  third 
floor,  name  of  Podmore  over  the  door,"  the  portress  said,  with 
many  curtsies,  pointing  towards  the  door  of  the  house,  into 
which  the  affectionate  daughter  entered  and  mounted  the 
dingy  stair!  Alas!  the  door,  surmounted  by  the  name  of 
Podmore,  was  opened  to  her  by  poor  Cos  in  his  shirt-sleeves, 
and  prepared  with  the  gridiron  to  receive  the  mutton-chops 
which  Mrs.  Bolton  had  gone  to  purchase. 

Also,  it  was  not  pleasant  for  Sir  Charles  Mirabel  to  have 
letters  constantly  addressed  to  him  at  Brookes's  with  the  in- 
formation that  Captain  Costigan  was  in  the  hall,  waiting  for 
an  answer ;  or  when  he  went  to  play  his  rubber  at  the  Tra- 
TeDers',  to  be  obliged  to  shoot  out  of  his  brougham  and  run 
up  the  steps  rapidly,  lest  his  father-in-law  should  seize  upon 
toIj.  n.  h  4 
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him  ;  and  to  think  that  while  he  read  his  paper  or  played  his 
whLst,  tlje  Captain  was  walking  on  the  opposite  side  of  Fall 
Mall,  with  that  dreadful  cocked  hat,  and  the  eye  l>eneath  it 
fixed  steadily  upon  the  windows  of  the  club.  Sir  Charles  was  a 
weak  man ;  he  was  old,  and  had  many  infirmities :  he  cried 
alxjut  his  father-in-law  to  his  wife,  whom  he  adored  with 
senile  infatuation :  he  said  he  must  go  abroad, — he  must  go 
and  live  in  the  country, — he  should  die,  or  have  another  fit  if 
he  saw  that  man  again — he  knew  he  should.  And  it  w^s 
only  by  paying  a  second  visit  to  Captain  Costigan,  and  repre- 
senting to  him,  that  if  he  plagued  Sir  Charles  by  letters,  or 
addressed  him  in  the  street,  or  made  any  further  applications 
for  loans,  his  allowance  would  be  withdrawn  altogether,  that 
Lady  Mirabel  was  enabled  to  keep  her  papa  in  order,  and  to 
restore  tranquillity  to  her  husband.  And  on  occasion  of  this 
visit,  she  sternly  rebuked  Bows  for  not  keeping  a  better  watch 
over  the  Captain ;  desired  that  he  should  not  be  allowed  to 
drink  in  that  shameful  way;  and  that  the  people  at  the  horrid 
taverns  which  he  frequented  should  l>e  told,  upon  no  account 
to  give  him  credit.  **  Papa's  conduct  is  bringing  me  to  the 
grave,'*  she  said  (tliough  she  looked  perfectly  healthy),  "  and 
you,  as  an  old  man,  Mr.  Bows,  and  one  that  pretended  to  have 
a  regard  for  us,  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  abetting  him  in  it." 
These  were  the  thanks  which  honest  Bows  got  for  his  friend- 
ship and  his  life's  devotion.  And  I  do  not  supiK)se  that  the 
old  philosopher  was  much  worse  off  than  many  other  men,  or 
had  greater  reason  to  grumble. 

On  the  second  floor  of  the  next  house  to  Bows's,  in  Shep- 
herd's Inn,  at  No.  3,  live  two  other  acquaintances  of  ours. 
Colonel  Altamont,  agent  to  the  Nawaub  of  Lucknow,  and 
Captain  the  Chevalier  Edward  Strong.  No  name  at  aU  is 
over  their  door.  The  Captam  does  not  choose  to  let  all  the 
world  know  where  he  lives,  and  his  cards  bear  the  address  of 
a  Jermyn  Street  hotel ;  and  as  for  the  Ambassador  Pleni- 
potentiary of  the  Indian  potentate,  he  is  not  an  envoy  ac- 
credited to  the  Courts  of  St.  James's  or  Leadenhall  Street, 
but  is  here  on  a  confidential  mission,  quite  independent  of  the 
East  India  Company  or  the  Board  of  Control.     "  In  fact,"  as 
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Strong  says,  "  Colonel  Altamont's  object  being  financial, 
and  to  effectuate  a  sale  of  some  of  the  principal  diamonds 
and  rubies  of  the  Lucknow  crown,  his  wish  is  not  to  report 
himself  at  the  India  House  or  in  Cannon  Kow,  but  rather 
to  negotiate  with  private  capitalists — with  whom  he  has  had 
important  transactions  both  in  this  country  and  on  the  Con- 
tinent." 

We  have  said  that  these  anonymous  chambers  of  Strong's 
had  been  very  comfortably  furnished  since  the  arrival  of  Sir 
Francis  Clavering  in  London,  and  the  Chevalier  might  boast 
with  reason  to  the  friends  who  visited  him,  that  few  retired 
Captains  were  more  snugly  quartered  than  he,  in  his  crib  in 
Shepherd's  Inn.  There  were  three  rooms  below:  the  oflSce 
where  Strong  transacted  his  business — whatever  that  might 
be — ^and  where  still  remained  the  desk  and  railings  of  the 
departed  officials  who  had  preceded  him,  and  the  ChevaUer's 
own  bedroom  and  sitting-room ;  and  a  private  stair  led  out 
of  the  office  to  two  upper  apai'tments,  the  one  occupied  by 
Colonel  Altamont,  and  the  other  serving  as  the  kitchen  of  the 
establishment,  and  the  bedroom  of  Mr.  Grady,  the  attendant. 
These  rooms  were  on  a  level  with  the  apartments  of  our 
friends  Bows  and  Costigan  next  door  at  No.  4 ;  and  by  reach- 
ing over  the  communicating  leads,  Grady  could  command  the 
mignonette-box  which  bloomed  in  Bows's  window. 

From  Grady's  kitchen  casement  often  came  odours  still 
more  fragrant.  The  three  old  soldiers  who  formed  the  garri- 
son of  No.  3  were  all  skilled  in  the  culinary  art.  Grady  was 
great  at  an  Irish  stew;  the  Colonel  was  famous  for  pillaus 
and  curries ;  and  as  for  Strong,  he  could  cook  anything.  He 
made  French  dishes  and  Spanish  dishes,  stews,  fricassees,  and 
omelettes,  to  perfection ;  nor  was  there  any  man  in  England 
more  hospitable  than  he  when  his  purse  was  full,  or  his  credit 
was  good.  At  those  happy  periods,  he  could  give  a  friend,  as 
he  said,  a  good  dinner,  a  good  glass  of  wine,  and  a  good  song 
afterwards ;  and  poor  Cos  often  heard  with  envy  the  roar  of 
Strong's  choruses,  and  the  musical  clinking  of  the  glasses,  as 
he  sate  in  his  own  room,  so  far  removed  and  yet  so  near  to 
those  festivities.  It  was  not  expedient  to  invite  Mr.  Costigan 
always :    his  practice  of  inebriation  was  lamentable ;  and  he 

H  2 


52  PESDEySIS. 

bored  Strong's  guests  \rith  his  stories  when  sober,  and  with 
his  maudlin  tears  when  drunk. 

A  strange  and  motley  set  they  were,  these  friends  of  the 
Chevalier;  and  though  Major  Pendennis  would  not  much 
have  reUshed  their  company,  Arthur  and  Warrington  liked  it 
not  a  little.  There  was  a  history  about  every  man  of  the  set : 
they  seemed  all  to  have  had  their  tides  of  luck  and  bad  for- 
tune. Most  of  them  had  wonderful  schemes  and  speculations 
in  their  pockets,  and  plenty  for  making  rapid  and  extra- 
ordinary fortunes.  Jack  Holt  had  l^een  in  Queen  Christina's 
army,  when  Ned  Strong  had  fought  on  the  other  side;  and 
was  now  organising  a  little  scheme  for  smuggling  tobacco  into 
London,  which  must  bring  thirty  thousand  a  year  to  any  man 
who  would  advance  fifteen  hundred,  just  to  bribe  the  last 
officer  of  the  Excise  who  held  out,  and  had  wind  of  the  scheme. 
Tom  Diver,  who  had  been  in  the  Mexican  na%'y,  knew  of  a 
sp<icie-ship  which  had  been  sunk  in  the  first  year  of  the  war, 
with  three  hundred  and  eighty  thousand  dollars  on  board,  and 
a  hundred  and  eighty  thousand  pounds  in  bars  and  doubloons. 
*'  Give  me  eighteen  hundred  pounds,"  Tom  said,  "and  I'm  off 
to-morrow.  I  take  out  four  men,  and  a  diving-bell  with  me ; 
and  1  return  in  ten  months  to  take  my  seat  in  Parliament,  by 
Jov(.- !  and  to  Ijuy  back  my  family  estate."  Keightley,  the 
manager  of  the  Polwheedle  and  Tredydrllum  Copper  Mines 
(which  were  as  yet  under  water),  besides  singing  as  good  a 
second  as  any  professional  man,  and  besides  the  Tredyddlum 
Office,  had  a  Smyrna  Sponge  Company,  and  a  little  quick- 
silver operation  in  view,  which  would  set  him  straight  with 
the  world  yet.  Filby  had  been  everything :  a  corporal  of  dra- 
goons, a  field-preacher,  and  missionary  agent  for  converting 
the  Irish ;  an  actor  at  a  Greenwich  fair  booth,  in  front  of  which 
his  father's  attorney  found  him  when  the  old  gentleman  died 
and  left  him  that  famous  property,  from  which  he  got  no  rents 
now,  and  of  which  nobody  exactly  knew  the  situation.  Added 
to  these  was  Sir  Francis  Clavering,  Bart.,  who  liked  their 
society,  though  he  did  not  much  add  to  its  amusements  by  his 
convivial  i>owers.  But  he  was  made  much  of  by  the  company 
now,  on  account  of  his  wealth  and  position  in  the  world.  He 
told  his  little  story  and  sang  his  little  song  or  two  with  great 
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affability ;  and  he  had  had  his  own  history,  too,  before  his  acces- 
sion to  good  fortune ;  and  had  seen  the  inside  of  more  prisons 
than  one,  and  written  his  name  on  many  a  stamped  paper. 

When  Altamont  first  returned  from  Paris,  and  after  he 
had  commimicated  with  Sir  Francis  Clavering  from  the  hotel 
at  which  he  had  taken  up  his  quarters  (and  which  he  had 
reached  in  a  very  denuded  state,  considering  the  wealth  of  dia- 
monds and  rubies  with  which  this  honest  man  was  entrusted), 
Strong  was  sent  to  him  by  his  patron  the  Baronet ;  paid  his 
little  bill  at  the  inn,  and  invited  him  to  come  and  sleep  for 
a  night  or  two  at  the  chambers,  where  he  subsequently  took 
up  his  residence.  To  negotiate  with  this  man  was  very  well, 
but  to  have  such  a  person  settled  in  his  rooms,  and  to  be  con- 
stantly burthened  with  such  society,  did  not  suit  the  Chevalier's 
taste  much ;  and  he  grumbled  not  a  little  to  his  principal. 

"I  wish  you  would  put  this  bear  into  somebody  else's 
cage,"  he  said  to  Clavering.  **  The  fellow's  no  gentleman.  I 
don't  like  walking  with  him.  He  dresses  himself  like  a  nigger 
on  a  holiday.  I  took  him  to  the  play  the  other  night ;  and, 
by  Jove,  sir,  he  abused  the  actor  who  was  doing  the  part  of 
villain  in  the  play,  and  swore  at  him  so,  that  the  people  in 
the  boxes  wanted  to  tm'n  him'  out.  The  after-piece  was  the 
*  Brigand,'  where  Wallack  comes  in  wounded,  you  know,  and 
dies.     "When  he  died,  Altamont  began  to  cry  like  a  child, 

and  said  it  was  a  d d  shame,  and  cried  and  swore  so,  that 

there  was  another  row,  and  everybody  laughing.  Then  I  had 
to  take  him  away,  because  he  wanted  to  take  his  coat  off  to 
one  fellow  who  laughed  at  him ;  and  bellowed  to  him  to  stand 
up  like  a  man. — Who  is  he  ?  Where  the  deuce  does  he  come 
from?  You  had  best  tell  me  the  whole  story,  Frank;  you 
must  one  day.  You  and  he  have  robbed  a  church  together, 
that's  my  belief.  You  had  better  get  it  off  your  mind  at  once, 
Clavering,  and  tell  me  what  this  Altamont  is,  and  what  hold 
he  has  over  you." 

"  Hang  him !  I  wish  he  was  dead !  "  was  the  Baronet's  only 
reply ;  and  his  countenance  became  so  gloomy,  that  Strong  did 
not  think  fit  to  question  his  patron  any  further  at  that  time ; 
but  resolved,  if  need  were,  to  try  and  discover  for  himself 
what  was  the  secret  tie  between  Altamont  and  Clavering. 
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CHAPTER   V. 

IS    WHICH   THE    COLONEL    XARRATES    SOME    OF    HIS   ADVENTURES. 

ARLY  iH  the  forenoon  of  the 
day  after  the  dinuer  in  Gros- 
venor  Place,  at  which  Colonel 
Altaniout  had  chosen  to  ap- 
jMsar,  the  Colonel  emerged 
from  bis  chamber  in  the  up- 
per  story  at  Shepherd's  Inn, 
and  entered  into  Strong's 
sitting-room,  where  the  Che- 
valier sate  in  his  easy  chair 
with  tile  newspni>er  and  bis 
(.■ifpir.  He  was  a  man  who 
made  his  tent  comfortable 
wherever  he  pitched  it,  and 
long  l>L'fore  Altaniont's  ar- 
rival, had  done  justice  to  a 
copious  hreakra^t  of  friid  eggs  and  broiled  rashers,  which  Mr. 
Grady  ha<l  propaied  gi-i-imihim  nrtem.  Good-humoured  and 
talkative,  he  preferred  any  company  rather  than  none ;  and 
though  he  had  not  the  least  liking  for  his  fellow-lodger,  and 
would  not  have  grieved  to  hear  that  the  accident  had  befallen 
him  which  Hir  Franeia  Clavering  desired  so  fervently,  yet 
kept  on  fair  terms  with  him.  He  had  seen  Altamont  to  bed 
with  great  friendliness  ou  the  night  pre\ious,  and  taken  away 
his  candle  for  fear  of  accidents ;  and  finding  a  spirit-lKittle 
empty,  upon  whicli  he  had  coujited  for  his  nocturnal  refresh- 
meut,  had  drunk  a  glass  of  water  with  perfect  conteutOient 
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over  his  pipe,  before  he  turned  into  his  own  crib  and  to  sleep. 
That  enjoyment  never  failed  him:  he  had  always  an  easy 
temi>er,  a  faultless  digestion,  and  a  rosy  cheek ;  and  whether 
he  was  going  into  action  the  next  morning  or  to  prison  (and 
both  had  been  his  lot),  in  the  camp  or  the  Fleet,  the  worthy 
Captain  snored  healthfully  through  the  night,  and  woke  with 
a  good  heart  and  appetite,  for  the  struggles  or  difficulties  or 
pleasures  of  the  day. 

The  first  act  of  Colonel  Altamont  was  to  bellow  to  Grady 
for  a  pint  of  pale  ale,  the  which  he  first  poured  into  a  pewter 
fiagon,  whence  he  transferred  it  to  his  own  lips.  He  put 
down  the  tankard  empty,  drew  a  gi-eat  breath,  wiped  his 
mouth  on  his  dressing-gown  (the  difference  of  the  colour  of 
his  beard  from  his  dyed  whiskers  had  long  struck  Captain 
Strong,  who  had  seen  too  that  his  hair  was  fair  under  his 
black  wig,  but  made  no  remarks  upon  these  circumstances) — 
the  Colonel  drew  a  great  breath,  and  professed  himself  im- 
mensely refreshed  by  his  draught.  **  Nothing  like  that  beer," 
he  remarked,  "  when  the  coppers  are  hot.  Many  a  day  I've 
drunk  a  dozen  of  Bass  at  Calcutta,  and — and " 

"  And  at  Lucknow,  I  suppose,"  Strong  said  with  a  laugh. 
"  I  got  the  beer  for  you  on  purpose :  knew  you'd  want  it  after 
last  night."  And  the  Colonel  began  to  talk  about  his  adven- 
tures of  the  preceding  evening. 

"  I  cannot  help  myself,"  the  Colonel  said,  beating  his  head 
with  his  big  hand.  **  I'm  a  madman  when  I  get  the  liquor  on 
board  me;  and  ain't  fit  to  be  trusted  with  a  spirit-bottle. 
When  I  once  begin  I  can't  stop  till  I've  emptied  it;  and  when 
Fve  swallowed  it.  Lord  knows  what  I  say  or  what  I  don't  say. 
I  dined  at  home  here  quite  quiet.  Grady  gave  me  just  my 
two  tumblers,  and  I  intended  to  pass  the  evening  at  the  Black 
and  Bed  as  sober  as  a  parson.  Why  did  you  leave  that 
confounded  sample-bottle  of  Hollands  out  of  the  cupboard. 
Strong?  Grady  must  go  out  too,  and  leave  me  the  kettle 
a-boiling  for  tea.  It  was  of  no  use,  I  couldn't  keep  away 
from  it.  Washed  it  all  down,  sir,  by  Jingo.  And  it's  my 
belief  I  had  some  more,  too,  afterwards  at  that  infernal  little 
thieves'  den." 

"What,  were  you  there  too?"  Strong  asked,  "and  be- 
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fore  you  came  to  Grosvenor  Place  ?     That  was  beginning 
betimes." 

"Early  Lours  to  be  drunk  and  cleared  out  before  nine 
o'clock,  eh?  But  so  it  was.  Yes,  like  a  great  big  fool,  I 
must  go  there ;  and  found  the  fellows  dining,  Blackland  and 
young  Moss,  and  two  or  three  more  of  the  thieves.  If  we'd 
gone  to  Rouge  et  Noir,  I  must  have  won.  But  we  didn't  try 
the  black  and  red.  No,  hang  'em,  they  knovv'd  I'd  have  beat 
'em  at  that— I  must  have  beat  em — I  can't  help  beating  'em, 
I  tell  you.  But  they  was  too  cunning  for  me.  That  rascal 
Blackland  got  the  bones  out,  and  we  played  hazard  on  the 
diniiig-table.  And  I  dropped  all  the  money  I  had  from  you 
hi  the  morning,  be  hanged  to  my  luck.  It  was  that  that  set 
me  wild,  and  I  suppose  I  must  have  been  very  hot  about  the 
head,  for  I  went  off  thinking  to  get  some  more  money  from 
Clavering,  I  recollect;  and  then — and  then  I  don't  much 
remember  what  hapi)ened  till  I  woke  this  morning,  and  heard 
old  Bows  at  No.  4  playing  on  his  planner." 

Strong  mused  for  a  while  as  he  lighted  his  cigar  with  a 
coal.  **  I  should  like  to  know  how  you  always  draw  money 
from  Clavering,  Colonel,"  he  said. 

The  Colonel  burst  out  with  a  laugh — **  Ha,  ha !  he  owes  it 
me,"  he  said. 

**  I  don't  know  that  that's  a  reason  with  Frank  for  pay- 
ing," Strong  answered.     "  Ho  owes  plenty  besides  you." 

**  Well,  he  gives  it  me  because  he  is  so  fond  of  me,"  the 
other  said  with  the  same  grinning  sneer.  "  He  loves  me  like 
a  brother ;  you  know  he  does,  Captain. — No  ? — He  don't  ? — 
Well,  perhaps  he  don't ;  and  if  you  ask  me  no  questions,  per- 
haps I'll  tell  you  no  lies.  Captain  Strong — put  that  in  your 
pipe  and  smoke  it,  my  boy." 

*'  But  I'll  give  up  that  confounded  brandy-bottle,"  the 
Colonel  continued,  after  a  pause.  "  I  must  give  it  up,  or  it'll 
be  the  ruin  of  me." 

**It  makes  you  say  queer  things,"  said  the  Captam,  lookuig 
Altamont  hard  in  the  face.  **  Remember  what  you  said  last 
night,  at  Clavering's  table." 

** Say?  What  did  I  say?"  asked  the  other  hastily.  "  Did 
I  split  anything  ?     Dammy,  Strong,  did  I  split  anything  ?  " 
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"Ask  me  no  questions,  and  I  will  tell  you  no  lies,"  the 
Chevalier  replied,  on  his  part.  Strong  thought  of  the  words 
Mr.  Altamont  had  used,  and  his  abrupt  departure  from  the 
Baronet's  dining-table  and  house  as  soon  as  he  recognised 
Major  Fendennis,  or  Captain  Beak,  as  he  called  the  Major. 
Bat  Strong  resolved  to  seek  an  explanation  of  these  words 
otherwise  than  from  Colonel  Altamont,  and  did  not  choose 
to  recall  them  to  the  other's  memory.  "  No,"  he  said  then, 
"you  didn't  spUt,  as  you  call  it.  Colonel;  it  was  only  a  trap 
of  mine  to  see  if  I  could  make  you  speak ;  but  you  didn't  say 
a  word  that  anybody  could  comprehend — you  were  too  far 
gone  for  that." 

So  much  the  better,  Altamont  thought;  and  heaved  a 
great  sigh  as  if  relieved.  Strong  remarked  the  emotion,  but 
took  no  notice,  and  the  other,  being  in  a  communicative  mood, 
went  on  speaking. 

"Yes,  I  own  to  my  faults,"  continued  the  Colonel.  "There 
is  some  things  I  can't,  do  what  I  will,  resist:  a  bottle  of 
brandy,  a  box  of  dice,  and  a  beautiful  woman.  No  man  of 
pluck  and  spirit,  no  man  as  was  worth  his  salt  ever  could,  as 
I  know  of.  There's  hardly  p'raps  a  country  in  the  world  in 
which  them  three  ain't  got  me  into  trouble." 

"  Indeed  ?  "  said  Strong. 

"  Yes,  from  the  age  of  fifteen,  when  I  ran  away  from  home, 
and  went  cabin-boy  on  board  an  Indiaman,  till  now,  when  I'm 
fifty  year  old,  pretty  nigh,  them  women  have  always  been  my 
min.  Why,  it  was  one  of  'em,  and  with  such  black  eyes  and- 
jewels  on  her  neck,  and  sattens  and  ermine  like  a  duchess,  I 
tell  you — it  was  one  of  'em  at  Paris  that  swept  off  the  best 
part  of  the  thousand  pound  as  I  went  off  with.  Didn't  I 
ever  teU  you  of  it  ?  Well,  I  don't  mind.  At  first  I  was  very 
cautious,  and  having  such  a  lot  of  money  kep  it  close  and 
lived  like  a  gentleman — Colonel  Altamont,  Meurice's  hotel, 
and  that  sort  of  thing — never  played,  except  at  the  pubUc 
tables,  and  won  more  than  I  lost.  Well,  sir,  there  was  a  chap 
that  I  saw  at  the  hotel  and  the  Palace  Boyal  too,  a  regular 
swell  fellow,  with  white  kid  gloves  and  a  tuft  to  his  chin, 
Bloundell-Bloundell  his  name  was,  as  I  made  acquaintance 
with  somehow,  and  he  asked  me  to  dinner,  and  took  me  to 
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Madame  the  Countess  de  Foljambe's  soirees — such  a  woman. 
Strong ! — such  an  eye ! — such  a  hand  at  the  jiianner.  Lor 
bless  you,  she'd  sit  down  and  sing  to  you,  and  gaze  at  you, 
until  she  warl^led  your  soul  out  of  your  body  a'most.  She 
asked  me  to  go  to  her  evening  parties  every  Toosday;  and 
didn't  I  take  o^K-ra-boxes  and  give  her  dinners  at  the  restaura- 
teur's, that's  all  ?  But  I  had  a  run  of  luck  at  the  tables,  and 
it  was  not  in  the  dinners  and  oiK^ra-boxes  that  poor  Claver- 
ing's  money  went.  No,  be  hanged  to  it,  it  was  swep  off  in 
another  way.  One  night,  at  the  Countess's,  there  was  several 
of  us  at  supper — Mr.  liloundell-Bloundell,  the  Honourable 
Deuceace,  the  Marky  de  la  Tour  de  Force — all  tip-top  nobs, 
sir,  and  the  height  of  fashion,  when  we  had  sui)per,  and 
champagne  you  may  be  sure  in  i)Ienty,  and  then  some  of  that 
confounded  brandy.  I  would  have  it — I  would  go  on  at  it — 
the  Countess  mixed  the  tumblers  of  punch  for  me,  and  we 
had  cards  as  well  as  grog  after  supper,  and  I  played  and 
drank  until  I  don't  know  what  I  did.  I  was  like  I  was  last 
night.  1  was  taken  away  and  put  to  bed  somehow,  and  never 
woke  until  the  next  day,  to  a  roaring  headache,  and  to  see  my 
servant,  who  said  the  Honourable  Deuceace  wanted  to  see  me, 
and  was  waiting  in  the  sitting-room.  *  How  are  you,  Colonel?' 
says  he,  a  coming  into  my  l>edroom.  *  How  long  did  you  stay 
last  night  iift(;r  I  went  away  ?  The  play  was  getting  too  high 
for  me,  and  Fd  lost  enough  to  you  for  one  niglit.' 

*'  *  To  me,'  says  I,  'how's  that,  my  dear  feller?'  (for  though 
he  was  an  Earl's  son,  we  was  as  familiar  as  you  and  me). 
*  How's  that,  my  dear  feller  ? '  says  I,  and  he  tells  me,  that  he 
had  borrowed  thirty  louis  of  me  at  vivfjt-et'Un,  that  he  gave 
me  an  I  0  U  for  it  the  night  before,  which  I  put  into  my 
pocket-book  before  he  left  the  room.  I  takes  out  my  card- 
case — it  was  the  Coinitess  as  worked  it  for  me — and  there 
was  the  I  0  U  sure  enough,  and  he  paid  me  thirty  louis  in 
gold  down  upon  the  table  at  my  bedside.  So  I  said  he  was  a 
gentleman,  and  asked  him  if  he  would  like  to  take  anjiihing, 
when  my  servant  should  get  it  for  him ;  but  the  Honourable 
Deuceace  don't  drink  of  a  mornmg,  and  he  went  away  to  some 
business  which  he  said  he  had. 

*'  Presently  there's  another  ring  at  my  outer  door ;  and 
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this  time  it's  Bloundell-Bloundell  and  the  Marky  that  comes 
in.  *  Bong  jour,  Marky/  says  I.  *  Grood  morning — no  head- 
ache ? '  says  he.  So  I  said  I  had  one ;  and  how  I  must  have 
been  uncommon  queer  the  night  afore ;  but  they  both  declared 
I  didn*t  show  no  signs  of  having  had  too  much,  but  took  my 
liquor  as  grave  as  a  judge. 

"  *  So,'  says  the  Marky,  *  Deuceace  has  been  with  you ;  we 
met  him  in  the  Palais  Boyal  as  we  were  coming  from  break- 
fast. Has  he  settled  with  you  ?  Get  it  while  you  can :  he's 
a  slippery  card ;  and  as  he  won  three  ponies  of  Bloundell,  I 
recommend  you  to  get  your  money  while  he  has  some.' 

"  *  He  has  paid  me,'  says  I ;  *  but  I  knew  no  more  than 
the  dead  that  he  owed  me  anything,  and  don't  remember  a  bit 
about  lending  him  thirty  louis.' 

''  The  Marky  and  Bloundell  looks  and  smiles  at  each  other 
at  this ;  and  Bloundell  says,  *  Colonel,  you  are  a  queer  feller. 
No  man  could  have  supposed,  from  your  manners,  that  you 
had  tasted  anything  stronger  than  tea  all  night,  and  yet  you 
forget  things  in  the  morning.  Come,  come, — tell  that  to  the 
marines,  my  friend, — we  won't  have  it  at  any  price.' 

**  *  Kn  effet^  says  the  Marky,  twiddling  his  little  black 
mustachios  in  the  chimney-glass,  and  making  a  lunge  or  two 
as  he  used  to  do  at  the  fencing-school.  (He  was  a  wonder  at 
the  fencing-school,  and  I've  seen  him  knock  down  the  image 
fourteen  times  running,  at  Lepage's.)  *  Let  us  speak  of  affairs. 
Colonel,  you  understand  that  aJBFairs  of  honour  are  best  settled 
at  once :  perhaps  it  won't  be  inconvenient  to  you  to  arrange 
our  little  matters  of  last  night.' 

"  *  What  little  matters  ? '  says  I.  *  Do  you  owe  me  any 
money,  Marky?' 

"  *  Bah  ! '  says  he ;  *  do  not  let  us  have  any  more  jesting. 
I  have  your  note  of  hand  for  three  hundred  and  forty  louis. 
JjCL  vmd ! '  says  he,  taking  out  a  paper  from  his  pocket-book. 

" '  And  mine  for  two  hundred  and  ten,'  says  Bloundell- 
Bloundell,  and  he  pulls  out  Im  bit  of  paper. 

"  I  was  in  such  a  rage  of  wonder  at  this,  that  I  sprang 
out  of  bed,  and  wrapped  my  dressing-gown  round  me.  *  Are 
jou  come  here  to  make  a  fool  of  me  ? '  says  I.  *  I  don't  owe 
jou  two  hundred,  or  two  thousand,  or  two  louis ;  and  I  won't 
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\n\.y  yoa  a  farthing.  Do  you  aoppose  joa  can  catch  me  with 
your  not^;M  of  hand?  I  laugh  at  'em,  and  at  you;  and  I 
l>oliev<;  you  to  U;  a  couple * 

** '  A  couple  of  what  ? '  says  Mr.  Bloundell.  *  You,  of 
c^jurm%  are  aware  that  we  are  a  couple  of  men  of  honour, 
Colonel  Altamont,  and  not  come  here  to  trifle  or  to  listen 
to  abuse  from  you.  You  will  either  pay  us  or  we  will  ex- 
jKjse  you  as  a  cheat,  and  chastise  you  as  a  cheat,  too,'  says 
Bloundell. 

**  *  ()n\,  jHirhUn,'  says  the  Marky, — but  I  didn't  mind  him, 
for  I  could  have  thro^Ti  the  little  fellow  out  of  the  window; 
but  it  was  different  with  bloundell, — he  was  a  large  man, 
that  weighs  three  st^;ne  more  than  me,  and  stands  six  inches 
higher,  and  I  think  he  could  have  done  for  me. 

"  *  Monsieur  will  [my,  or  Monsieur  will  give  me  the  reason 
why.  I  believe  you're  little  better  than  a  jfolUsmi^  Colonel 
AlUimont,' — that  was  the  phrase  he  used  *' — Altamont  said 
with  a  grin, — **  and  I  got  plenty  more  of  this  language  from 
the  two  fellers,  and  was  in  the  thick  of  the  row  with  them, 
when  another  of  our  party  came  in.  This  was  a  friend  of 
mine — a  gent  I  hud  met  at  Boulogne,  and  had  taken  to  the 
CounUfHs's  my.self.  And  as  he  hadn't  played  at  all  on  the 
previous  ni^ht,  and  had  actually  warned  me  against  Bloundell 
and  the  others,  I  told  the  story  to  him,  and  so  did  the  other 
two. 

**  *  I  am  very  sorry,'  saj's  he.  *  You  would  go  on  playing: 
the  Countess  entreated  you  to  discontinue.  These  gentlemen 
offered  reixjatedly  to  stop.  It  was  you  that  insisted  on  the 
large  stakes,  not  they.'  In  fact  he  charged  dead  against  me : 
and  when  the  two  others  went  away,  he  told  me  how  the 
Marky  would  shoot  me  as  sure  as  my  name  was — was  what 
it  is.  *  I  left  the  Countess  crying,  too,'  said  he.  '  She  hates 
these  two  men ;  she  has  warned  you  repeatedly  against  them ' 
(which  she  actually  had  done,  and  often  told  me  never  to  play 
with  them),  'and  now,  Colonel,  I  have  left  her  in  hysterics 
almost,  lest  there  should  l>e  any  quarrel  between  you,  and 
that  confounded  Marky  should  put  a  bullet  through  your 
hearl.  It's  my  belief,'  says  my  friend,  *that  that  woman  is 
distractedly  in  love  with  you.' 
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**  *  Do  you  think  so  ? '  says  I ;  upon  which  my  friend  told 
me  how  she  had  actually  gone  down  on  her  knees  to  him,  and 
said,  *  Save  Colonel  Altamont !  * 

"As  soon  as  I  was  dressed,  I  went  and  called  upon  that  lovely 
woman.  She  gave  a  shriek  and  pretty  near  fainted  when  she 
saw  me.    She  called  me  Ferdinand, — I'm  blest  if  she  didn't." 

"I  thought  your  name  was  Jack,"  said  Strong,  with  a 
laugh;  at  which  the  Colonel  blushed  very  much  behind  his 
dyed  whiskers. 

"A  man  may  have  more  names  than  one,  mayn't  he. 
Strong  ?  "  Altamont  asked.  **  When  I'm  with  a  lady,  I  like 
to  take  a  good  one.  She  called  me  by  my  Christian  name. 
She  cried  fit  to  break  your  heart.  I  can't  stand  seeing  a 
woman  cry — never  could — not  whilst  I'm  fond  of  her.  She 
said  she  could  not  bear  to  think  of  my  losing  so  much  money 
in  her  house.  Wouldn't  I  take  her  diamonds  and  necklaces, 
and  pay  part  ? 

'*  I  swore  I  wouldn't  touch  a  farthing's  worth  of  her  jewel- 
lery, which  perhaps  I  did  not  think  was  worth  a  great  deal, — 
but  what  can  a  woman  do  more  than  give  you  her  all? 
'fhat's  the  sort  I  like,  and  I  know  there's  plenty  of  'em.  And 
I  told  her  to  be  easy  about  the  money,  for  I  would  not  pay 
one  single  farthing. 

"  *  Then  they'll  shoot  you,'  says  she ;  *  they'll  kill  my 
Ferdinand.' " 

"  They'U  kill  my  Jack  wouldn't  have  sounded  well  in 
French,"  Strong  said,  laughing. 

"Never  mind  about  names,"  said  the  other  sulkily:  "a 
man  of  honour  may  take  any  name  he  chooses,  I  suppose." 

**  WeU,  go  on  with  your  story,"  said  Strong.  **  She  said 
they  would  kill  you." 

"  *  No,'  says  I,  *  they  won't :  for  I  will  not  let  that  8cami> 
of  a  Marquis  send  me  out  of  the  world ;  and  if  he  lays  a  hand 
on  me,  I'll  brain  him.  Marquis  as  he  is.' 

**  At  this  the  Countess  shrank  back  from  me  as  if  I  had 
said  something  very  shocking.  *Do  I  understand  Colonel 
Altamont  aright  ? '  says  she ;  *  and  that  a  British  officer 
refuses  to  meet  any  person  who  provokes  him  to  the  field 
of  honour  ? ' 
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"  "  Vifzld  of  hononr  be  hanged,  Conntess ! '  says  I.  *  You 
woiil/I  not  have  me  be  a  target  for  that  little  scoondrers  pistol 
practice '? ' 

•* '  Colonel  Altamont/  says  the  Conntees,  *  I  thought  yon 
were  a  man  of  honotir— I  thought,  I — but  no  matter.  Good- 
bye,  feir/ — And  she  was  sweeping  ont  of  the  room,  her  voice 
regnlar  choking  in  her  pocket-handkerchief. 

*•  •  CoontesB ! '  5ay=  L  rushing  after  her  and  seizing  her 
hand. 

"  •  Leave  me,  ilonsiear  le  Colonel/  says  she,  shaking  me 
off,  •  mv  father  was  a  General  of  the  Grand  Armv.  A  soldier 
fchonid  know  how  to  pay  all  his  debts  of  honour.' 

*'  W7iat  could  I  do "?  Ev^rrybody  was  against  me.  Caro- 
line sai'l  I  had  lost  the  money :  though  I  didn't  remember  a 
syllable  about  the  business.  I  ha<l  taken  Deueeace's  money 
i(jo ;  but  then  it  was  l>e<:ause  he  offered  it  to  me,  you  know, 
j:nd  that's  a  different  thini:.  Every  one  of  these  chaps  was  a 
man  of  fashion  and  honour ;  and  the  Marky  and  the  Countess 
of  the  first  families  in  France.  And  by  Jove,  sir,  rather  than 
offend  her,  I  paid  the  money  up :  five  huntlred  and  sixty  gold 
napol^rons,  by  Jov^- :  besides  three  hundred  which  I  lost  when 
I  had  my  r^-venge. 

'*  And  I  can't  tell  vou  at  this  minute  whether  I  was  done 
or  not/'  concluded  the  Colonel,  musing.  "  Sometimes  I  think 
I  was :  but  then  Caroline  was  so  fond  of  me.  That  woman 
would  never  have  seen  me  done  :  never,  I'm  sure  she  wouldn't : 
at  least,  if  she  would.  I'm  deceived  in  wotnanJ' 

Any  further  revelations  of  his  past  life  which  Altamont 
might  have  been  disposed  to  confide  to  his  honest  comrade 
the  Chevalier,  were  interrupted  by  a  knocking  at  the  outer 
floor  of  their  chambers :  which,  when  opened  by  Grady  the 
servant,  admitted  no  less  a  person  than  Sir  Francis  Clavering 
into  the  presence  of  the  two  worthies. 

"The  Governor,  by  Jove,"  cried  Strong,  regarding  the 
arrival  of  his  patron  with  surprise.  "  What's  brought  you 
here  ? "  growled  Altamont,  looking  sternly  from  under  his 
heavy  eyebrows  at  the  Baronet.  **  It's  no  good,  I  warrant." 
And,  indeed,  good  very  seldom  brought  Sir  Francis  Clavering 
into  that  or  any  other  place. 
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Whenever  he  came  mto  Shepherd's  Inn,  it  was  money  that 
brought  the  unlucky  Baronet  into  those  precincts :  and  there 
was  commonly  a  gentleman  of  the  money-dealing  world  in 
waiting  for  him  at  Strong's  chambers,  or  at  Campion's  below ; 
and  a  question  of  bills  to  negotiate  or  to  renew.  Clavering 
was  a  man  who  had  never  looked  his  debts  fairly  in  the  face, 
familiar  as  he  had  been  with  them  all  his  Ufe :  as  long  as  he 
could  renew  a  bill,  his  mind  was  easy  regarding  it;  and  he 
would  sign  almost  anything  for  to-morrow,  provided  to-day 
could  be  left  unmolested.  He  was  a  man  whom  scarcely  any 
amount  of  fortune  could  have  benefited  permanently,  and 
who  was  made  to  be  ruined,  to  cheat  small  tradesmen,  to  be 
the  victim  of  astuter  sharpers :  to  be  niggardly  and  reckless, 
and  as  destitute  of  honesty  as  the  people  who  cheated  him,  and 
a  dupe,  chiefly  because  he  was  too  mean  to  be  a  successful 
knave.  He  had  told  more  Ues  in  his  time,  and  undergone 
more  baseness  of  stratagem  in  order  to  stave  off  a  small  debt, 
or  to  swindle  a  poor  creditor,  than  would  have  sufficed  to 
make  a  fortune  for  a  braver  rogue.  He  was  abject  and  a 
shuffler  in  the  very  height  of  his  prosperity.  Had  he  been  a 
Crown  Prince — he  could  not  have  been  more  weak,  useless, 
dissolute,  or  ungrateful.  He  could  not  move  through  life 
except  leaning  on  the  arm  of  somebody ;  and  yet  he  never 
had  an  agent  but  he  mistrusted  him ;  and  marred  any  plans 
which  might  be  arranged  for  his  benefit,  by  secretly  acting 
against  the  people  whom  he  employed.  Strong  knew  Claver- 
ing, and  judge^  him  quite  correctly.  It  was  not  as  friends 
that  this  pair  met ;  but  the  Chevalier  worked  for  his  princi- 
pal, as  he  would  when  in  the  army  have  pursued  a  harassing 
march,  or  undergone  his  part  in  the  danger  and  privations  of 
a  siege ;  because  it  was  his  duty,  and  because  he  had  agreed  to 
it.  "  What  is  it  he  wants  ?  "  thought  the  two  officers  of  the 
Shepherd's  Inn  garrison,  when  the  Baronet  came  among  them. 

His  paJe  face  expressed  extreme  anger  and  irritation. 
"So,  sir,"  he  said,  addressing  Altamont,  "you've  been  at 
your  old  tricks." 

Which  of  'um  ?  "  asked  Altamont,  with  a  sneer. 
You  have  been  at  the  Rouge  et  Noir :  you  were  there  last 
night,"  cried  the  Baronet. 
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**How  do  you  know, — were  you  there?"  the  other  said. 
**  I  was  at  the  Club :  but  it  wasn't  on  the  colours  I  played, — 
ask  the  Captain, — I've  been  telling  him  of  it.  It  was  with 
the  bones.  It  was  at  hazard,  Sir  Francis,  upon  my  word  and 
honour  it  was ;  "  and  he  looked  at  the  Baronet  with  a  knowing 
humorous  mock  humility,  which  only  seamed  to  make  the 
other  more  angry. 

"  What  the  deuce  do  I  care,  sir,  how  a  man  like  you  loses 
his  money,  and  whether  it  is  at  hazard  or  roulette  ?  "  screamed 
the  Baronet,  with  a  multipUcity  of  oaths,  and  at  the  top  of 
his  voice.  "  What  I  will  not  have,  sir,  is  that  j^ou  should  use 
my  name,  or  couple  it  with  yours. — Damn  him,  Strong,  why 
don't  you  keep  him  in  better  order  ?  I  tell  you  he  has  gone 
and  used  my  name  again,  sir, — drawn  a  bill  upon  me,  and 
lost  the  money  on  the  table — I  can't  stand  it — I  won't  stand 
it.  Flesh  and  blood  won't  bear  it — Do  you  know  how  much 
I  have  paid  for  j^ou,  sir  ?  " 

**  This  was  only  a  very  little  'un.  Sir  Francis — only  fifteen 
pound,  Captain  Strong,  they  wouldn't  stand  another :  and  it 
oughtn't  to  anger  you,  Governor.  Wliy  it's  so  trifling  I  did 
not  even  mention  it  to  Strong, — did  I  now.  Captain  ?  I  pro- 
test it  had  quite  slipped  my  memory,  and  all  on  account  of 
that  confounded  liquor  I  took." 

**  Liquor  or  no  liquor,  sir,  it  is  no  business  of  mine.  I 
don't  care  what  you  drink,  or  where  you  drink  it — only  it 
shan't  be  in  my  house.  And  I  will  not  have  you  breaking 
into  my  house  of  a  night,  and  a  fellow  like  you  intruding 
himself  on  my  company :  how  dared  you  show  yourself  in 
Grosvenor  Place  last  night,  sir, — and — and  what  do  you  sup- 
pose my  friends  must  think  of  me  when  they  see  a  man  of 
your  sort  walking  into  my  dining-room  iminvited,  and  drunk, 
and  calling  for  liquor  as  if  you  were  the  master  of  the 
house  ?  " 

**  They'll  think  you  know  some  very  queer  sort  of  people, 
I  dare  say,"  Altamont  said  with  impenetrable  good-humour. 
'*  Look  here.  Baronet,  I  apologise ;  on  my  honour  I  do,  and 
ain't  an  apology  enough  between  two  gentlemen  ?  It  was  a 
strong  measure  I  own,  walking  into  your  cuddy,  and  calling 
for  drink  as  if  I  was  the  Captain :  but  I  had  had  too  much 
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before,  you  see,  that's  why  I  wanted  some  more ;  nothing  can 
be  more  simple — and  it  was  because  they  wouldn't  give  me  no 
more  money  upon  your  name  at  the  Black  and  Bed,  that  I 
thought  I  would  come  down  and  speak  to  you  about  it.  To 
refuse  me  was  nothing :  but  to  refase  a  bill  drawn  on  you  that 
have  been  such  a  friend  to  the  shop,  and  are  a  baronet  and  a 
member  of  Parliament,  and  a  gentleman  and  no  mistake — 
damme,  it's  ungrateful." 

"  By  heavens,  if  ever  you  do  it  again, — if  ever  you  dare  to 
show  yourself  in  my  house :  or  give  my  name  at  a  gambling- 
house  or  at  any  other  house,  by  Jove — at  any  other  house — 
or  give  any  reference  at  all  to  me,  or  speak  to  me  in  the  street, 
by  Grad,  or  anywhere  else  until  I  speak  to  you — I'll  disclaim 
you  altogether — I  won't  give  you  another  shilling." 

"  Governor,  don't  be  provoking,"  Altamont  said,  surUly. 
''  Don't  talk  to  me  about  daring  to  do  this  thing  or  t'other,  or 
when  my  dander  is  up  it's  the  very  thing  to  urge  me  on.  I 
oughtn't  to  have  come  last  night,  I  know  I  oughtn't ;  but  I 
told  you  I  was  drunk,  and  that  ought  to  be  sufficient  between 
gentleman  and  gentleman." 

"You  a  gentleman!  Dammy,  sir,"  said  the  Baronet, 
"  how  dares  a  fellow  like  you  to  call  himself  a  gentleman  ?  " 

"  I  ain't  a  baronet,  I  know,"  growled  the  other ;  **  and  I've 
forgotten  how  to  be  a  gentleman  almost  now,  but — but  I  was 
one  once,  and  my  father  was  one,  and  I'll  not  have  this  sort 
of  talk  from  you.  Sir  F.  Clavering,  that's  flat.  I  want  to  go 
abroad  again.  Why  don't  you  come  down  with  the  money, 
and  let  me  go  ?  Why  the  devil  are  you  to  be  rolling  in  riches, 
and  me  to  have  none  ?  Why  should  you  have  a  house  and  a 
table  covered  with  plate,  and  me  be  in  a  garret  here  in  this 
beggarly  Shepherd's  Inn  ?  We're  partners,  ain't  we  ?  I've 
as  good  a  right  to  be  rich  as  you  have,  haven't  I  ?  Tell  the 
story  to  Strong  here,  if  you  like ;  and  ask  him  to  be  umpire 
between  us.  I  don't  mind  letting  my  secret  out  to  a  man  that 
won't  split.  Look  here,  Strong — perhaps  you  guess  the  story 
already — the  fact  is,  me  and  the  Governor " 

"  D ,  hold  your  tongue,"  shrieked  out  the  Baronet  in 

afary.  "  You  shall  have  the  money  as  soon  as  I  can  get  it.  I 
ain't  made  of  money.    I'm  so  pressed  and  badgered,  I  don't 
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kr.r.'v  Trhi^r^  v^  'j'.vt..  I  ahall  ro  maii :  by  Jove,  I  shaU.  I 
Tci.-.ii  I  Tiw  dt^^ii.  for  Fn  the  2io«u  miserable  brute  alive.  I 
.viT.  Ifr.  Aiti^rr.or.t:.  ion':  r-iinii  me.  When  Fm  out  of  health 
— %xA  I'm  4»^,7:.;-h  'u\:sx^  thj-  mominj — han^  me,  I  abuse 
^r^,r7Yir/[-i.  ar.il  ior.'^  kno-v  t':!;!:  I  5a v.  Excuse  me  if  Fve 
otfer.ilrrii  t'ju,  I — F^:  :r7  irA  ret;  thau  little  business  done. 
hzr.n7  %hail  trr.  r>on  mv  -arord  he  shall.  And  I  sav, 
.S^r-onij.  rr^j  'r.OT.  I  -vir*:  :»j  ^p-eak  :«d  jou-  Come  into  the  oflfice 
for  a  minrite." 

Alm^'j^.t  ail  Clavrrlnr*-  a.=!.-iiuLi^  ended  in  this  ignominious 
wav,  anil  in  a  shamefil  TrZ7r:i.z.  Altamont  sneereti  after  the 
Baronet  a.-,  he  kft  the  r-^^m.  and  entered  into  the  office,  to 
talk  privately  xri:h  hi.-,  fer-t.-.trim. 

••  What  i.*,  th*^  matt»er  n* -v  ? '  the  latter  asked  of  him. 
"  It'fs  the  old  story.  I  T;:pr-<:-f?e." 

"  h—  it,  y-^:*,"  the  E-irone:  ^aid-  "I dropped  t^ro  hundred 
in  ready  money  at  the  Liztle  C'jventry  last  night,  and  gave  a 
ftheqne  for  three  handr-rd  m-.re.  On  her  Ladyship's  bankers, 
too,  for  to-morrow:  ani  I  mast  meet  it,  for  there'll  be  the 
dence  to  pay  else.  Tiie  I:i.-t  time  she  paid  my  play-debts,  I 
nwore  I  would  not  touch  a  di:e-b<:>x  a£:ain,  and  she'll  keep  her 
word,  .Strong,  and  di.s.solve  partnership,  if  I  go  on.  I  wish  I 
harl  three  hun'lred  a  vear,  and  was  awav.  At  a  German 
watering-place  you  can  do  devilish  well  with  three  hundred  a 
vear.  But  mv  habits  are  so  d —  reckless :  I  wish  I  was  in  the 
Sery>entine.  I  wish  I  was  dead,  by  Gad  I  wish  I  was.  I  wish 
I  had  nf:ver  touchtxl  tho^e  d^nfounded  bones.  I  had  such  a 
run  of  luck  last  night,  with  five  for  the  main,  and  seven  to  five 
all  night,  until  those  niffians  wanted  to  pay  me  with  Alta- 
mont's  bill  upon  me.  The  luck  turned  from  that  minute. 
Never  held  the  box  again  for  three  mains,  and  came  away 
cleared  out,  leaving  that  infernal  cheque  behind  me.  How 
shall  I  pay  it  ?  Blackland  won't  hold  it  over.  Hulker  and 
Bullock  will  write  about  it  directly  to  her  Ladyship.  By  Jove, 
Ned,  Fm  the  most  miseralJe  brute  in  all  England." 

It  was  necessary  for  Ned  to  devise  some  plan  to  console 
the  Baronet  imder  this  pressure  of  grief;  and  no  doubt  he 
found  the  means  of  procuring  a  loan  for  his  patron,  for  he  was 
closeted  at  Mr.  Caminon's  offices  that  day  for  some  time. 
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Altamont  had  once  more  a  guinea  or  two  in  his  pocket,  with 
a  promise  of  a  farther  settlement :  and  the  Baronet  had  no 
need  to  wish  himself  dead  for  the  next  two  or  three  months  at 
least.  And  Strong,  putting  together  what  he  had  learned 
from  the  Colonel  and  Sir  Francis,  began  to  form  in  his  own 
mind  a  pretty  accurate  opinion  as  to  the  nature  of  the  tie 
which  bound  the  two  men  together. 


P£.VJ>E.\'\/S. 


CHAPTER  XJ. 

A    CHAFTEB   OF    CONTEB&ITIOKS. 

\XBT  day,  after  the  en- 
tertainments at  GroB- 
renoT  Place  and  Green- 
wich, of  wliich  we  have 
seen  Major  Pendennis 
partake,  the  worthy 
gentleman's  friendship 
and  cordiality  for  the 
Clavering  family  seemed 
to  increase.  His  caUs 
were  frequent ;  his  at- 
tentions to  the  lady  of 
the  house  unremitting. 
An  old  man  about  town, 
he  had  the  good  fortune 
to  be  received  in  many 
houses,  at  which  a  lady 
of  Lady  Clavering's  dis- 
tinction ought  also  to  be 
seen.  Would  her  Ladyship  not  like  to  be  present  at  the  grand 
entertainment  at  Gaunt  House?  There  was  to  be  a  very 
pretty  breakfast  ball  at  Viscount  Marrowfat's,  at  Fulham. 
Everybody  was  to  be  there  (including  august  personages  of 
the  highest  rank),  and  there  was  to  be  a  Wattean  quadrille, 
in  which  Miss  Amory  would  surely  look  charming.  To  these 
and  other  amusements  the  obsequious  old  gentleman  kindly 
offered  to  condnct  Lady  Clavering,  and  was  also  ready  to 
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make  himself  usefal  to  the  Baronet  in  any  way  agreeable  to 
the  latter. 

In  spite  of  his  present  station  and  fortune,  the  world  per- 
sisted in  looking  rather  coldly  upon  Glavering,  and  strange 
suspicious  rumours  followed  him  about.  He  was  blackballed 
at  two  clubs  in  succession.  In  the  House  of  Commons,  he 
only  conversed  with  a  few  of  the  most  disreputable  members 
of  that  famous  body,  having  a  happy  knack  of  choosing  bad 
society,  and  adapting  himself  naturally  to  it,  as  other  people 
do  to  the  company  of  their  betters.  To  name  all  the  senators 
with  whom  Clavering  consorted,  would  be  invidious.  We 
may  mention  only  a  few.  There  was  Captain  Raff,  the  hon- 
ourable member  for  Epsom,  who  retired  after  the  last  Good- 
wood races,  having  accepted,  as  Mr.  Hotspur,  the  whip  of  the 
party,  said,  a  mission  to  the  Levant ;  there  was  Hustingson, 
the  patriotic  member  for  Islington,  whose  voice  is  never  heard 
now  denunciating  corruption,  since  his  appointment  to  the 
Governorship  of  Coventry  Island ;  there  was  Bob  Freeny,  of 
the  Booterstown  Freenys,  who  is  a  dead  shot,  and  of  whom 
we  therefore  wish  to  speak  with  every  respect;  and  of  all 
these  gentlemen,  with  whom  in  the  course  of  his  professional 
duty  Mr.  Hotspur  had  to  confer,  there  was  none  for  whom  he 
had  a  more  thorough  contempt  and  disUke  than  for  Sir  Fran- 
cis Clavering,  the  representative  of  an  ancient  race,  who  had 
sat  for  their  own  borough  of  Clavering  time  out  of  mind  in 
the  House.  **  If  that  man  is  wanted  for  a  division,"  Hotspur 
said,  ''  ten  to  one  he  is  to  be  found  in  a  hell.  He  was  educated 
in  the  Fleet,  and  he  has  not  heard  the  end  of  Newgate  yet, 
take  my  word  for  it.  He'll  muddle  away  the  Begum's  fortune 
at  thimble-rig,  be  caught  picking  pockets,  and  finish  on  board 
the  hulks."  And  if  the  highborn  Hotspur,  with  such  an 
opinion  of  Clavering,  could  yet  from  professional  reasons  be 
civil  to  him,  why  should  not  Major  Pendennis  also  have 
reasons  of  his  own  for  being  attentive  to  this  unlucky  gentle- 
man? 

"He  has  a  very  good  cellar  and  a  very  good  cook,"  the 
Major  said :  "  as  long  as  he  is  silent  he  is  not  offensive,  and 
he  very  seldom  speaks.  If  he  chooses  to  frequent  gambling- 
tables,  and  lose  his  money  to  blacklegs,  what  matters  to  me  ? 
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\yA\\  lf)i}k  Uxj  ctirioui-Iy  into  any  man's  aSiairs,  Pen,  my  boy ; 
fevxry  ff'WoTf  iiBA  h^jiae  caphoard  in  hia  boose,  begad,  which  he 
wonlrl  not  likfc  you  and  me  to  peep  into.  TNTiy  should  we  try, 
wh^;n  th^;  rent  of  the  hoa=je  Ls  ojien  to  as?  And  a  devilish 
goorl  hon.s^j,  t/x>,  a.^  you  and  I  know.  And  if  the  man  of  the 
family  U  not  all  one  could  wish,  the  women  are  excellent. 
Tlie  bf:^^\m  l-i  not  over-refined,  but  as  kind  a  woman  as  ever 
lived,  and  devilish  clever  too ;  and  as  for  the  Uttle  Blanche, 
yon  know  my  opinion  about  her,  you  rogue;  you  know  my 
lieJief  is  that  she  w  sweet  on  you,  and  would  have  you  for 
the  asking.  But  you  are  growing  such  a  great  man,  that 
I  suppose  you  won't  be  content  under  a  Duke's  daughter 
— hey,  sir?  I  recommend  you  to  ask  one  of  them,  and 
try." 

Perliaps  Pen  was  somewhat  intoxicated  by  his  success  in 
the  world ;  and  it  may  also  have  entered  into  the  young  man's 
mind  (hLs  uncle's  perpetual  hints  serving  not  a  little  to  encou- 
rage the  notion;  tliat  Miss  Amory  was  tolerably  well  disposed 
to  renew  the  little  flirtation  which  had  been  carried  on  in  the 
early  days  of  both  of  them,  l>y  the  banks  of  the  rural  Brawl. 
But  he  was  little  disposed  to  marriage,  he  said,  at  that  mo- 
ment, and,  adopting  some  of  his  uncle's  worldly  tone,  spoke 
rather  contemptuously  of  the  institution,  and  in  favour  of  a 
liachelor  life. 

"  You  are  verj'  happy,  sir,"  said  he,  "  and  you  get  on  very 
well  alone,  and  so  do  I.  With  a  wife  at  my  side,  I  should  lose 
my  place  in  society ;  and  I  don't,  for  my  part,  much  fancy  re- 
tiring into  the  country  with  a  Mrs.  Pendennis ;  or  taking  my 
wife  into  lodgings  to  be  waited  upon  by  the  servant-of-all- 
work.  The  period  of  my  little  illusions  is  over.  You  cured 
me  of  my  first  love,  who  certainly  was  a  fool,  and  would  have 
ha^l  a  fool  for  her  husband,  and  a  very  sulky  discontented 
hiLslmnd  too  if  she  had  taken  me.  We  young  fellows  live 
fast,  sir ;  and  I  feel  as  old  at  five-and-twenty  as  many  of  the 

old  fo the  old  bachelors — whom  I  see  in  the  bow-window 

at  Bays's.  Don't  look  offended,  I  only  mean  that  I  am  blase 
al>out  love  matters,  and  that  I  could  no  more  fan  myself  into 
a  flame  for  Miss  Amory  now,  than  I  could  adore  Lady  Mira- 
l>el  over  again.     I  wish  I  could ;  I  rather  like  Sir  I^Iirabel  for 


PENDENNIS,  71 

his  infatuation  about  her,  and  think  his  passion  is  the  most 
respectable  part  of  his  life." 

"  Sir  Charles  Mirabel  was  always  a  theatrical  man,  sir," 
the  Major  said,  annoyed  that  his  nephew  should  speak  jSip- 
pantly  of  any  person  of  Sir  Charles's  rank  and  station.     "  He 
has  been  occupied  with  theatricals  since  his  early  days.    He 
acted  at  Carlton  House  when  he  was  Page  to  the  Prince ; — he 
has  been  mixed  up  with  that  sort  of  thing :  he  could  afford  to 
marry  whom  he  chooses ;  and  Lady  Mirabel  is  a  most  respect- 
able woman,  received  everywhere — everywhere,  mind.     The 
Duchess  of  Connaught  receives  her,  Lady  Eockminster  receives 
her — it  doesn't  become  yoimg  fellows  to  speak  lightly  of  people 
in  that  station.     There's  not  a  more  respectable  woman  in 
England  than  Lady  Mirabel : — and  the  old  fogies,  as  you  call 
them,  at  Bays's,  are  some  of  the  first  gentlemen  in  England, 
of  whom  you  youngsters  had  best  learn  a  little  manners,  and 
a  little  breeding,  and  a  little  modesty."    And  the  Major  began 
to  think  that  Pen  was  growing  exceedingly  pert  and  con- 
ceitedy  and  that  the  world  made  a  great  deal  too  much  of 
him. 

The  Major's  anger  amused  Pen.  He  studied  his  imcle's 
peculiarities  with  a  constant  relish,  and  was  always  in  a  good 
humour  with  his  worldly  old  Mentor.  **  I  am  a  youngster  of 
fifteen  years'  standing,  sir,"  he  said,  adroitly,  "and  if  you 
think  that  we  are  disrespectful,  you  should  see  those  of  the 
present  generation.  A  protege  of  yours  came  to  breakfast 
with  me  the  other  day.  You  told  me  to  ask  him,  and  I  did 
it  to  please  you.  We  had  a  day's  sights  together,  and  dined 
at  the  club,  and  went  to  the  play.  He  said  the  wine  at  the 
Polyanthus  was  not  so  good  as  EUis's  wine  at  Eichmond, 
smoked  Warrington's  cavendish  after  breakfast,  and  when  I 
gave  him  a  sovereign  as  a  farewell  token,  said  he  had  plenty 
of  them,  but  would  take  it  to  show  he  wasn't  proud." 

"Did  he? — did  you  ask  young  Clavering?"  cried  the 
Major,  appeased  at  once — "fine  boy,  rather  wild,  but  a  fine 
boy — parents  like  that  sort  of  attention,  and  you  can't  do 
better  than  pay  it  to  our  worthy  friends  of  Grosvenor  Place. 
And  so  you  took  him  to  the  play  and  tipped  him  ?  That 
was  right,  sir,  that  was  right:"  with  which  Mentor  quitted 
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Tekii-y:l::ii.  iVr.rr ;;  iIai  lir  71:11^  men  were  not  so  very 
l^ii'i-  ?ii.d  :ijit  L-e  iLivL  i  r:-^'ir  ^'---t^-rT  of  that  fellow  vet. 

A>.  iliLiVr  Cli-^rii^-  i.T'e's^  ii.^:-  jears  and  stature,  he 
i>ecai:..r:  :>:  zir-.z^  ::r  •^•r  i^iii.Tnj  cf  Lis  fond  parents  and 
goven.'er-, :  ai^d  ra*Ji:i:r  ^:TtrL-=ii  iL^zn  ihan  permitted  himself 
to  ifh  Wi  V/  iheir  :ricr=-  Whi.  his  p<ajA  he  was  silent  and 
siiltv,  9:A\zi,  z:.\ir'-r  .7  Lis  irti=AraL^e,  however,  in  the  neigh- 
bo::rLv>i  :f  :Lii:  z^zjL^tzjsz.  :  vhL  Lis  T^ftmynA  he  roared  and 
fm^Li  TELrrL.  iiiT  r.:L:»ri^  i^rTTTiVri,  iLtrn  ar>5e  as  to  the  gratifi- 
catioc  ,f  Lii  aix^eiivr.  :r  oiL-tt  tL=L  cf  Lis  heart :  and  in  his 
disT'i*'^  "^iL  Lis  j-.Trmr-rS  iT^r  Li?  'c«>:'k.  he  kicked  that  quiet 
CT^anr-i:'"-  ^Lizi^  =.'j  r.rres=lT.  iu.:  ^L-e  -s^as  enarelv  overmastered 
an  i  r::>l .i-i:^:  'it  Lin.  An  i  L-r  Ti^ili  Lire  =«>  treated  his  sister 
Blir.:L-r.  :•:•'..  ani  iii  on  :nr  :r  rs":.  xi^auiijns  aUempt  to  pre- 
vai.  oTrr  i^r :  >-:  Cr  ?L:"rii  ±n  iinnense  resolution  and 
?Tiri;  on  Lrr  rrirr.  ini  '..•:xiii  11^  ears  s*;»  soundly,  that  he 
fir-:'-:--  fr  m  ii:lvs:iLj  ili^s  Aniirv.  is  Lr  li'l  the  irovemess 

A:  lrL_-L.  -vL-.n  :L.  iiniilT  ..-ajur  :o  Lmli-n.  Sir  Francis 
jTiTr:  :.:-:..  :.Lt  ■:7in::n.  :L:i:  "die  l::*ir  bt,;,car  Lad  btrst  be 
^n:  :■:  =.:L>:1/*  A:  .riii-jlv  tlr  v:.:iii-  s^in  anl  heir  of  the 
h  ir-  .:  C'-i'-rln.:  ~ii  l->Td:.;Lr:  :.:■  :Lv  ErT.  Orto  Eose's 
e-i;ir.l:-'_i_rn:  :^:  T^I.l-rnL  ^ni.  "^^L^;-  v:un-:  noblemen  and 
c-ntlr-iTn  -^tTt  recifriT-rl  ^z-z^-^ii^'y^'-  :..  :L--L:  intr'>iuetion  to 

I:  i.^  n::  -yii  :nt-nrl:n  :o  lino's-  Mi.s:cr  CiAverin;;  in  his 
ri:L:lii:::  .rir-rtr:  :Lt  ^itls  :o  ±..r  Tenirle  of  Learning  were 
m:t  iv  n:::-  -ra^v  to  Lin  :L:in  :LtV  w-re  to  ?onie  of  us  of  earUer 
c-rn-rrit:  7.-.  Hr  ^i-iTL.n.T-i  t-:Tiris  tLat  fant  in  a  carriage- 
ani-fo^.  ■:•>  M'  spoak.  -in  i  n±:L:  hal:  and  take  refreshment 
alni'/Su  wh'riiever  he  pl-ra-^'i.  He  wore  vamishetl  b«30t3  from 
the  earli-rsi;  peri«>i  of  yr-nth.  and  hail  oaml^rie  han*lkerchiefs 
and  Iemon-ool«:':ir-ril  ki  i  _;IoT«rS.  ot  tLe  .■jmalle^t  size  evcr  mauu- 
factnrtni  hv  Privat.  Tn^v  .irrssed  re-TciIarlv  at  ilr.  E*>se'5  to 
come  do':vn  to  'linn^r :  tlir  y-.:;::i:  Crntltmen  had  shawl  dress- 
inir-iTowns,  jit'tS  in  tn-rir  t-Mir'X'ins.  Lor-^'f  and  earriaiie  exercise 
occasionally,  and  •'»il  tVr  tL»rir  Lair.  Or-rp^.-^ral  punishment  was 
altogether  dispensed  with  Ly  the  Principal,  who  thought  that 
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moral  discipline  was  entirely  sufficient  to  lead  youth ;  and  the 
boys  were  so  rapidly  advanced  in  many  branches  of  learning, 
that  they  acquired  the  art  of  drinking  spirits  and  smoking 
cigars,  even  before  they  were  old  enough  to  enter  a  pubUc 
school.  Young  Frank  Clavering  stole  his  father's  Havannahs, 
and  conveyed  them  to  school,  or  smoked  them  in  the  stables, 
at  a  surprisingly  early  period  of  life,  and  at  ten  years  old 
drank  his  champagne  almost  as  stoutly  as  any  whiskered 
comet  of  dragoons  could  do. 

When  this  interesting  youth  came  home  for  his  vacations, 
Major  Pendennis  was  as  laboriously  civil  and  gracious  to  him 
as  he  was  to  the  rest  of  the  family ;  although  the  boy  had 
rather  a  contempt  for  old  Wigsby,  as  the  Major  was  denomi- 
nated,— mimicked  him  behind  his  back,  as  the  polite  Major 
bowed  and  smirked  to  Lady  Clavering  or  Miss  Amory ;  and 
drew  rude  caricatures,  such  as  are  designed  by  ingenious 
youths,  in  which  the  Major's  wig,  his  nose,  his  tie,  &c.,  were 
represented  with  artless  exaggeration.  Untiring  in  his  efforts 
to  be  agreeable,  the  Major  wished  that  Pen,  too,  should  take 
particular  notice  of  this  child ;  incited  Arthur  to  invite  him 
to  his  chambers,  to  give  him  a  dinner  at  the  club,  to  take  him 
to  Madame  Tussaud's,  the  Tower,  the  play,  and  so  forth,  and 
to  tip  him,  as  the  phrase  is,  at  the  end  of  the  day's  pleasures. 
Arthur,  who  was  good-natured  and  fond  of  children,  went 
through  all  these  ceremonies  one  day ;  had  the  boy  to  break- 
fast at  the  Temple,  where  he  made  the  most  contemptuous 
remarks  regarding  the  furniture,  the  crockery,  and  the  tat- 
tered state  of  Warrington's  dressing-gown;  and  smoked  a 
short  pipe,  and  recounted  the  history  of  a  fight  between  TuflFy 
and  Long  Biggings,  at  Eose's,  greatly  to  the  edification  of  the 
two  gentlemen,  his  hosts. 

As  the  Major  rightly  predicted.  Lady  Clavering  was  very 
grateful  for  Arthur's  attention  to  the  boy ;  more  grateful  than 
the  lad  himself,  who  took  attentions  as  a  matter  of  course, 
and  very  likely  had  more  sovereigns  in  his  pocket  than  poor 
Pen,  who  generously  gave  him  one  of  his  own  slender  stock 
of  those  coins. 

The  Major,  with  the  sharp  eyes  with  which  Nature 
endowed  him,  and  with  the  glasses  of  age  and  experience, 
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watched  this  boy,  and  surveyed  his  position  iu  the  £amily 
without  set'iuing  to  be  rudely  curious  about  their  a&irs. 
But,  fts  a  country  neighbour,  one  who  had  many  family  obli- 
gations to  the  ClaveringB,  an  old  man  of  the  world,  he  took 
occasion  to  find  out  what  Lady  Clavering's  means  were,  how 
her  capital  was  disposed,  and  what  the  boy  was  to  iulierit. 


And  Betting  himself  to  work, — for  what  purposes  will  appear, 
no  doubt,  ulttriorly, — he  soon  had  got  a  pretty  accurate 
knowledge  ot  Lady  Clavering's  affairs  and  fortune,  and  of 
the  prospects  of  her  daugliter  and  son.  The  daughter  ^as  to 
have  but  a  slender  provision ;  the  bulk  of  the  property  was, 
as  bi'fore  has  been  said,  to  go  to  the  son, — bis  father  did 
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not  care  for  him  or  anybody  else, — his  mother  was  dotingly 
fond  of  him  as  the  child  of  her  latter  days, — his  sister  disliked 
him.  Such  may  be  stated,  in  round  numbers,  to  be  the  re- 
sult of  the  information  which  Major  Pendennis  got.  "Ah! 
my  dear  madam,"  he  would  say,  patting  the  head  of  the  boy, 
''  this  boy  may  wear  a  baron's  coronet  on  his  head  on  some 
fature  coronation,  if  matters  are  but  managed  rightly,  and  if 
Sir  Francis  Clavering  would  but  play  his  cards  well." 

At  this  the  widow  Amory  heaved  a  deep  sigh.  "  He  plays 
only  too  much  of  his  cards.  Major,  I'm  afraid,"  she  said.  The 
Major  owned  that  he  knew  as  much ;  did  not  disguise  that  he 
had  heard  of  Sir  Francis  Clavering's  unfortunate  propensity 
to  play;  pitied  Lady  Clavering  sincerely;  but  spoke  with  such 
genuine  sentiment  and  sense,  that  her  Ladyship,  glad  to  find 
a  person  of  experience  to  whom  she  could  confide  her  grief 
and  her  condition,  talked  about  them  pretty  unreservedly  to 
Major  Pendennis,  and  was  eager  to  have  his  advice  and  con- 
solation. Major  Pendennis  became  the  Begum's  confidant 
and  house-friend,  and  as  a  mother,  a  wife,  and  a  capitalist, 
she  consulted  him. 

He  gave  her  to  understand  (showing  at  the  same  time  a 
great  deal  of  respectful  sympathy)  that  he  was  acquainted 
with  some  of  the  circumstances  of  her  first  unfortunate  mar- 
riage, and  with  even  the  person  of  her  late  husband,  whom  he 
remembered  in  Calcutta — when  she  was  living  in  seclusion 
with  her  father.  The  poor  lady,  with  tears  of  shame  more 
than  of  grief  in  her  eyes,  told  her  version  of  her  story.  Going 
back  a  child  to  India  after  two  years  at  a  European  school, 
she  had  met  Amory,  and  foolishly  married  him.  "  Oh,  you 
don't  know  how  miserable  that  man  made  me,"  she  said,  "  or 
what  a  life  I  passed  betwixt  him  and  my  father.  Before  I 
saw  him  I  had  never  seen  a  man  except  my  father's  clerks 
and  native  servants.    You  know  we  didn't  go  into  society  in 

India  on  account  of "  ("  I  know,"  said  Major  Pendennis, 

with  a  bow).  "  I  was  a  wild,  romantic  child,  my  head  was 
foil  of  novels  which  I'd  read  at  school — I  listened  to  his  wild 
stories  and  adventures,  for  he  was  a  daring  fellow,  and  I 
thought  he  talked  beautifully  of  those  calm  nights  on  the 
passage  out,  when  he  used  to  .  .  .  Well,  I  married  him,  and 
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I  was  wretched  from  that  clay — wretched  with  my  father, 
whose  character  you  know,  Major  Pemlennis,  and  I  won't 
speak  of:  but  he  wasn't  a  good  man,  sir, — neither  to  my  poor 
mother,  nor  to  me,  except  that  he  left  me  his  money, — nor 
to  no  one  else  that  I  ever  heard  of:  and  he  didn't  do  many 
kind  actions  in  his  lifetime,  I'm  afraid.  And  as  for  Amory, 
he  was  almost  worse ;  he  was  a  spendthrift  when  my  father 
i^'as  close :  he  drank  dreadfully,  and  was  furious  when  in  that 
way.  He  wasn't  in  any  way  a  good  or  faithful  husband  to 
me,  Major  Pendennis ;  and  if  he'd  died  in  the  gaol  before  his 
trial,  instead  of  afterwards,  he  would  have  saved  me  a  deal 
of  shame  and  of  unhappiness  since,  sir."  Lady  Clavering 
added :  "For  perhaps  1  should  not  have  married  at  all  if 
I  had  not  been  so  anxious  to  change  his  horrid  name,  and  I 
have  not  been  happy  in  my  second  husband,  as  I  suppose  you 
know,  sir.  Ah,  Major  Pendennis,  I've  got  money  to  bo  sure, 
and  I'm  a  lady,  and  people  fancy  I'm  very  happy,  but  I  ain't. 
We  all  have  our  cares,  and  griefs,  and  troubles :  and  many's 
the  day  that  I  sit  down  to  one  of  my  grand  dinners  with  an 
aching  heart,  and  many  a  night  do  I  lay  awake  on  my  fine  bed, 
a  great  deal  more  unhappy  than  the  maid  that  makes  it.  For 
I'm  not  a  happy  woman.  Major,  for  all  the  world  says ;  and 
envies  the  Begum  her  diamonds,  and  carriages,  and  the  great 
company  that  comes  to  my  house.  I'm  not  happy  in  my  hus- 
band ;  I'm  not  happy  in  my  daughter.  She  ain't  a  good  girl 
like  that  dear  Laura  Bell  at  Fairoaks.  She's  cost  me  many  a 
tear,  though  you  don't  see  'em ;  and  she  sneers  at  her  mother 
because  I  haven't  had  learning  and  that.  How  should  I  ?  I 
was  brought  up  amongst  natives  till  I  was  twelve,  and  went 
back  to  India  when  I  was  fourteen.  Ah,  Major,  I  should  have 
been  a  good  woman  if  I  had  had  a  good  husband.  And  now 
I  must  go  upstah's  and  wipe  my  eyes,  for  they're  red  with 
cryin'.  And  Lady  Rockminster's  a-comm',  and  we're  goin' 
to  'ave  a  drive  in  the  Park."  And  when  Lady  Bockminster 
made  her  appearance,  there  was  not  a  trace  of  tears  or  vexa- 
tion on  Lady  Clavering's  face,  but  she  was  full  of  spirits,  and 
bounced  out  with  her  blunders  and  talk,  and  murdered  the 
king's  English  with  the  utmost  liveliness  and  good  humour. 
"  Begad,   she  is   not   such   a  bad  woman ! "  the   Major 
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thought  within  himself.  '^  She  is  not  refined,  certainly,  and 
calls  '  Apollo '  '  Apoller ; '  but  she  has  some  heart,  and  I  like 
that  sort  of  thing,  and  a  deviUsh  deal  of  money,  too.  Three 
stars  in  India  Stock  to  her  name,  begad !  which  that  young 
cub  is  to  have — is  he  ?  "  And  he  thought  how  he  should  like 
to  see  a  little  of  the  money  transferred  to  Miss  Blanche,  and, 
better  still,  one  of  those  stars  shining  in  the  name  of  Mr. 
Arthur  Pendennis. 

Still  bent  upon  pursuing  his  schemes,  whatsoever  they 
might  be,  the  old  negotiator  took  the  privilege  of  his  intimacy 
and  age,  to  talk  in  a  kindly  and  fatherly  manner  to  Mis& 
Blanche,  when  he  found  occasion  to  see  her  alone.  He  came 
in  so  frequently  at  luncheon-time,  and  became  so  familiar 
with  the  ladies,  that  they  did  not  even  hesitate  to  quarrel 
before  him ;  and  Lady  Clavering,  whose  tongue  was  loud,  and 
temper  brusque,  had  many  a  battle  with  the  Sylphide  in  the 
family  friend's  presence.  Blanche's  wit  seldom  failed  to  have 
the  mastery  in  these  encounters,  and  the  keen  barbs  of  her 
arrows  drove  her  adversary  discomfited  away.  **  I  am  an  old 
fellow,"  the  Major  said;  "I  have  nothing  to  do  in  life.  I 
have  my  eyes  open.  I  keep  good  counsel.  I  am  the  friend  of 
both  of  you ;  and  if  you  choose  to  quarrel  before  me,  why  I 
shan't  tell  any  one.  But  you  are  two  good  people,  and  I 
intend  to  make  it  up  between  you.  I  have  between  lots  of 
people — husbands  and  wives,  fathers  and  sons,  daughters  and 
mammas,  before  this.     I  like  it ;  I've  nothing  else  to  do." 

One  day,  then,  the  old  diplomatist  entered  Lady  Claver- 
ing's  drawing-room,  just  as  the  latter  quitted  it,  evidently  in 
a  high  state  of  indignation,  and  ran  past  him  up  the  stairs  to 
her  own  apartments.  **  She  couldn't  speak  to  him  now,"  she 
said ;  "  she  was  a  great  deal  too  angry  with  that — that — that 
little  wicked" — anger  choked  the  rest  of  the  words,  or  pre- 
vented their  utterance  until  Lady  Clavering  had  passed  out 
of  hearing. 

"My  dear  good  Miss  Amory,"  the  Major  said,  entering  the 
drawing-room,  "  I  see  what  is  happening.  You  and  mamma 
have  been  disagreeing.  Mothers  and  daughters  disagree  in 
the  best  families.  It  was  but  last  week  that  I  healed  up 
a  quarrel  between  Lady  Clapperton  and  her  daughter  Lady 
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Claudia.  Lady  Lear  and  her  eldest  daughter  have  not  spoken 
for  fourteen  years.  Kinder  and  more  worthy  people  than 
these  I  never  knew  in  the  whole  course  of  my  life ;  for  every- 
body but  each  other  admirable.  But  they  can't  live  together: 
they  oughtn't  to  live  together :  and  I  wish,  my  dear  creature, 
with  all  my  soul,  that  I  could  see  you  with  an  establishment 
of  your  own,  for  there  is  no  woman  in  London  who  could 
conduct  one  better — with  your  own  establishment,  making 
your  own  home  happy." 

"  I  am  not  very  happy  in  this  one,"  said  the  Sylphide  ; 
"  and  the  stupidity  of  mamma  is  enough  to  provoke  a  saint." 

"  Precisely  so ;  you  are  not  suited  to  one  another.  Your 
mother  committed  one  fault  in  early  life — or  was  it  Nature, 
my  dear,  in  your  case  ? — she  ought  not  to  have  educated  you. 
You  ought  not  to  have  been  bred  up  to  become  the  refined  and 
intellectual  being  you  are,  surrounded,  as  I  own  you  are,  by 
those  who  have  not  your  genius  or  your  refinement.  Your 
place  would  be  to  lead  in  the  most  brilliant  circles,  not  to  fol- 
low, and  take  a  second  place  in  any  society.  I  have  watched 
you.  Miss  Amory :  you  are  ambitious ;  and  your  proper  sphere 
is  command.  Y^ou  ought  to  shine ;  and  you  never  can  in  this 
house,  I  know  it.  I  hope  I  shall  see  you  in  another  and  a 
happier  one,  some  day,  and  the  mistress  of  it." 

The  Sylphide  shrugged  her  lily  shoulders  with  a  look  of 
scorn.  "  Wliere  is  the  Prince,  and  where  is  the  palace.  Major 
Pendennis?"  she  said.  "I  am  ready.  But  there  is  no 
romance  in  the  world  now,  no  real  affection." 

**  No,  indeed,"  said  the  Major,  with  the  most  sentimental 
and  simple  air  which  he  could  muster. 

"  Not  that  I  know  anything  about  it,"  said  Blanche,  cast- 
ing her  eyes  down,  "  except  what  I  have  read  in  novels." 

"  Of  course  not,"  Major  Pendennis  cried ;  "  how  should 
you,  my  dear  young  lady  ?  and  novels  ain't  true,  as  you  re- 
mark admirably,  and  there  is  no  romance  left  in  the  world. 
Begad,  I  wish  I  was  a  young  fellow  like  my  nephew." 

**  And  what,"  continued  Miss  Amory,  musing,  "  what  are 
the  men  whom  we  see  about  at  the  balls  every  night — dancing 
guardsmen,  penniless  Treasury  clerks — boobies !  If  I  had  my 
brother's  fortune,  I  might  have  such  an  establishment  as  yon 
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promise  me — but  with  my  name,  and  with  my  little  means,. 
what  am  I  to  look  to  ?  A  comitry  parson,  or  a  barrister  in  a 
street  near  Bnssell  Square,  or  a  captain  in  a  dragoon  regi- 
ment,  who  will  take  lodgings  for  me,  and  come  home  from  the 
mess  tipsy  and  smelling  of  smoke  like  Sir  Francis  Clavering. 
That  is  how  we  girls  are  destined  to  end  life.  Oh,  Major 
Pendennis,  I  am  sick  of  London,  and  of  balls,  and  of  young 
dandies  with  their  chin-tips,  and  of  the  insolent  great  ladies 
who  know  us  one  day  and  cut  us  the  next— and  of  the  world 
altogether.  I  should  like  to  leave  it  and  go  into  a  convent, 
that  I  should.  I  shall  never  find  anybody  to  understand  me. 
And  I  Uve  here  as  much  alone  in  my  family  and  in  the  worlds 
as  if  I  were  in  a  cell  locked  up  for  ever.  I  wish  there  were 
Sisters  of  Charity  here,  and  that  I  could  be  one  and  catch  the 
plague,  and  die  of  it — I  wish  to  quit  the  world.  I  am  not 
very  old :  but  I  am  tired,  I  have  suffered  so  much — I've  been 
so  disillusionated — I'm  weary,  I'm  weary — oh  !  that  the  Angel 
of  Death  would  come  and  beckon  me  away !  " 

This  speech  may  be  interpreted  as  follows.  A  few  nights 
since  a  great  lady.  Lady  Flamingo,  had  cut  Miss  Amory  and 
Lady  Clavering.  She  was  quite  mad  because  she  could  not 
get  an  invitation  to  Lady  Drum's  ball :  it  was  the  end  of  the 
season  and  nobody  had  proposed  to  her :  she  had  made  no 
sensation  at  all,  she  who  was  so  much  cleverer  than  any  girl 
of  the  year,  and  of  the  young  ladies  forming  her  special  circle. 
Dora  who  had  but  five  thousand  pounds,  Flora  who  had 
nothing,  and  Leonora  who  had  red  hair,  were  going  to  be 
married,  and  nobody  had  come  for  Blanche  Amory ! 

"You  judge  wisely  about  the  world,  and  about  your 
position,  my  dear  Miss  Blanche,"  the  Major  said.  **  The 
Prince  don't  marry  nowadays,  as  you  say :  unless  the  Prin- 
cess has  a  doosid  deal  of  money  in  the  funds,  or  is  a  lady  of 
his  own  rank. — The  young  folks  of  the  great  families  marry 
into  the  great  families :  if  they  haven't  fortune  they  have  each 
other's  shoulders,  to  push  on  in  the  world,  which  is  pretty 
nearly  as  good. — A  girl  with  your  fortune  can  scarcely  hope 
for  a  great  match :  but  a  girl  with  your  genius  and  your  ad- 
mirable tact  and  fine  manners,  with  a  clever  husband  by  her 
side,  may  make  any  place  for  herself  in  the  world. — We  are 
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grown  (loosid  republican.  Talent  ranks  with  birth  and  wealth 
now,  begad :  and  a  clever  man  with  a  clever  wife  may  take 
any  place  they  please." 

Miss  Amory  did  not  of  course  in  the  least  understand  what 
Major  Pendennis  meant. — Perhaps  she  thought  over  circum- 
stances in  her  mind  and  asked  herself,  could  he  be  a  nego- 
tiator for  a  former  suitor  of  hers,  and  could  he  mean  Pen  ? 
No,  it  was  impossil)le. — He  had  been  civil,  but  nothing  more. 
— So  she  said,  laughing,  **  Who  is  the  clever  man,  and  when 
will  you  bring  him  to  me,  Major  Pendennis  ?  I  am  dying  to 
see  him." 

At  this  moment  a  servant  threw  open  the  door,  and 
announced  Mr.  Henry  Foker:  at  which  name,  and  the  ap- 
pearance of  our  friend,  both  the  lady  and  the  gentleman  biurst 
out  laughing. 

**  That  is  not  the  man,"  Major  Pendennis  said.  "  He  is 
engaged  to  his  cousin,  Lord  Gravesend's  daughter. — Good- 
bye, my  dear  Miss  Amory." 

Was  Pen  growing  worldly,  and  should  a  man  not  get  the 
experience  of  the  world  and  lay  it  to  his  account  ?  "  He  felt, 
for  his  part,"  as  he  said,  **  that  he  was  growing  very  old  very 
soon.  How  this  town  forms  and  changes  us ! "  he  said  once 
to  Warrington.  Each  had  come  in  from  his  night's  amuse- 
ment ;  and  Pen  was  smoking  his  pipe,  and  recounting,  as  his 
habit  was,  to  his  friend  the  observations  and  adventures  of  the 
evening  just  past.  **  How  I  am  changed,"  he  said,  "  from  the 
simpleton  boy  at  Fairoaks,  who  was  fit  to  break  Ills  heart 
about  his  first  love  !  Lady  Mirabel  had  a  reception  to-night, 
and  was  as  grave  and  collected  as  if  she  had  been  born  a 
Duchess,  and  had  never  seen  a  trap-door  in  her  life.  She 
gave  me  the  honour  of  a  conversation,  and  patronised  me 
al)out  *  Walter  Lorraine,'  quite  kindly." 

**  A\liat  condescension  !  "  broke  in  Warrington. 

**  Wasn't  it  ?  "  Pen  said,  simply — at  which  the  other  burst 
out  laughing  according  to  his  wont.  **  Is  it  possible,"  he  said, 
**  that  anybody  should  think  of  patronising  the  eminent  author 
of  *  Walter  Lorraine '  ?  " 

**  You  laugh  at  both  of  us,"  Pen  said,  blushing  a  little — 
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"  I  was  coming  to  that  myself.  She  told  me  that  she  had  not 
read  the  book  (as  indeed  I  beUeve  she  never  read  a  book 
in  her  life),  but  that  Ladj  Bockminster  bad,  and  that  the 
Dochesa  of  Connaugbt  pronounced  it  to  be  very  clever.  In 
that  case,  I  said  I  should  die  happy,  for  that  to  please  those 


two  ladies  was  111  fact  the  great  aim  of  my  existence,  and 
having  their  approbation  of  course  I  nee  1  look  for  no  other. 
Lady  Mira)>el  looked  at  me  solemnly  out  of  her  fine  eyes,  and 
said,  'Oh,  indeed  as  if  she  unlerstood  me;  and  then  she 
asked  me  whether  I  went  to  the  Ihtchess's  Thursdays,  and 
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when  I  said  No,  hoped  she  should  see  me  there,  and  that  I 
must  try  and  get  there,  everybody  went  there — everybody  who 
was  in  society :  and  then  we  talked  of  the  new  ambassador 
from  Timbuctoo,  and  how  he  was  better  than  the  old  one;  and 
how  Lady  Mary  Billington  was  going  to  marry  a  clergyman 
quite  below  her  in  rank ;  and  how  Lord  and  Lady  Eingdove 
had  fallen  out  three  months  after  their  marriage  about  Tom 
Pouter  of  the  Blues,  Lady  Ringdove's  cousin — and  so  forth. 
From  the  gravity  of  that  woman  you  would  have  fancied  she 
had  been  born  in  a  palace,  and  lived  all  the  seasons  of  her 
life  in  Belgrave  Square." 

**  And  you,  I  suppose  you  took  your  part  in  the  conversa- 
tion pretty  well,  as  the  descendant  of  the  Earl  your  father, 
and  the  heir  of  Fairoaks  Castle  ?  "  Warrington  said.  **  Yes,  1 
remember  reading  of  the  festivities  which  occurred  when  you 
came  of  age.  The  Countess  gave  a  brilliant  tea  soiree  to  the 
neighbouring  nobility ;  and  the  tenantry  were  regaled  in  the 
kitchen  with  a  leg  of  mutton  and  a  quart  of  ale.  The  remains 
of  the  banquet  were  distributed  amongst  the  poor  of  the 
village,  and  the  entrance  to  the  park  was  illuminated  until 
old  John  put  the  candle  out  on  retiring  to  rest  at  his  usual 
hour." 

**My  mother  is  not  a  countess,'*  said  Pen,  "though  she 
has  very  good  blood  in  her  veins  too — but  commoner  as  she  is, 
I  have  never  met  a  peeress  who  was  more  than  her  peer,  Mr. 
George ;  and  if  you  will  come  to  Fairoaks  Castle  you  shall 
judge  for  yourself  of  her  and  of  my  cousin  too.  They  are  not 
so  witty  as  the  London  women,  but  they  certainly  are  as  well 
bred.  The  thoughts  of  women  in  the  country  are  turned  to 
other  objects  than  those  which  occupy  your  London  ladies. 
In  the  country  a  woman  has  her  household  and  her  poor,  her 
long  calm  days  and  long  calm  evenings." 

**  Devilish  long,"  Warrington  said,  "  and  a  gi-eat  deal  too 
calm ;  I've  tried  'em." 

"  The  monotony  of  that  existence  must  be  to  a  certain 
degree  melancholy — like  the  tune  of  a  long  ballad ;  and  its 
harmony  grave  and  gentle,  sad  and  tender :  it  would  be  un- 
endurable else.  The  loneliness  of  women  in  the  country 
makes  them  of  necessity  soft  and  sentimental.     Leading  a 
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life  of  calm  duty,  constant  routine,  mystic  reverie, — a  sort  of 
nuns  at  large — too  much  gaiety  or  laughter  would  jar  upon 
their  ahnost  sacred  quiet,  and  would  be  as  out  of  place  there 
as  in  a  church." 

"Where  you  go  to  sleep  over  the  sermon,"  Warrington 
said. 

"You  are  a  professed  misogynist,  and  hate  the  sex  because, 
I  suspect,  you  know  very  little  about  them,"  Mr.  Pen  con- 
tinued, with  an  air  of  considerable  self*complacency.  "If 
you  dislike  the  women  in  the  country  for  being  too  slow, 
surely  the  London  women  ought  to  be  fast  enough  for  you. 
The  pace  of  London  life  is  enormous :  how  do  people  last  at 
it,  I  wonder,  — male  and  female  ?  Take  a  woman  of  the  world  : 
foUow  her  course  through  the  season ;  one  asks  how  she  can 
survive  it?  or  if  she  tumbles  into  a  sleep  at  the  end  of  August, 
and  lies  torpid  until  the  spring?  She  goes  into  the  world 
every  night,  and  sits  watching  her  marriageable  daughters 
dancing  till  long  after  dawn.  She  has  a  nursery  of  little  ones, 
very  likely,  at  home,  to  whom  she  administers  example  and 
affection ;  having  an  eye  likewise  to  bread-and-milk,  catechism, 
music  and  French,  and  roast  leg  of  mutton  at  one  o'clock ; 
she  has  to  call  upon  ladies  of  her  own  station,  either  domes- 
tically or  in  her  public  character,  in  which  she  sits  upon 
Charity  Committees,  or  Ball  Committees,  or  Emigration  Com- 
mittees, or  Queen's  College  Committees,  and  discharges  I 
don't  know  what  more  duties  of  British  stateswomanship. 
She  very  likely  keeps  a  poor- visiting  list ;  has  conversations 
with  the  clergyman  about  soup  or  flannel,  or  proper  religious 
teaching  for  the  parish ;  and  (if  she  lives  in  certain  districts) 
probably  attends  early  church.  She  has  the  newspapers  to 
read,  and,  at  least,  must  know  what  her  husband's  party  is 
about,  so  as  to  be  able  to  talk  to  her  neighbour  at  dinner; 
and  it  is  a  fiact  that  she  reads  every  new  book  that  comes  out; 
for  she  can  talk,  and  very  smartly  and  well,  about  them  all, 
and  you  see  them  all  upon  her  drawing-room  table.  She  has 
the  cares  of  her  household  besides : — to  make  both  ends  meet; 
to  make  the  girls'  milliner's  bills  appear  not  too  dreadful  to 
the  father  and  paymaster  of  the  family ;  to  snip  off,  in  secret, 
a  little  extra  article  of  expenditure  here  and  there,  and  convey 
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it,  in  the  shape  of  a  bank-note,  to  the  boys  at  college  or  at 
sea ;  to  check  the  encroachments  of  tradesmen  and  house- 
keepers' financial  fallacies ;  to  keep  upper  and  lower  servants 
from  jangling  with  one  another,  and  the  household  in  order. 
Add  to  this,  that  she  has  a  secret  taste  for  some  art  or  science, 
models  in  clay,  makes  experiments  in  chemistry,  or  plays  in 
private  on  the  violoncello, — and  I  say,  without  exaggeration, 
many  London  ladies  are  doing  this, — and  you  have  a  charac- 
ter before  you  such  as  our  ancestors  never  heard  of,  and  such 
as  belongs  entirely  to  our  era  and  period  of  civihsation.  Ye 
gods !  how  rapidly  we  live  and  grow !  In  nine  months,  Mr. 
Paxton  grows  you  a  pineapple  as  large  as  a  portmanteau, 
whereas  a  little  one,  no  bigger  than  a  Dutch  cheese,  took 
three  years  to  attain  his  majority  in  old  times ;  and  as  the 
race  of  pineapples  so  is  the  race  of  man.  Hoiaper — what's 
the  Greek  for  a  pineapple,  Warrington  ?  " 

"  Stop,  for  mercy's  sake,  stop  with  the  English  and  before 
you  come  to  the  Greek,"  Warrington  cried  out,  laughing.  "I 
never  heard  you  make  such  a  long  speech,  or  was  aware  that 
you  had  penetrated  so  deeply  into  the  female  mysteries.  Who 
taught  you  all  this,  and  into  whose  boudoirs  and  nurseries 
have  you  been  peeping,  whilst  I  was  smoking  my  pipe,  and 
reading  my  book,  lying  on  my  straw  bed  ?  " 

"You  are  on  the  bank,  old  boy,  content  to  watch  the 
waves  tossing  in  the  winds,  and  the  struggles  of  others  at 
sea,"  Pen  said.  **  I  am  in  the  stream  now,  and  by  Jove  I  like 
it.  How  rapidly  we  go  down  it,  hey  ? — strong  and  feeble,  old 
and  young — the  metal  pitchers  and  the  earthen  pitchers — 
the  pretty  little  china  boat  swims  gaily  till  the  big  bruised 
brazen  one  bumps  him  and  sends  him  down — eh,  vogue  la 
fjalire  ! — you  see  a  man  sink  in  the  race,  and  say  good-bye  to 
him — look,  he  has  only  dived  under  the  other  fellow's  legs, 
and  comes  up  shaking  his  poll,  and  strikmg  out  ever  so  far 
ahead.  Eh,  vogue  la  galcre,  I  say.  It's  good  siK)rt,  Warring- 
ton— not  winning  merely,  but  playing." 

**  Well,  go  in  and  win,  young  'un.  I'll  sit  and  mark  the 
game,"  Warrington  said,  surveying  the  ardent  young  fellow 
with  an  almost  fatherly  pleasiwe.  **  A  generous  fellow  plays 
for  the  play,  a  sordid  one  for  the  stake ;  an  old  fogy  sits  by 
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and  smokes  the  pipe  of  tranqnillity,  while  Jack  and  Tom  arc 
pommelling  each  other  in  the  ring." 

•*  Why  don't  you  come  in,  George,  and  have  a  turn  with 
the  gloves?  You  are  big  enough  and  strong  enough,"  Pen 
said.     "  Dear  old  boy,  you  are  worth  ten  of  me." 

"You  are  not  quite  as  tall  as  GoUath,  certainly,"  the 
other  answered,  with  a  laugh  that  was  rough  and  yet  tender. 
'^  And  as  for  me,  I  am  disabled.  I  had  a  fatal  hit  in  early 
life.  I  will  tell  you  about  it  some  day.  You  may,  too,  meet 
with  your  master.  Don't  be  too  eager,  or  too  confident,  or 
too  worldly,  my  boy." 

Was  Pendennis  becoming  worldly,  or  only  seeing  the 
world,  or  both  ?  and  is  a  man  very  wrong  for  being  after  all 
only  a  man  ?  Which  is  the  most  reasonable,  and  does  his 
duty  best:  he  who  stands  aloof  from  the  struggle  of  life, 
calmly  contemplating  it,  or  he  who  descends  to  the  ground, 
and  takes  his  part  in  the  contest  ?  "  That  philosopher,"  Pen 
said,  "had  held  a  great  place  amongst  the  leaders  of  the 
world,  and  enjoyed  to  the  full  what  it  had  to  give  of  rank  and 
riches,  renown  and  pleasure,  who  came,  weary-hearted,  out  of 
it,  and  said  that  all  was  vanity  and  vexation  of  spirit.  Many 
a  teacher  of  those  whom  we  reverence,  and  who  steps  out  of 
his  carriage  up  to  his  carved  cathedral  place,  shakes  his  lawn 
ruffles  over  the  velvet  cushion,  and  cries  out  that  the  whole 
struggle  is  an  accursed  one,  and  the  works  of  the  world  are 
evfl.  Many  a  conscience-stricken  mystic  flies  from  it  alto- 
gether, and  shuts  himself  out  from  it  within  convent  walls 
(real  or  spiritual),  whence  he  can  only  look  up  to  the  sky, 
and  contemplate  the  heaven  out  of  which  there  is  no  rest, 
and  no  good. 

"But  the  earth,  where  our  feet  are,  is  the  work  of  the 
same  Power  as  the  immeasurable  blue  yonder,  in  which  the 
fature  lies  into  which  we  would  peer.  Who  ordered  toil  as 
the  condition  of  life,  ordered  weariness,  ordered  sickness, 
ordered  poverty,  failure,  success — to  this  man  a  foremost 
place,  to  the  other  a  nameless  struggle  with  the  crowd — to 
that  a  shameful  fall,  or  paralysed  limb,  or  sudden  accident — 
to  each  some  work  upon  the  ground  he  stands  on,  until  he  is 


86  PENDENNIS. 

laid  beneath  it."  WTiile  they  were  talking,  the  dawn  came 
shining  through  the  windows  of  the  room,  and  Pen  threw 
them  open  to  receive  tlie  fresh  morning  air.  **Look,  George," 
said  he ;  **  look  and  see  the  sun  rise :  he  sees  the  labourer  on 
his  way  a-field;  the  work-girl  piling  her  poor  needle;  the 
lawyer  at  his  desk,  perhaps ;  the  beauty  smiling  asleep  upon 
her  pillow  of  down ;  or  the  jaded  reveller  reeling  to  bed ;  or 
the  fevered  patient  tossing  on  it ;  or  the  doctor  watchmg  by 
it,  over  the  throes  of  the  mother  for  the  child  that  is  to  be 
born  into  the  world ; — to  be  born  and  to  take  his  part  in  the 
suffering  and  struggling,  the  tears  and  laughter,  the  crime, 
remorse,  love,  folly,  sorrow,  rest." 
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CHAPTER  YII. 
Hias  auoby's  fabtnebs. 

HE  noble  Henry  Foker,  of 
whom  we  have  lost  Bight 
for  a  few  pages,  has  been 
in  the  meanwhile  occupied, 
as  we  might  suppose  a  man 
of  his  oonataney  would  be, 
in  the  pursuit  and  indul- 
gence of  his  all-absorbing 
passion  of  love. 

He  longed  after  her,  and 
cursed  the  fate  which  sepa- 
rated him  from  her.  When 
Lord  Gravesend's  family 
retired  to  the  country  (his 
Lordship  leaving  his  proxy 
with  the  venerable  Lord  Bagwig),  Harry  still  remained  linger- 
ing on  in  London,  certainly  not  much  to  the  sorrow  of  Lady 
Ann,  to  whom  he  was  afGanced,  and  who  did  not  in  the  least 
miss  him.  Wherever  Miss  Amory  went,  this  in&tuated  young 
fellow  continued  to  follow  her ;  and  being  aware  that  his  en- 
gagement to  his  cousin  was  known  in  the  world,  he  was  forced 
to  make  a  mystery  of  his  passion,  and  confine  it  to  his  own 
breast,  so  that  it  was  so  pent  in  there  and  pressed  down,  that 
it  is  a  wonder  he  did  not  explode  some  day  with  the  stormy 
secret,  and  perish  collapsed  after  the  outburst. 

There  bad  been  s  grand  entertainment  at  Gaunt  House 
on  one  beautiful  evening  in  June,  and  the  nest  day's  journals 
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contained  almost  two  columns  of  the  names  of  the  most  closely 
printed  nobility  and  gentry  who  had  been  honoured  with  in- 
vitations to  the  ball.    Among  the  guests  were  Sir  Francis  and 
Lady  Clavering  and  Miss  Amory,  for  whom  the  indefatigable 
Jlajor  Pendennis  had  procured  an  invitation,  and  our  two 
young  friends  Arthur  and  Harry.     Each  exerted  himself,  and 
danced  a  great  denl  with  Miss  Blanche.     As  for  the  worthy 
Major,  ho  assumed  the  charge  of  Lady  Clavering,  and  took 
care  to  introduce  her  to  tliat  department  of  the  mansion 
where  her  Ladyship  specially  distinguished  herself,  namely, 
the  refreshment-room,  where,  amongst  pictures  of  Titian  and 
Giorgione,  and  regal  i>ortraits  of  Vandyke  and  Reynolds,  and 
enormous  salvers  of  gold  and  silver,  and  pyramids  of  large 
flowers,  and  constellations  of  wax  candles — in  a  manner  per- 
fectly regardless  of  expense,  in  a  word — a  supper  was  going 
on  all  night.     Of  how  many  creams,  jellies,  salads,  peaches, 
white  soups,  grapes,  pates,  galantines,  cups  of  tea,  champagne, 
and  so  forth,  Lady  Clavering  partook,  it  does  not  become  us 
to  say.     How  much  the  Major  suffered  as  he  followed  the 
honest  woman  about,  calling  to  the  soloum  male  attendants 
and  lovely  servant-maids,  and  administering  to  Lady  Claver- 
ing's  various  wants  with  admirable  patience,  nobody  knows: 
— he  never  confessed.     He  never  allowed  his  agony  to  appear 
on  his  countenance  in  the  least ;  but  with  a  constant  kindness 
brought  plate  after  plate  to  the  Begum. 

Mr.  Wagg  counted  up  all  the  dishes  of  which  Lady  Claver- 
ing partook  as  long  as  he  could  count  (but  as  he  partook  very 
freely  himself  of  champagne  during  the  evening,  his  powers 
of  calculation  were  not  to  be  trusted  at  the  close  of  the 
entertainment),  and  he  recommended  Mr.  Honeyman,  Lady 
Steyne's  medical  man,  to  look  carefully  after  the  Begum,  and 
to  call  and  get  news  of  her  Ladyship  the  next  day. 

Sir  Francis  Clavering  made  his  appearance,  and  skulked 
for  a  while  about  the  magnificent  rooms;  but  the  company  and 
the  splendour  which  he  met  there  were  not  to  the  Baronet's 
taste,  and  after  tosshig  off  a  tumbler  of  wine  or  two  at  the 
buffet,  he  quitted  Gaunt  House  for  the  neighbourhood  of 
Jermyn  Street^  where  his  friends  Loder,  Punter,  little  Moss 
Abrams,  and  Captain  Skewball  were  assembled  at  the  familiar 
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green  table.  In  the  rattle  of  the  box,  and  of  their  agreeable 
conyersation,  Sir  Francis's  spirits  rose  to  their  accustomed 
point  of  feeble  hilarity. 

Mr.  Fynsent,  who  had  asked  Miss  Amory  to  dance,  came 
up  on  one  occasion  to  claim  her  hand,  but  scowls  of  recogni- 
tion having  already  passed  between  him  and  Mr.  Arthur  Pen- 
dennis  in  the  dancing-room,  Arthur  suddenly  rose  up  and 
daimed  Miss  Amory  as  his  partner  for  the  present  dance, 
on  which  Mr.  Pynsent,  biting  his  lips  and  scowling  yet  more 
savagely,  withdrew  with  a  profound  bow,  saying  that  he  gave 
up  his  claim.  There  are  some  men  who  are  always  falling  in 
one's  way  in  life.  Pynsent  and  Pen  had  this  view  of  each 
other ;  and  regarded  each  other  accordingly. 

"  What  a  confounded  conceited  provincial  fool  that  is ! " 
thought  the  one.  **  Because  he  has  written  a  twopenny  novel, 
his  absurd  head  is  turned,  and  a  kicking  would  take  his  conceit 
out  of  him." 

"  What  an  impertinent  idiot  that  man  is !  "  remarked  the 
other  to  his  partner.  **  His  soul  if  in  Downing  Street ;  liis 
neckcloth  is  foolscap;  his  hair  is  sand;  his  legs  are  rulers; 
his  vitals  are  tape  and  sealing-wax;  he  was  a  prig  in  his 
cradle;  and  never  laughed  since  he  was  born,  except  three 
times  at  the  same  joke  of  his  chief.  I  have  the  same  liking 
for  that  man.  Miss  Amory,  that  I  have  for  cold  boiled  veal." 
Upon  which  Blanche  of  course  remarked,  that  Mr.  Pendennis 
was  wicked,  mechant,  perfectly  abominable,  and  wondered  what 
he  would  say  when  her  back  was  turned. 

**  Say ! — Say  that  you  have  the  most  beautiful  figure  and 
the  slimmest  waist  in  the  world,  Blanche — Miss  Amory,  I 
mean.  I  beg  your  pardon.  Another  turn ;  this  music  would 
make  an  alderman  dance." 

"  And  you  have  left  off  tumbling  when  you  waltz,  now  ?  " 
Blanche  asked,  archly  looking  up  at  her  partner's  face. 

''One  falls  and  one  gets  up  again  in  life,  Blanche;  you 
know  I  used  to  call  you  so  in  old  times,  and  it  is  the  prettiest 
name  in  the  world ;  besides,  I  have  practised  since  then." 

"And  with  a  great  number  of  partners,  I'm  afraid," 
Blanche  said,  with  a  little  sham  sigh,  and  a  shrug  of  the 
flhoulders.  And  so  in  truth  Mr.  Pen  had  practised  a  good 
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deal  in  this  life ;  and  had  undoubtedly  arrived  at  being  able 
to  dance  better. 

If  Pendennis  was  impertinent  in  his  talk,  Foker,  on  the 
other  hand,  so  bland  and  communicative  on  most  occasions, 
was  entirely  mum  and  melancholy  when  he  danced  with  Miss 
Amory.  To  clasp  her  slender  waist  was  a  rapture,  to  whirl 
round  the  room  with  her  was  a  delirium ;  but  to  speak  to  her, 
what  could  he  say  that  was  worthy  of  her  ?  What  pearl  of 
conversation  could  he  bring  that  was  fit  for  the  acceptance  of 
such  a  Queen  of  love  and  wit  as  Blanche  ?  It  was  she  who 
made  the  talk  when  she  was  in  the  company  of  this  love- 
stricken  partner.  It  was  she  who  asked  him  how  that  dear 
little  pony  was,  and  looked  at  him  and  thanked  him  with  such 
a  tender  kindness  and  regret,  and  refused  the  dear  little  pony 
with  such  a  delicate  sigh  when  he  offered  it.  **  I  have  nobody 
to  ride  with  in  London,"  she  said.  **  Mamma  is  timid,  and 
her  figure  is  not  pretty  on  horseback.  Sir  Francis  never  goes 
out  with  me.  He  loves  me  like — like  a  step-daughter.  Oh, 
how  delightful  it  must  be  to  have  a  father — a  father,  Mr. 
Foker ! " 

**  Oh,  uncommon,''  said  Mr.  Harry,  who  enjoyed  that  bless- 
ing very  calmly,  upon  which,  and  forgetting  the  sentimental 
air  which  she  had  just  before  assumed,  Blanche's  grey  eyes 
gazed  at  Foker  with  such  an  arch  twinkle,  that  both  of  them 
burst  out  laughing,  and  Harry,  enraptured  and  at  his  ease, 
began  to  entertain  her  with  a  variety  of  innocent  prattle- 
good  kmd  simple  Foker  talk,  flavoured  with  many  exj^ressious 
by  no  means  to  be  discovered  in  dictionaries,  and  relating  to 
the  i^ersonal  history  of  himself  or  horses,  or  other  things  dear 
and  important  to  him,  or  to  persons  in  the  ball-room  then 
passing  before  them,  and  about  whose  appearance  or  character 
Mr.  Harry  spoke  with  artless  freedom,  and  a  considerable  dash 
of  humour. 

And  it  was  Blanche  who,  when  the  conversation  flagged, 
and  the  youth's  modesty  came  rushing  back  and  overpowering 
him,  knew  how  to  reanimate  her  companion  :  asked  him  ques- 
tions about  Logwood,  and  whether  it  was  a  pretty  place? 
Whether  he  was  a  hunting-man,  and  whether  he  liked  women 
to  hunt?  (in  which  case  she  was  prepared  to  say  that  she 
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adored  hunting )  —  but  Mr.  Foker  expressing  his  opinion 
against  sporting  females,  and  pointing  out  Lady  Bullfinch, 
who  happened  to  pass  by,  as  a  horse-godmother,  whom  he 
had  seen  at  cover  with  a  cigar  in  her  face,  Blanche  too  ex- 
pressed her  detestation  of  the  sports  of  the  field,  and  said  it 
would  make  her  shudder  to  think  of  a  dear  sweet  little  fox 
being  killed,  on  which  Foker  laughed  and  waltzed  with  renewed 
vigour  and  grace. 

And  at  the  end  of  the  waltz, — the  last  waltz  they  had 
on  that  night, — Blanche  asked  him  about  Drummington,  and 
whether  it  was  a  fine  house.  His  cousins,  she  had  heard,  were 
Tery  accomplished :  Lord  Erith  she  had  met,  and  which  of 
his  cousins  was  his  favourite  ?  Was  it  not  Lady  Ann  ?  Yes, 
she  was  sure  it  was  she :  sure  by  his  looks  and  his  blushes. 
She  was  tired  of  dancing;  it  was  getting  very  late;  she 
must  go  to  mamma ; — and,  without  another  word,  she  sprang 
away  from  Harry  Foker's  arm,  and  seized  upon  Pen's,  who 
was  swaggering  about  the  dancing-room,  and  again  said, 
"  Mamma,  mamma !  —  take  me  to  mamma,  dear  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis ! "  transfixing  Harry  with  a  Parthian  shot,  as  she  fled 
from  him. 

My  Lord  Steyne,  with  garter  and  ribbon,  with  a  bald  head 
and  shining  eyes,  and  a  collar  of  red  whiskers  round  his  face, 
always  looked  grand  upon  an  occasion  of  state ;  and  made  a 
great  effect  upon  Lady  Clavering  when  he  introduced  himself 
to  her  at  the  request  of  the  obsequious  Major  Pendennis. 
With  his  own  white  and  royal  hand,  he  handed  to  her  Lady- 
ship a  glass  of  wine,  said  he  had  heard  of  her  charming 
daughter,  and  begged  to  be  presented  to  her;  and,  at  this 
very  juncture,  Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis  came  up  with  the  young 
lady  on  his  arm. 

The  peer  made  a  profound  bow,  and  Blanche  the  deepest 
curtsey  that  ever  was  seen.  His  Lordship  gave  Mr.  Arthur 
Pendennis  his  hand  to  shake;  said  he  had  read  his  book, 
which  was  very  wicked  and  clever;  asked  Miss  Blanche  if 
she  had  read  it, — at  which  Pen  blushed  and  winced.  Why, 
Blanche  was  one  of  the  heroines  of  the  novel.  Blanche,  in 
black  ringlets  and  a  little  altered,  was  the  Nesera  of  '^  Walter 
Lorraine/* 
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Blanche  had  read  it :  the  language  of  the  eyes  expressed 
her  admiration  and  rapture  at  the  performance.  This  little 
play  being  a<;hieved,  the  Marquis  of  Steyne  made  other  two 
profound  bows  to  Lady  Clavering  and  her  daughter,  and 
passed  on  to  some  other  of  his  guests  at  the  splendid  enter- 
tainment. 

Mamma  and  daughter  were  loud  in  their  expressions  of 
admiration  of  the  noble-  Marquis  so  soon  as  his  broad  back 
was  turned  upon  them.  '*He  said  they  make  a  very  nice 
couple,"  whispered  Major  Pendennis  to  Lady  Clavering.  Did 
he  now,  really  ?  Mamma  thought  they  would ;  Mamma  was 
so  flustered  with  the  honour  which  had  just  been  shown  to 
her,  and  with  other  intoxicating  events  of  the  evening,  that 
her  good  humour  knew  no  bounds.  She  laughed,  she  winked, 
and  nodded  knowingly  at  Pen ;  she  tapped  him  on  the  arm 
with  her  fan ;  she  tapped  Blanche ;  she  tapped  the  Major ; — 
her  contentment  was  boundless,  and  her  method  of  showing 
her  joy  equally  expansive. 

As  the  party  went  down  the  great  staircase  of  Gaunt  House, 
the  morning  had  risen  stark  and  clear  over  the  black  trees  of 
the  square ;  the  skies  wece  tinged  with  pink ;  and  the  cheeks 
of  some  of  the  people  at  the  ball, — ^ah,  how  ghastly  they 
looked !     That  admirable  and  devoted  Major  above  all, — who 
had  been  for  hours  by  Lady  Clavering's  side,  ministering  to 
her  and  feeding  her  body  with  everjihing  that  was  nice,  and 
her  ear  with  everything  that  was  sweet  and  flattering, — oh ! 
what  an  object  he  was !     The  rings  round  his  eyes  were  of 
the  colour  of  bistre;   those  orbs  themselves  were  like  the 
plovers'  eggs  whereof  Lady  Clavering  and  Blanche  had  each 
tasted;  the  wTinkles  in  his  old  face  were  furrowed  in  deep 
gashes;  and  a  silver  stubble,  like  an  elderly  morning  dew, 
was  glittering  on  his  chin,  and  alongside  the  dyed  whiskers, 
now  hmp  and  out  of  curl. 

There  he  stood,  with  admirable  patience,  enduring,  un- 
complaining, a  silent  agony ;  knowing  that  people  could  see 
the  state  of  his  face  (for  could  he  not  himself  perceive  the 
condition  of  others,  males  and  females,  of  his  own  age?) — 
longing  to  go  to  rest  for  hours  past ;  aware  that  suppers  dis- 
agreed with  him,  and  yet  having  eaten  a  little  so  as  to  keep 
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his  friend,  Lady  ClaTering,  in  good  bumour ;  with  twinges  of 
rheumatism  in  the  ba«k  and  knees ;  with  wear;  feet  burning 
in  his  yarnished  boots, — so  tired,  oh,  so  tired  and  longing  for 
bed !  If  a  man,  straggling  with  hardship  and  bravely  over- 
i-oming  it,  is  an  object  of  admiration  for  the  gods,  that  Power 
in  whose  chapels  the  old  Major  was  a  faithful  worshipper 
must  have  looked  upwards  approvingly  upon  the  constancy 
of  FeDdennis's  martyrdom.     There  are  sufferers  in  that  cause 


ss  in  the  other :  the  negroes  in  the  service  of  Mumbo  Jumbo 
tattoo  and  drill  themselves  with  burning  skewers  with  great 
fortitnde ;  and  we  read  that  the  priests  in  the  service  of  Baal 
gashed  themselves  and  bled  freely.  You  who  can  smash 
the  idols,  do  so  with  a  good  courage ;  bat  do  not  be  too 
fieree  with  the  idolaters, — they  worship  the  beat  thing  they 
know. 

The  Fendeunises,  the  elder  and  the  younger,  waited  with 
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Lady  Clavering  and  her  daughter  until  her  Ladyship's  carriage 
was  announced,  when  the  elder's  martyrdom  may  be  said  to 
have  come  to  an  end,  for  the  good-natured  Begum  insisted 
upon  leaving  him  at  his  door  in  Bury  Street ;  so  he  took  the 
back  seat  of  the  carriage,  after  a  feeble  bow  or  two,  and  speech 
of  thanks,  polite  to  the  last,  and  resolute  in  doing  his  duty. 
The  Begum  waved  her  dumpy  little  hand  by  way  of  farewell 
to  Arthur  and  Foker,  and  Blanche  smiled  languidly  out  upon 
the  young  men,  thinking  whether  she  looked  very  wan  and 
green  under  her  rose-coloured  hood,  and  whether  it  was  the 
mirrors  at  Gaunt  House,  or  the  fatigue  and  fever  of  her  own 
eyes,  which  made  her  fancy  herself  so  pale. 

Arthur,  perhaps,  saw  quite  well  how  yellow  Blanche  looked, 
but  did  not  attribute  that  peculiarity  of  her  complexion  to  the 
effect  of  the  looking-glasses,  or  to  any  error  in  his  sight  or  her 
own.  Our  young  man  of  the  world  could  use  his  eyes  very 
keenly,  and  could  see  Blanche's  face  pretty  much  as  nature 
ha<l  made  it.  But  for  poor  Foker  it  had  a  radiance  which 
dazzled  and  blinded  him :  he  could  see  no  more  faults  in  it 
than  in  the  sun,  which  was  now  flaring  over  the  house-tops. 

Amongst  other  wicked  London  habits  which  Pen  had  ac- 
quired, the  moralist  will  remark  that  he  ha^l  got  to  keep  very 
bad  hours ;  and  often  was  going  to  bed  at  the  time  when  sober 
country  people  were  thinking  of  leaving  it.  Men  get  used  to 
one  hour  as  to  another.  Editors  of  newspapers,  Covent- 
Garden  market  people,  night  cabmen  and  coffee-sellers,  chim- 
ney-sweeps, and  gentlemen  and  ladies  of  fashion  who  fre- 
quent balls,  are  often  quite  lively  at  tliree  or  four  o'clock  of 
a  morning,  when  ordinary  mortals  ai'e  snoring.  We  have 
shown  in  the  last  chapter  how  Pen  was  in  a  brisk  condition  of 
mind  at  this  period,  inclined  to  smoke  his  cigar  at  ease,  and 
to  speak  freely. 

Foker  and  Pen  walked  away  from  Gaunt  House,  then, 
indulging  in  both  the  above  amusements:  or  rather  Pen 
talked,  and  Foker  looked  as  if  he  wanted  to  say  something. 
Pen  was  sarcastic  and  dandified  when  he  had  been  in  the 
company  of  great  folks ;  he  could  not  help  imitating  some  of 
their  airs  and  tones,  and  having  a  most  lively  imagination, 
mistook  himself  for  a  person  of  importance  very  easily.     He 
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rattled  away,  and  attacked  this  person  and  that ;  sneered  at 
Lady  John  Tumbull^s  bad  French,  which  her  Ladyship  will 
introduce  into  all  conversations  in  spite  of  the  sneers  of  every- 
body ;  at  Mrs.  Slack  Boper*s  extraordinary  costume  and  sham 
jewels;  at  the  old  dandies  and  the  young  ones; — at  whom 
didn't  he  sneer  and  laugh  ? 

"You  fire  at  everybody,  Pen — ^you're  grown  awful,  that 
you  are,"  Foker  said.  "  Now  you've  pulled  about  Blondel's 
yellow  wig,  and  Colchicum's  black  one,  why  don't  you  have  a 
shy  at  a  brown  one,  hay  ?  you  know  whose  I  mean.  It  got 
into  Lady  Clavering's  carriage." 

"  Under  my  uncle's  hat  ?  My  uncle  is  a  martyr,  Foker, 
my  boy.  My  uncle  has  been  doing  excruciating  duties  all 
night.  He  likes  to  go  to  bed  rather  early.  He  has  a  dread- 
ful headache  if  he  sits  up  and  touches  supper.  He  always 
has  the  gout  if  he  walks  or  stands  much  at  a  ball.  He  has 
been  sitting  up,  and  standing  up,  and  supping.  He  has  gone 
home  to  the  gout  and  the  headache,  and  for  my  sake.  Shall 
I  make  fun  of  the  old  boy  ?  no,  not  for  Venice  !  " 

"How  do  you  mean  that  he  has  been  doing  it  for  your 
sake  ?  "  Foker  asked,  looking  rather  alarmed. 

"  Boy !  canst  thou  keep  a  secret  if  I  impart  it  to  thee  ?  " 
Pen  cried  out,  in  high  spirits.  "Art  thou  of  good  counsel? 
Wilt  thou  swear  ?  Wilt  thou  be  mum,  or  wilt  thou  peach  ? 
Will  thou  be  silent  and  hear,  or  wilt  thou  speak  and  die  ?  " 
And  as  he  spoke,  flinging  himself  into  an  absurd  theatrical 
attitude,  the  men  in  the  cab-stand  in  Piccadilly  wondered  ^nd 
grinned  at  the  antics  of  the  two  young  swells. 

"  What  the  doose  are  you  driving  at  ?  "  Foker  asked,  look- 
ing very  much  agitated. 

Pen,  however,  did  not  remark  this  agitation  much,  but 
continued  in  the  same  bantering  and  excited  vein.  "  Henry, 
friend  of  my  youth,"  he  said,  "  and  witness  of  my  early  follies, 
though  dull  at  thy  books,  yet  thou  art  not  altogether  de- 
prived of  sense, — nay,  blush  not,  Henrico,  thou  hast  a  good 
portion  of  that,  and  of  courage  and  kindness  too,  at  the 
service  of  thy  friends.  Were  I  in  a  strait  of  poverty,  I  would 
come  to  my  Foker's  purse.  Were  I  in  grief,  I  would  discharge 
my  grief  upon  his  sympathising  bosom " 
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**  Gammon,  Pen — go  on,"  Foker  said. 

**  I  would,  Henrico,  upon  thy  studs,  and  upon  thy  cambric 
worked  by  the  hands  of  beauty  to  adorn  the  breast  of  valour ! 
Know  then,  friend  of  my  boyhood's  days,  that  Arthur  Pen- 
dennis,  of  the  Upper  Temple,  student-at-law,  feels  that  he  is 
growing  lonely,  and  old  Care  is  furrowing  his  temples,  and 
Baldness  is  busy  with  his  crown.  Shall  we  stop  and  have  a 
drop  of  coffee  at  this  stall,  it  looks  very  hot  and  nice  ?  Look 
how  that  cabman  is  blowing  at  his  saucer.  No,  you  won't? 
Aristocrat !  I  resume  my  tale.  I  am  getting  on  in  life.  I 
have  got  devilish  little  money.  I  want  some.  I  am  thinking 
of  getting  some,  and  settling  in  life.  I'm  thinking  of  settling. 
I'm  thinking  of  marrying,  old  boy.  I'm  thinking  of  becom- 
ing a  moral  man :  a  steady  port  and  sherry  character :  with 
a  good  reputation  in  my  qtiartier,  and  a  moderate  establish- 
ment of  two  maids  and  a  man — with  an  occasional  brougham 
to  drive  out  Mrs.  Pendennis,  and  a  house  near  the  Parks  for 
the  accommodation  of  the  children.  Ha !  what  sayest  thou  ? 
Answer  thy  friend,  thou  worthy  child  of  beer.  Speak,  I  ad- 
jure thee  by  all  thy  vats." 

**  But  you  ain't  got  any  money.  Pen,"  said  the  other,  still 
looking  alarmed. 

**I  ain't?  No,  but  she  'ave.  I  tell  thee  there  is  gold  in 
store  for  me — not  what  yon  call  money,  niursed  in  the  lap  of 
luxury,  and  cradled  on  grains,  and  drinking  in  wealth  from 
a  thousand  mash-tubs.  What  do  you  know  about  montjy? 
What  is  poverty  to  you  is  splendour  to  the  hardy  son  of  the 
himible  apothecary.  You  can't  live  without  an  establishment, 
and  your  houses  in  town  and  coimtry.  A  snug  little  house 
somewhere  off  Belgravia,  a  brougham  for  my  wife,  a  decent 
cook,  and  a  fair  bottle  of  wine  for  my  friends  at  home  some- 
times; these  simple  necessaries  suffice  for  me,  my  Foker." 
And  here  Pendennis  began  to  look  more  serious.  Without 
bantering  further.  Pen  continued,  "I've  rather  serious  thoughts 
of  settling  and  marrying.  No  man  can  get  on  in  the  world 
without  some  money  at  his  back.  You  must  have  a  certain 
stake  to  begin  with,  before  you  can  go  in  and  play  the  great 
game.  Who  knows  that  I'm  not  going  to  try,  old  feUow? 
Worse  men  than  I  have  won  at  it.    And  as  I  have  not  got 
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enough  capital  from  my  fathers,  I  must  get  some  by  my  wife 
—that's  all." 

They  were  walking  down  Grosvenor  Street,  as  they  talked, 
or  rather  as  Pen  talked,  in  the  selfish  fulness  of  his  heart ; 
and  Mr.  Pen  must  have  been  too  much  occupied  with  his  own 
affairs  to  remark  the  concern  and  agitation  of  his  neighbour, 
for  he  continued — "We  are  no  longer  children,  you  know, 
you  and  I,  Harry.  Bah  !  the  time  of  our  romance  has  passed 
away.  We  don't  marry  for  passion,  but  for  prudence  and  for 
establishment.  What  do  you  take  your  cousin  for  ?  Because 
she  is  a  nice  girl,  and  an  Earl's  daughter,  and  the  old  folks 
wish  it,  and  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  And  you,  Pendennis,"  asked  Foker,  "  you  ain't  very  fond 
of  the  girl — you're  going  to  marry  ?  " 

Pen  shrugged  his  shoulders.  **  Comme  ^a,"  said  he ;  **  I 
like  her  well  enough.  She's  pretty  enough ;  she's  clever 
enough.  I  think  she'll  do  very  well.  And  she  has  got  money 
enough — that's  the  great  point.  Psha !  you  know  who  she  is, 
don't  you?  I  thought  you  were  sweet  on  her  yourself  one 
night  when  we  dined  with  her  mamma.     It's  little  Amory." 

"I — I  thought  so,"  Foker  said:  "and  has  she  accepted 
you  ?  " 

"  Not  quite,"  Arthur  replied,  with  a  confident  smile,  which 
seemed  to  say,  I  have  but  to  ask,  and  she  comes  to  me  that 
instant. 

"  Oh,  not  quite,"  said  Foker ;  and  he  broke  out  with  such 
a  dreadful  laugh,  that  Pen,  for  the  first  time,  turned  his 
thoughts  from  himself  towards  his  companion,  and  was  struck 
by  the  other's  ghastly  pale  face. 

"  My  dear  fellow,  Fo !  what's  the  matter  ?  You're  ill," 
Pen  said,  in  a  tone  of  real  concern. 

"  You  think  it  was  the  champagne  at  Gaunt  House,  don't 
you?  It  ain't  that.  Come  in;  let  me  talk  to  you  for  a 
minute.  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is.  D it,  let  me  tell  some- 
body," Poker  said. 

They  were  at  Mr.  Foker's  door  by  this  time,  and,  opening 
it,  Harry  walked  with  his  friend  into  his  apartments,  which 
were  situated  in  the  back  part  of  the  house,  and  behind  the 
family  dining-roomi  where  the  elder  Foker  received  his  guests, 
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surrounded  by  pictures  of  himself,  his  wife,  his  iufant  son  on 
a  donkey,  and  the  late  Earl  of  Gravesend  in  his  robes  as  a 
Peer.  Foker  and  Pen  passed  by  this  chamber,  now  closed 
with  death-Uke  shutters,  and  entered  into  the  young  man's 
own  quarters.  Dusky  streams  of  sunbeams  were  playing  into 
that  room,  and  lighting  up  poor  Harry's  gallery  of  dancing 
girls  and  opera  nymphs  with  flickering  illuminations. 

"Look  here!  I  can't  help  telling  you,  Pen,"  he  said. 
"Ever  since  the  night  we  dined  there,  I'm  so  fond  of  that 
girl,  that  I  think  I  shall  die  if  I  don't  get  her.  I  feel  as  if  I 
should  go  mad  sometimes.  I  can't  stand  it.  Pen.  I  couldn't 
bear  to  hear  you  talking  about  her,  just  now,  about  marrjdng 
her  only  because  she's  money.  Ah,  Pen  !  that  ain't  the  ques- 
tion in  marrying.  I'd  bet  anything  it  ain't.  Talking  about 
money  and  such  a  girl  as  that,  it's — it's — what-d'ye-call- 
'em — ifoii  know  what  I  mean — I  ain't  good  at  talking— sacri- 
lege, then.  If  she'd  have  me,  I'd  take  and  sweep  a  crossing, 
that  I  would  !  " 

**  Poor  Fo !  I  don't  think  that  would  tempt  her,"  Pen  said, 
eyeing  his  friend  with  a  great  deal  of  real  good-natm-e  and 
pity.     "  She  is  not  a  girl  for  love  and  a  cottage." 

**  She  ought  to  be  a  duchess,  I  know  that  very  well,  and  I 
know  she  wouldn't  take  me  unless  I  could  make  her  a  great 
place  in  the  world — for  I  ain't  good  for  anything  myself  much 
— I  ain't  clever  and  that  sort  of  thing,"  Foker  said  sadly. 
"  If  I  had  all  the  diamonds  that  all  the  duchesses  and  mar- 
chionesses had  on  to-night,  wouldn't  I  put  'em  in  her  lap  ? 
But  what's  the  use  of  talking  ?  I'm  booked  for  another  race. 
It's  that  kills  mo,  Pen.  I  can't  get  out  of  it ;  though  I  die,  I 
can't  get  out  of  it.  And  though  my  cousin's  a  nice  girl,  and 
I  like  her  very  well,  and  that,  yet  I  hadn't  seen  this  one  when 
our  governors  settled  that  matter  between  us.  And  when  you 
talked,  just  now,  about  her  doing  very  well,  and  about  her 
having  money  enough  for  both  of  you,  I  thought  to  myself  it 
isn't  money  or  mere  liking  a  girl,  that  ought  to  be  enough  to 
make  a  fellow  marry.  He  may  marry,  and  find  he  likes  some- 
body else  better.  All  the  money  in  the  world  won't  make  you 
happy  then.  Look  at  me;  I've  plenty  of  money,  or  shall 
have,  out  of  the  mash-tubs,  as  you  call  'em.     My  Governor 
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thought  he'd  made  it  all  right  for  me  in  settling  my  marriage 
with  my  cousin.  I  tell  you  it  won't  do ;  and  when  Lady  Ann 
has  got  her  husband,  it  won't  be  happy  for  either  of  us,  and 
she'll  have  the  most  miserable  beggar  in  town." 

"  Poor  old  fellow ! "  Pen  said,  with  rather  a  cheap  mag- 
nanimity, "  I  wish  I  could  help  you.  I  had  no  idea  of  this, 
and  that  you  were  so  wild  about  the  girl.  Do  you  think  she 
would  have  you  without  your  money  ?  No.  Do  you  think 
your  father  would  agree  to  break  off  your  engagement  with 
your  cousin  ?  You  know  him  very  well,  and  that  he  would 
cast  you  off  rather  than  do  so." 

The  unhappy  Foker  only  groaned  a  reply,  flinging  himself 
prostrate  on  a  sofa,  face  forwards,  his  head  in  his  hands. 

"As  for  my  affair,"  Pen  went  on — "my  dear  fellow,  if  I 
had  thought  matters  were  so  critical  with  you,  at  least  I 
would  not  have  pained  you  by  choosing  you  as  my  confidant. 
And  my  business  is  not  serious,  at  least  not  as  yet.  I  have 
not  spoken  a  word  about  it  to  Miss  Amory.  Very  likely  she 
would  not  have  me  if  I  asked  her.  Only  I  have  had  a  great 
deal  of  talk  about  it  with  my  uncle,  who  says  that  the  match 
might  be  an  eligible  one  for  me.  I'm  ambitious  and  I'm  poor. 
And  it  appears  Lady  Clavering  will  give  her  a  good  deal  of 
money,  and  Sir  Francis  might  be  got  to — never  mind  the 
rest.  Nothing  is  settled,  Harry.  They  are  going  out  of 
town  directly.  I  promise  you  I  won't  ask  her  before  she 
goes.  There's  no  hurry :  there's  time  for  everybody.  But 
suppose  you  got  her,  Foker.  Remember  what  you  said  about 
marriages  just  now,  and  the  misery  of  a  man  who  doesn't 
care  for  his  wife;  and  what  sort  of  a  wife  would  you  have 
who  didn't  care  for  her  husband  ?  " 

"  But  she  would  care  for  me,"  said  Foker,  from  his  sofa — 
"that  is,  I  think  she  would.  Last  night  only,  as  we  were 
(lancing,  she  said " 

"What  did  she  say?"  Pen  cried,  starting  up  in  great 
^Tath.  But  he  saw  his  own  meaning  more  clearly  than 
Foker,  and  broke  off  with  a  laugh — "  Well,  never  mind  what 
she  said,  Harry.  Miss  Amory  is  a  clever  girl,  and  says 
numbers  of  civil  things— to  you — to  me,  perhaps — and  who 
the  deuce   knows  to  whom  besides?    Nothing's  settled,  old 
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boy.  At  least,  vty  heart  won't  break  if  I  don't  get  her.  Win 
her  if  you  can,  and  I  wish  you  joy  of  her.  Good-bye  !  Don't 
think  about  what  I  said  to  you.  I  was  excited,  and  con- 
foundedly thirsty  in  those  hot  rooms,  and  didn't,  I  suppose, 
put  enough  Seltzer  water  into  the  chamimgne.  Good-night ! 
ril  keep  your  counsel  too.  *  Mum '  is  the  word  between  us  ; 
and  *  let  there  be  a  fair  fight,  and  let  the  best  man  win,'  as 
Peter  Crawley  says." 

So  saying,  Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis,  giving  a  very  queer  and 
rather  dangerous  look  at  his  companion,  shook  him  by  the 
hand,  with  something  of  that  sort  of  cordiality  which  befitted 
his  just  repeated  simile  of  the  boxmg-match,  and  which  Mr. 
Bendigo  displays  when  he  shakes  hands  with  Mr.  Gaunt  before 
they  fight  each  other  for  the  chamjnon's  belt  and  two  hundred 
pounds  a-side.  Foker  returned  his  friend's  salute  with  an 
imploring  look,  and  a  piteous  squeeze  of  the  hand,  sank  back 
on  his  cushions  again,  and  Pen,  putting  on  his  hat,  strode 
forth  into  the  air,  and  almost  over  the  body  of  the  matutinal 
housemaid,  who  was  rubbing  the  steps  at  the  door. 

**  And  so  he  wants  her  too,  does  he  ?  "  thought  Pen  as  he 
marched  along — and  noted  within  himself  with  a  fatal  keen- 
ness of  perception  and  almost  an  infernal  mischief,  that  the 
very  pains  and  tortures  which  that  honest  heart  of  Foker's 
was  sufiering  gave  a  zest  and  an  impetus  to  his  own  pursuit 
of  Blanche :  if  pursuit  that  might  be  called  w^hich  had  been 
no  pursuit  as  yet,  but  mere  sport  and  idle  dallying.  "  She 
said  something  to  him,  did  she?  perhaps  she  gave  him  the 
fellow  flower  to  this :  "  and  he  took  out  of  his  coat  and 
twiddled  in  his  thumb  and  finger  a  poor  little  shrivelled 
crumpled  bud  that  had  faded  and  blackened  with  the  heat 
and  flare  of  the  night. — **I  wonder  to  how  many  more  she 
has  given  her  artless  tokens  of  affection— the  little  flirt !  " — 
and  he  flung  his  into  the  gutter,  where  the  water  may  have 
refreshed  it,  and  where  any  amateur  of  rosebuds  may  have 
picked  it  up.  And  then  bethinking  him  that  the  day  was 
quite  bright,  and  that  the  passers-by  might  be  staring  at  his 
beard  and  white  neckcloth,  our  modest  young  gentleman  took 
a  cab  and  drove  to  the  Temple. 
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Ah !  is  this  the  boy  that  prayed  at  his  mother's  knee  but 
a  few  years  since,  and  for  whom  very  Ukely  at  this  hour  of 
morning  she  is  praying  ?  Is  this  jaded  and  selfish  worldling 
the  lad  who,  a  short  while  back,  was  ready  to  fling  away  his 
worldly  all,  his  hope,  his  ambition,  his  chance  of  life,  for  his 
love  ?  This  is  the  man  you  are  proud  of,  old  Pendennis.  You 
boast  of  having  formed  him :  and  of  having  reasoned  him  out 
of  his  absurd  romance  and  folly — and  groaning  in  your  bed 
over  your  pains  and  rheumatisms,  satisfy  yourself  still  by 
thinking,  that,  at  last,  that  lad  will  do  something  to  better 
himself  in  life,  and  that  the  Pendennises  will  take  a  good 
place  in  the  world.  And  is  he  the  only  one,  who  in  his  pro- 
gress through  this  dark  life  goes  wilfully  or  fatally  astray, 
whilst  the  natural  truth  and  love  which  should  illumine  him 
grow  dim  in  the  poisoned  aii-,  and  suffice  to  light  him  no 
more? 

When  Pen  was  gone  away,  poor  Harry  Foker  got  up  from 
the  sofa,  and  taking  out  from  his  waistcoat— the  splendidly 
buttoned,  the  gorgeously  embroidered,  the  work  of  his  mamma 
— a  Uttle  white  rose-bud,  he  drew  from  his  dressing-case,  also 
the  maternal  present,  a  pair  of  scissors,  with  which  he  nipped 
carefully  the  stalk  of  the  flower,  and  placing  it  in  a  glass  of 
water  opposite  his  bed,  he  sought  refuge  there  from  care  and 
bitter  remembrances. 

It  is  to  be  presumed  that  Miss  Blanche  Amory  had  more 
than  one  rose  in  her  bouquet,  and  why  should  not  the  kind 
young  creature  give  out  of  her  superfluity,  and  make  as  many 
partners  as  possible  happy  ? 
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MONSEIGNEUB   s'aMCSE. 

HE  esertiona  of  that  last 
Dight  at  Gatint  House  bad 
proved  almost  too  much 
for  Major  Fendenais ;  and 
as  soon  as  he  couJd  move 
his  weary  old  body  with 
safety,  he  transported  him- 
self gi'oaning  to  Buxton,  and 
Rougbt  relief  in  the  heal- 
ing waters  of  that  placf. 
Parliament  broke  up.  Sir 
Francis  Clavering  and  fa- 
mily left  town,  and  the 
afTairo  which  we  have  just 
mentioned  to  the  reader 
were  not  ad\'anced,  in  the 
brief  interval  of  a  fow  tlnys  or  weeks  which  have  occurred 
hetwecn  tliis  and  the  last  chapter.  Tbe  town  was,  however, 
emptied  since  then. 

The  season  wan  now  come  to  a  conclusion :  Pen's  neigh- 
Iwurs,  tlie  lawyers,  were  gone  upon  circuit:  and  his  more 
fashionable  friends  \\nA  taken  their  passports  for  the  Con- 
tinent, or  had  rifd  for  henlth  or  excitement  to  the  Scotch 
moors.  Scarce  a  man  was  to  be  seen  in  the  bow-windows 
of  the  chibs,  or  on  the  solitary  PaJl  Mall  pavement.  The 
red  jackets  had  disappeared  from  before  the  Falace-gate :  the 
tradesmen  of  St.  James's  were  abroad  taking  their  pleasure : 
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the  tailors  had  grown  mnstachios  and  were  gone  up  the  Bhine : 
the  bootmakers  were  at  Ems  or  Baden,  blushing  when  they 
met  their  customers  at  those  places  of  recreation,  or  punting 
beside  their  creditors  at  the  gambling-tables :  the  clergymen 
of  St.  James's  only  preached  to  half  a  congi-egation,  in  which 
there  was  not  a  single  sinner  of  distinction :  the  band  in 
Kensington  Crardens  had  shut  up  their  instruments  of  brass 
and  trumpets  of  silver:  only  two  or  three  old  flys  and  chaises 
crawled  by  the  banks  of  the  Serpentine,  and  Clarence  Bulbul, 
who  was  retained  in  town  by  his  arduous  duties  as  a  Treasury 
clerk,  when  he  took  his  afternoon  ride  in  Botten  Bow,  com- 
pared its  loneliness  to  the  vastness  of  the  Arabian  desert,  and 
himself  to  a  Bedouin  wending  his  way  through  that  dusty 
solitude.  Warrington  stowed  away  a  quantity  of  cavendish 
tobacco  in  his  carpet-bag,  and  betook  himself,  as  his  custom 
was  in  the  vacation,  to  his  brother's  house  in  Norfolk.  Pen 
was  left  alone  in  chambers  for  a  while,  for  this  man  of  fashion 
could  not  quit  the  metropolis  when  he  chose  always :  and  was 
at  present  detained  by  the  affairs  of  his  newspaper,  the  Va\l 
Mail  Gazette,  of  which  he  acted  as  the  editor  and  charge 
d'affaires  during  the  temporary  absence  of  the  chief.  Captain 
Shandon,  who  was  with  his  family  at  the  salutary  watering- 
place  of  Boulogne-sur-Mer. 

Although,  as  we  have  seen,  Mr.  Pen  had  pronounced  him- 
self for  years  past  to  be  a  man  perfectly  blase  and  wearied  of 
life,  yet  the  truth  is  that  he  was  an  exceedingly  healthy  young 
fellow  still ;  with  a  fine  appetite,  which  he  satisfied  with  the 
greatest  relish  and  satisfaction  at  least  once  a-day;  and  a 
constant  desire  for  society,  which  showed  him  to  be  anything 
but  misanthropical.  If  he  could  not  get  a  good  dinner  he 
sate  down  to  a  bad  one  with  entire  contentment ;  if  he  could 
not  procure  the  company  of  witty  or  great  or  beautiful  persons, 
he  put  np  with  any  society  that  came  to  hand ;  and  was  per- 
fectly satisfied  in  a  tavern  parlour  or  on  board  a  Greenwich 
steamboat,  or  in  a  jaunt  to  Hampstead  with  Mr.  Finucane, 
his  colleague  at  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette;  or  in  a  visit  to  the 
summer  theatres  across  the  river:  or  to  the  Boyal  Gardens 
of  Vauxhall,  where  he  was  on  terms  of  friendship  with  the 
great  Simpson,  and  where  he  shook  the  principal  comic  singer 
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or  the  lovely  equestrian  of  the  arena  by  the  hand.  And  \7hile 
he  could  watch  the  grimaces  or  the  graces  of  these  with  a 
satiric  humour  that  was  not  deprived  of  sympathy,  he  could 
look  on  with  an  eye  of  kindness  at  the  lookers-on  too ;  at  the 
roystering  youth  bent  upon  enjoyment,  and  here  taking  it: 
at  the  honest  parents,  with  their  delighted  children  laughing 
and  clapping  their  hands  at  the  show :  at  the  poor  outcasts^ 
whose  laughter  was  less  innocent  though  perhaps  louder,  and 
who  brought  their  shame  and  their  youth  here,  to  dance  and 
be  merry  till  the  dawn  at  least ;  and  to  get  bread  and  drown 
care.  Of  this  sympathy  with  all  conditions  of  men  Arthur 
often  boasted :  he  was  pleased  to  possess  it :  and  said  that  he 
hoped  thus  to  the  last  he  should  retain  it.  As  another  man 
has  an  ardour  for  art  or  music,  or  natural  science,  Mr.  Pen 
said  that  anthropology  was  his  favourite  pursuit ;  and  had  his 
«yes  always  eagerly  open  to  its  infinite  varieties  and  beauties: 
i^ontemplating  with  an  unfailing  delight  all  specimens  of  it  in 
all  places  to  which  he  resorted,  whether  it  was  the  coquetting 
of  a  wrinkled  dowager  in  a  l)all-room,  or  a  highbred  young 
beauty  blushing  in  her  prime  there ;  whether  it  was  a  hulking 
guardsman  coaxing  a  servant-girl  in  the  Park — or  innocent 
little  Tommy  that  was  feeding  the  ducks  whilst  the  nurse 
listened.  And  indeed  a  man,  whose  heart  is  pretty  clean, 
can  indulge  in  this  pursuit  with  an  enjoyment  that  never 
ceases,  and  is  only  perhaps  the  more  keen  because  it  is  secret 
and  has  a  touch  of  sadness  in  it ;  Ijecause  he  is  of  his  mood 
and  humour  lonolj-,  and  apart  although  not  alone. 

Yes,  Pen  used  to  brag  and  talk  in  his  impetuous  way  to 
Warrington.  **  I  was  in  love  so  fiercely  in  my  youth,  that  I 
have  burned  out  that  flame  for  ever,  I  think;  and  if  ever  I 
marry,  it  will  be  a  marriage  of  reason  that  I  will  make,  with  * 
a  well-bred,  good-tempered,  good-lookhig  person  who  has  a 
little  money,  and  so  forth,  that  will  cushion  our  carriage  in 
its  course  through  life.  As  for  romance,  it  is  all  done;  I 
have  spent  that  out,  and  am  old  before  my  time — I'm  proud 
of  it." 

**  Stuff !  "  growled  the  other,  "  you  fancied  you  were  getting 
l)ald  the  other  day,  and  bragged  about  it  as  you  do  about 
everything.     But  you   began   to   use  the  bear's-grease  pot 
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directly  the  hair-dresser  told  you;   and  are  scented  like  a 
barber  ever  since." 

"  You  are  Diogenes,"  the  other  answered,  "  and  you  want 
every  man  to  live  in  a  tub  like  yourself.  Violets  smell  better 
than  stale  tobacco,  you  grizzly  old  cynic."  But  Mr.  Pen  was 
blushing  whilst  he  made  this  reply  to  his  unromantical  friend, 
and  indeed  cared  a  great  deal  more  about  himself  still  than 
such  a  philosopher  perhaps  should  have  done.  Indeed,  con- 
sidering that  he  was  careless  about  the  world,  Mr.  Pen  orna- 
mented his  person  with  no  small  pains  in  order  to  make 
himself  agreeable  to  it,  and  for  a  weary  pilgrim  as  he  was, 
wore  very  tight  boots  and  bright  varnish. 

It  was  in  this  dull  season  of  the  year  then,  of  a  shining 
Friday  night  in  autumn,  that  Mr.  Pendennis,  having  com- 
pleted at  his  newspaper  office  a  brilliant  leading  article — such 
as  Captain  Shandon  himself  might  have  written,  had  the 
Captain  been  in  good  humour,  and  inclined  to  work,  which 
he  never  would  do  except  under  compulsion — that  Mr.  Arthur 
Pendennis  having  written  his  article,  and  reviewed  it  approv- 
ingly as  it  lay  before  him  in  its  wet  proof-sheet  at  the  office 
of  the  paper,  bethought  him  that  he  would  cross  the  water, 
and  regale  himself  with  the  fireworks  and  other  amusements 
of  Yauxhall.  So  he  afifably  put  in  his  pocket  the  order  which 
admitted  "Editor  of  l\xU  Mall  Gazette  and  friend"  to  that 
place  of  recreation,  and  paid  with  the  coin  of  the  realm  a 
sufficient  sum  to  enable  him  to  cross  Waterloo  Bridge.  The 
walk  thence  to  the  Gardens  was  pleasant,  the  stars  were 
shining  in  the  skies  above,  looking  down  upon  the  royal  pro- 
perty, whence  the  rockets  and  Soman  candles  had  not  yet 
ascended  to  outshine  the  stars. 

Before  you  enter  the  enchanted  ground,  where  twenty 
thousand  additional  lamps  are  burned  every  night  as  usual, 
most  of  us  have  passed  through  the  black  and  dreary  passage 
and  wickets  which  hide  the  splendours  of  Vauxhall  from  un- 
initiated men.  In  the  walls  of  this  passage  are  two  holef^ 
strongly  illuminated,  in  the  midst  of  which  you  see  two 
gentlemen  at  desks,  where  they  will  take  either  your  money 
as  a  private  individual,  or  your  order  of  admission  if  you  are 
provided  with  that  passport  to  the  Gardens.  Pen  went  to 
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exhibit  his  ticket  at  the  last-named  orifice,  where,  however,  a 
gentleman  and  two  ladies  were  already  in  parley  before  him. 

The  gentleman,  whose  hat  was  very  much  on  one  side, 
and  who  wore  a  short  and  shabby  cloak  in  an  excessively 
smart  manner,  was  crying  out  in  a  voice  which  Pen  at  once 
recognised — 

**  Bedad,  sir,  if  ye  doubt  me  honour,  will  ye  obleege  me  by 
stipping  out  of  that  box,  and " 

"  Lor,  Capting !  "  cried  the  elder  lady. 

**  Don't  bother  me,"  said  the  man  in  the  box. 

"  And  ask  Mr.  Hodgen  himself,  who's  in  the  gyardens,  to 
let  these  leedies  pass.  Don't  be  froightened,  me  dear  madam, 
I'm  not  going  to  quarl  with  this  gintleman,  at  any  reet  before 
leedies.  Will  ye  go,  sir,  and  desoire  Mr.  Hodgen  (whose 
orther  I  keem  in  with,  and  he's  me  most  intemate  friend, 
and  I  know  he's  goan  to  sing  the  *  Body  Snatcher '  here  to- 
noight),  with  Captain  Costigan's  compliments,  to  stip  out  and 
let  in  the  leedies — for  meself,  sir,  oi've  seen  Vauxhall,  and  I 
scawrun  any  interfayrance  on  moi  account:  but  for  these 
leedies,  one  of  them  has  never  been  there,  and  oi  should 
think  ye'd  hardly  take  advantage  of  me  misfartune  in  losing 
the  tickut,  to  deproive  her  of  her  pleasure." 

'*  It  ain't  no  use,  Captain.  I  can't  go  about  your  busi- 
ness," the  checktaker  said ;  on  which  the  Captain  swore  an 
oath,  and  the  elder  lady  said,  "  Lor,  'ow  provokin' !  "^ 

As  for  the  young  one,  she  looked  up  at  the  Captain  and 
said,  **  Never  mind,  Captain  Costigan,  Fm  sure  I  don't  want 
to  go  at  all.  Come  away,  Mamma."  And  with  this,  although 
she  did  not  want  to  go  at  all,  her  feelings  overcame  her,  and 
she  began  to  cry. 

**  Me  poor  child !  "  the  Captain  said.  **  Can  ye  see  that, 
sir,  and  will  ye  not  let  this  innocent  creatm-e  in  ?  " 

"It  ain't  my  business,"  cried  the  doorkeei>er,  peevishly, 
out  of  the  illuminated  box.  And  at  this  minute  Arthur  came 
up,  and  recognising  Costigan,  said,  "Don't  you  know  me, 
Captain  ?  Peiidennis  !  "  And  he  took  off  his  hat  and  made 
a  bow  to  the  two  la<lies.  "  Me  dear  boy !  Me  dear  friend ! " 
cried  the  Captain,  extending  towards  Pendennis  the  grasp  of 
friendship;  and  he  rapidly  explained  to  the  other  what  he 
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called  "  a  most  unluckee  conthratong."  He  had  an  order  for 
Vauxhall,  admitting  two,  from  Mr.  Hodgen,  then  within  the 
Gardens,  and  singing  (as  he  did  at  the  Back  Kitchen  and  the 
nobility's  concerts)  the  "Body  Snatcher,"  the  "Death  of 
General  Wolfe,"  the  "  Banner  of  Blood,"  and  other  favourite 
melodies;  and,  having  this  order  for  the  admission  of  two 
persons,  he  thought  that  it  would  admit  three,  and  had  come 
accordingly  to  the  Gardens  with  his  friends.  But,  on  his 
way.  Captain  Costigan  had  lost  the  paper  of  admission — it 
was  not  forthcoming  at  all ;  and  the  leedies  must  go  back 
again,  to  the  great  disappointment  of  one  of  them,  as  Pen- 
dennis  saw. 

Arthur  had  a  great  deal  of  good  nature  for  everybody,  and 
how  could  he  refuse  his  sympathy  in  such  a  case  as  this  ?  He 
had  seen  the  innocent  face  as  it  looked  up  to  the  Captain,  the 
appealing  look  of  the  girl,  the  piteous  quiver  of  the  mouth, 
and  the  final  outburst  of  tears.  If  it  had  been  his  last  guinea 
in  the  world,  he  must  have  paid  it  to  have  given  the  poor  little 
thing  pleasure.  She  turned  the  sad  imploring  eyes  away 
directly  they  lighted  upon  a  stranger,  and  began  to  wipe  them 
with  her  handkerchief.  Arthur  looked  very  handsome  and 
kind  as  he  stood  before  the  women,  with  his  hat  ofif,  blush- 
ing, bowing,  generous,  a  gentleman.  "Who  are  they?"  he 
asked  of  himself.  He  thought  he  had  seen  the  elder  lady 
before. 

"  If  I  can  be  of  any  service  to  you.  Captain  Costigan,"  the 
young  man  said,  "  I  hope  you  will  command  me.  Is  there 
any  difficulty  about  taking  these  ladies  into  the  garden? 
Will  you  kindly  make  use  of  my  purse  ?  And — and  I  have  a 
ticket  myself  which  will  admit  two — I  hope,  ma'am,  you  will 
permit  me  ?  " 

The  first  impulse  of  the  Prince  of  Fairoaks  was  to  pay  for 
the  whole  party,  and  to  make  away  with  his  newspaper  order 
as  poor  Costigan  had  done  with  his  own  ticket.  But  his  in- 
stinct, and  the  appearance  of  the  two  women,  told  him  that 
they  would  be  better  pleased  if  he  did  not  give  himself  the 
airs  of  a  grand  seigneur,  and  he  handed  his  purse  to  Costigan, 
and  laughingly  pulled  out  his  ticket  with  one  hand,  as  he 
offered  the  other  to  the  elder  of  the  ladies — ladies  was  not 
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the  word — they  had  bonnets  and  shawls,  and  collars  and 
ribbons,  and  the  youngest  showed  a  pretty  little  foot  and  boot 
under  her  modest  grey  gown,  but  his  Highness  of  Fairoaks 
was  courteous  to  every  person  who  wore  a  petticoat,  whatever 
its  texture  was,  and  the  humbler  the  wearer  only  the  more 
stately  and  polite  in  his  demeanour. 

"  Fanny,  take  the  gentleman's  arm,"  the  elder  said ; 
"  since  you  will  be  so  very  kind — I've  seen  you  often  come  in 
at  our  gate,  sir,  and  go  in  to  Captain  Strong's  at  No.  8." 

Fanny  made  a  little  curtsey,  and  put  her  hand  under 
Arthur's  arm.  It  had  on  a  shabby  little  glove,  but  it  was 
pretty  and  small.  She  was  not  a  child,  but  she  was  scarcely 
a  woman  as  yet ;  her  tears  had  dried  up,  her  cheek  mantled 
with  youthful  blushes,  and  her  eyes  gUstened  with  pleasure 
and  gratitude,  as  she  looked  up  into  Arthur's  kind  face. 

Arthur,  in  a  protecting  way,  put  his  other  hand  upon  the 
little  one  resting  on  his  arm.  "  Fanny's  a  very  pretty  little 
name,"  he  said ;  **  and  so  you  know  me,  do  you  ?  " 

**  We  keep  the  lodge,  sir,  at  Shepherd's  Inn,"  Fanny  said 
with  a  curtsey;  "and  I've  never  been  at  Vauxhall,  sir,  and 
pa  didn't  like  me  to  go — and — and — 0—0 — law,  how  beau- 
tiful !  "  Sht'  shrank  back  as  she  spoke,  stai'ting  with  wonder 
and  delight  as  she  saw  the  Eoyal  Gardens  blaze  l>efore  her 
with  a  hundred  million  of  lamps,  with  a  splendour  such  as 
the  finest  fairy  tale,  the  finest  pantomime  she  had  ever  wit- 
nessed at  the  theatre,  had  never  realised.  Pen  was  pleased 
with  her  pleasure,  and  pressed  to  his  side  the  little  hand 
which  clung  so  kindly  to  him.  **  Wliat  would  I  not  give  for 
a  little  of  this  pleasure  ?  "  said  the  hlme  young  man. 

**  Your  purse,  Pendennis,  me  dear  boy,"  said  the  Captain's 
voice  behind  him.  **  Will  ye  count  it?  it's  all  roight — no— 
ye  thrust  in  old  Jack  Costigan  (he  thrusts  me,  ye  see,  madam). 
Ye've  been  me  preserver.  Pen  (I've  known  'um  since  choild- 
hood,  Mrs.  Bolton ;  he's  the  proproietor  of  Fairoaks  Castle, 
and  many's  the  cooper  of  clar't  I've  dthrunk  there  with  the 
first  nobilitee  of  his  neetive  countee) — Mr.  Pendennis,  ye've 
been  me  preserver,  and  oi  thank  ye ;  me  daughther  will 
thank  ye. — Mr.  Simpson,  your  humble  servant,  sir." 

If  Pen  was  magnificent  in  his  courtesy  to  the  ladies,  what 


PENDENNIS.  109 

was  his  splendour  in  comparison  to  Captain  Costigan's  bowing 
here  and  there,  and  crying  bravo  to  the  singers  ? 

A  man  descended,  like  Costigan,  from  a  long  line  of  Hiber- 
nian kings,  chieftains,  and  other  magnates  and  sheriffs  of  the 
county,  had  of  course  too  much  dignity  and  self-respect  to 
walk  arrum-in-arrnm  (as  the  Captain  phrased  it)  with  a  lady 
who  occasionally  swept  his  room  out,  and  cooked  his  mutton- 
chops.  In  the  course  of  their  journey  from  Shepherd's  Inn 
to  Vauxhall  Gardens,  Captain  Costigan  had  walked  by  the 
side  of  the  two  ladies,  in  a  patronising  and  affable  manner 
pointing  out  to  them  the  edifices  worthy  of  note,  and  dis- 
coorsing,  according  to  his  wont,  about  other  cities  and  coun- 
tries which  he  had  visited,  and  the  people  of  rank  and  fashion 
with  whom  he  had  the  honour  of  an  acquaintance.  Nor  could 
it  be  expected  that,  arrived  in  the  Eoyal  property,  and 
strongly  iUuminated  by  the  flare  of  the  twenty  thousand  addi- 
tional lamps,  the  Captain  could  relax  from  his  dignity,  and 
give  an  arm  to  a  lady  who  w^as,  in  fact,  Uttle  better  than  a 
housekeeper  or  charwoman. 

But  Pen,  on  his  part,  had  no  such  scruples.  Miss  Fanny 
Bolton  did  not  make  his  bed  nor  sweep  his  chambers ;  and  he 
did  not  choose  to  let  go  his  pretty  little  partner.  As  for 
Fanny,  her  colour  heightened,  and  her  bright  eyes  shone  the 
brighter  with  pleasure,  as  she  leaned  for  protection  on  the 
arm  of  such  a  fine  gentleman  as  Mr.  Pen.  And  she  looked 
at  numbers  of  other  ladies  in  the  place,  and  at  scores  of  other 
gentlemen  under  whose  protection  they  were  walking  here 
and  there ;  and  she  thought  that  her  gentleman  was  hand- 
somer and  grander  looking  than  any  other  gent  there.  Of 
course  there  were  votaries  of  pleasure  of  all  ranks  in  the 
garden — rakish  young  surgeons,  fast  young  clerks  and  com- 
mercialists,  occasional  dandies  of  the  Guard  regiments,  and 
the  rest.  Old  Lord  Colchicum  was  there  in  attendance  upon 
Mademoiselle  Caracoline,  who  had  been  riding  in  the  ring; 
and  who  talked  her  native  French  very  loud,  and  used  idiom- 
atic expressions  of  exceeding  strength  as  she  walked  about, 
leaning  on  the  arm  of  his  Lordship. 

Colchicum  was  in  attendance  upon  Mademoiselle  Cara- 
coline, little   Tom  Tufthunt   was  in  attendance  upon  Lord 
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Colchicum ;  and  rather  pleased,  too,  with  his  position.  When 
Don  Juan  scales  the  wall,  there's  never  a  want  of  a  Leporello 
to  hold  the  ladder.  Tom  Tufthunt  was  quite  happy  to  act  as 
friend  to  the  elderly  Viscount,  and  to  carve  the  fowl,  and  to 
make  the  salad  at  supper.  When  Pen  and  his  young  lady 
met  the  Viscount's  party,  that  noble  peer  only  gave  Arthur  a 
passing  leer  of  recognition  as  his  Lordship's  eyes  passed  from 
Pen's  face  under  the  bonnet  of  Pen's  companion.  But  Tom 
Tufthunt  wagged  his  head  very  good-natmredly  at  Mr.  Arthur, 
and  said,  **  How  are  you,  old  boy  ?  "  and  looked  extremely 
knowing  at  the  godfather  of  this  history. 

"That  is  the  great  rider  at  Astley's;  I  have  seen  her 
there,"  Miss  Bolton  said,  looking  after  Mademoiselle  Cara- 
coline ;  "  and  who  is  that  old  man  ?  Is  it  not  the  gentleman 
in  the  ring?" 

**  That  is  Lord  Viscount  Colchicum,  Miss  Fanny,"  said 
Pen,  with  an  air  of  protection.  He  meant  no  harm,  he  was 
pleased  to  patronise  tlu'  young  girl,  and  he  was  not  displeased 
that  she  should  be  so  prutty,  and  that  she  should  be  hanging 
upon  his  arm,  and  that  yonder  elderly  Don  Juan  should  have 
seen  her  there. 

Fanny  was  very  pretty ;  her  eyes  were  dark  and  brilliant ; 
her  teeth  were  like  little  pearls ;  her  mouth  was  almost  as  red 
as  Mademoiselle  Caracoline's  when  the  latter  had  put  on  her 
vermilion.  And  what  a  difference  there  was  between  the 
one's  voice  and  the  other's,  between  the  gu'l's  laugh  and  the 
woman's  !  It  was  only  very  lately,  indeed,  that  Fanny,  when 
looking  in  the  little  glass  over  the  Bows-Costigan  mantelpiece 
as  she  was  dusting  it,  had  begun  to  suspect  that  she  was  a 
beauty.  But  a  year  ago,  she  was  a  clumsy,  gawky  girl,  at 
whom  her  father  sneered,  and  of  whom  the  girls  at  the  day- 
school  (Miss  Minifer's,  Newcastle  Street,  Strand ;  Miss  M., 
the  yomiger  sister,  took  the  leading  business  at  the  Norwich 
circuit  in  182 — ;  and  she  herself  had  played  for  two  seasons 
with  some  credit  T.  R.  E.  0.,  T.  R.  S.  W.,  until  she  fell  down 
a  trap-door  and  broke  her  leg) ;  the  girls  at  Fanny's  school, 
we  say,  took  no  account  of  her,  and  thought  her  a  dowdy  little 
creature  as  long  as  she  remained  under  Miss  Minifer's  instruc- 
tion.    And  it  was  unremarked  and  almost  unseen  in  the  dark 
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porter's  lodge  of  Shepherd's  Inn,  that  this  Uttle  flower  bloomed 
into  beauty. 

So  this  young  person  hung  upon  Mr.  Pen's  arm,  and  they 
paced  the  gardens  together.  Empty  as  London  was,  there 
were  still  some  two  millions  of  people  left  lingering  about  it, 
and  amongst  them  one  or  two  of  the  acquaintances  of  Mr. 
Arthur  Pendennis. 

Amongst  them,  silent  and  alone,  pale,  with  his  hands  in 
his  pockets,  and  a  rueful  nod  of  the  head  to  Arthur  as  they 
met,  passed  Henry  Foker,  Esq.  Young  Henry  was  trying  to 
ease  his  mind  by  moving  from  place  to  place,  and  from  excite- 
ment to  excitement.  But  he  tlK)ught  about  Blanche  as  he 
sauntered  in  the  dark  walks;  he  thought  about  Blanche  as 
he  looked  at  the  devices  of  the  lamps.  He  consulted  the  for- 
tune-teller about  her,  and  was  disappointed  when  that  gipsy 
told  him  that  he  was  in  love  ^vith  a  dark  lady  who  would 
make  him  happy;  and  at  the  concert,  though  Mr.  Momus 
sang  his  most  stunning  comic  songs,  and  asked  his  most 
astonishing  riddles,  never  did  a  kind  smile  come  to  visit 
Foker's  lips.     In  fact,  he  never  heard  Mr.  Momus  at  all. 

Pen  and  Miss  Bolton  were  hard  by  listening  to  the  same 
concert,  and  the  latter  remarked,  and  Pen  laughed  at,  Mr. 
Foker's  woebegone  face. 

Fanny  asked  what  it  was  that  made  that  odd-looking  little 
man  so  dismal ?  "I  think  he  is  crossed  in  love  !  "  Pen  said., 
**  Isn't  that  enough  to  make  any  man  dismal,  Fanny  ?  "  And 
he  looked  down  at  her,  splendidly  protecting  her,  like  Egmont 
at  Clara  in  Goethe's  play,  or  Leicester  at  Amy  in  Scott's 
novel. 

•*  Crossed  in  love,  is  he  ?  poor  gentleman ! "  said  Fanny 
with  a  sigh,  and  her  eyes  turned  round  towards  him  with  no 
little  kindness  and  pity — but  Harry  did  not  see  the  beautiful 
dark  eyes. 

"  How  dy  do,  Mr.  Pendennis  ?  "  a  voice  broke  in  here, — 
it  was  that  of  a  young  man  in  a  large  white  coat  with  a  red 
neckcloth,  over  which  a  dingy  shirt-collar  was  turned  so  as  to 
exhibit  a  dubious  neck — with  a  large  pin  of  bullion  or  other 
metal,  and  an  imaginative  waistcoat  with  exceedingly  fanci- 
ful glass  buttons,  and  trousers  that  cried  with  a  loud  voice, 
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hiii'l  in  hin  mo,Tt  princtly  manner.     "  I  Lope  yon  are  verv 
well." 

"  I'rctty  Ixililiir^li,  tlianky."— And  Mr,  Huxter  wagged  his 
lii;iiil.  "  I  say,  I\-n(k-iinin,  you've  bt-en  coming  it  uncommon 
Klrorig  Hincf  wn  ha'l  tlit  row  at  Wappliot's,  ilon't  you  remem- 
inT?     Oreat  author,  hay.'     Go  about  with  the  swells.     Saw 
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your  name  in  the  Morning  Post.  I  suppose  you're  too  much 
of  a  swell  to  come  and  have  a  bit  of  supper  with  an  old 
friend? — Charterhouse  Lane  to-morrow  night, — some  devilish 
good  fellows  from  Bartholomew's,  and  some  stimning  gin- 
punch.  Here's  my  card."  And  with  this  Mr.  Huxter  released 
his  hand  from  the  pocket  where  his  cane  was,  and  pulling  off 
the  top  of  his  card-case  with  his  teeth,  produced  thence  a 
visiting  ticket,  which  he  handed  to  Pen. 

**  You  are  exceedingly  kind,  I  am  sure,"  said  Pen :  "  but  I 
regret  that  I  have  an  engagement  which  will  take  me  out  of 
town  to-morrow  night."  And  the  Marquis  of  Fairoaks,  won- 
dering that  such  a  creature  as  this  could  have  the  audacity  to 
give  him  a  card,  put  Mr.  Huxter's  card  into  his  waistcoat 
pocket  with  a  lofty  courtesy.  Possibly  Mr.  Samuel  Huxter 
was  not  aware  that  there  was  any  great  social  difference 
between  Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis  and  himself.  Mr.  Huxter's 
father  was  a  surgeon  and  apothecary  at  Glavering,  just  as 
Mr.  Fendennis's  papa  had  been  a  surgeon  and  apothecary  at 
Bath.  But  the  impudence  of  some  men  is  beyond  all  calcu- 
lation. 

"Well,  old  fellow,  never  mind,"  said  Mr.  Huxter,  who, 
always  frank  and  familiar,  was  from  vinous  excitement  even 
more  afiiable  than  usual.  **  If  ever  you  are  passing,  look  up 
at  our  place, — I'm  mostly  at  home  Saturdays;  and  there's 
generally  a  cheese  in  the  cupboard.  Ta,  ta. — There's  the 
bell  for  the  fireworks  ringing.  Come  along,  Mary."  And  he 
set  oflf  running  with  the  rest  of  the  crowd  in  the  direction  of 
the  fireworks. 

So  did  Pen  presently,  when  this  agreeable  youth  was  out 
of  sight,  begin  to  rim  with  his  little  companion ;  Mrs.  Bolton 
foUowing  after  them,  with  Captain  Costigan  at  her  side.  But 
the  Captain  was  too  majestic  and  dignified  in  his  movements 
to  run  for  friend  or  enemy,  and  he  pursued  his  course  with 
the  usual  jaunty  swagger  which  distinguished  his  steps,  so 
that  he  and  his  companion  were  speedily  distanced  by  Pen 
and  Miss  Fanny. 

Perhaps  Arthur  forgot,  or  perhaps  he  did  not  choose  to  re- 
member, that  the  elder  couple  had  no  money  in  their  pockets, 
as  had  been  proved  by  their  adventure  at  the  entrance  of 
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the  Gardens;  bowbeit,  Peu  paid  a  couple  of  shillings  for  him* 
self  and  bis  x>artner,  and  witb  ber  bulging  close  on  bis  arm, 
scaled  tbe  staircase  wbich  leads  to  tbe  fitework  gallery.  The 
Captain  and  mamma  might  bave  followed  tbem  if  tbey  liked, 
but  Artbur  and  Fauny  nere  too  busy  to  look  back.  People 
were  pusbing  and  squeezing  tbere  beside  and  bebind  tbem. 
Oue  eager  individual  rushed  by  Fanny,  aud  elbowed  her  so, 
that  she  fell  back  witb  a  little  cry,  upon  wbich,  of  course. 
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Arthur  caught  her  adroitly  iu  bis  arms,  and,  just  for  protec* 
tiou,  kept  ber  so  defended,  until  tbey  mounted  tbe  stair,  and 
took  their  places. 

Poor  Foker  sate  alone  on  one  of  the  hi<{hest  benches,  his 
face  illuminated  by  the  fireworks,  or  in  their  absence  by  tbe 
moon.  Arthur  saw  him,  and  laughed,  but  did  not  occupy 
himself  about  bis  friend  mueb.  He  was  engaged  witb  Fanny. 
How  she  wondered !  how  happy  she  was !  bow  she  cried 
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Oh,  oh,  oh,  as  the  rockets  soared  into  the  air,  and  showered 
down  in  azure,  and  emerald,  and  vermilion.  As  these  won- 
ders blazed  and  disappeared  before  her,  the  little  girl  thrilled 
and  trembled  with  delight  at  Arthur's  side — her  hand  was 
under  his  arm  still,  he  felt  it  pressing  him  as  she  looked  up 
delighted. 

'*  How  beautiful  they  are,  sir !  "  she  cried. 

**  Don't  call  me  sir,  Fanny,"  Arthur  said. 

A  quick  blush  rushed  up  into  the  girl's  face.  **What  shall 
I  call  you  ? "  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  sweet  and  tremulous. 
**  WTiat  would  you  wish  me  to  say,  sir  ?  " 

**  Again,  Fanny  !  Well,  I  forgot ;  it  is  best  so,  my  dear," 
Pendennis  said,  very  kindly  and  gently.  **I  may  call  you 
Fanny  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes !  "  she  said,  and  the  little  hand  pressed  his  arm 
once  more  very  eagerly,  and  the  girl  clung  to  him  so  that  he 
could  feel  her  heart  beating  on  his  shoulder. 

*'  I  may  call  you  Fanny,  because  you  are  a  young  girl, 
and  a  good  girl,  Fanny,  and  I  am  an  old  gentleman.  But 
you  mustn't  call  me  anything  but  sir,  or  Mr.  Pendennis,  if 
you  like;  for  we  live  in  very  different  stations,  Fanny;  and 
don't  think  I  speak  unkindly;  and — and  why  do  you  take 
your  hand  away,  Fanny  ?  Are  you  afraid  of  me  ?  Do  you 
think  I  would  hurt  you?  Not  for  all  the  world,  my  dear 
little  girl.  And — and  look  how  beautiful  the  moon  and  stars 
are,  and  how  calmly  they  shine  when  the  rockets  have  gone 
out,  and  the  noisy  wheels  have  done  hissing  and  blazing.' 
When  I  came  here  to-night  I  did  not  think  I  should  have 
had  such  a  pretty  little  companion  to  sit  by  my  side,  and  see 
these  fine  fireworks.  You  must  know  I  live  by  myself,  and 
work  very  hard.  I  write  in  books  and  newspapers,  Fanny; 
and  I  was  quite  tired  out,  and  expected  to  sit  alone  all  night ; 
and — don't  cry,  my  dear  dear  little  girl."  Here  Pen  broke 
out,  rapidly  putting  an  end  to  the  calm  oration  which  he  had 
begun  to  deliver ;  for  the  sight  of  a  woman's  tears  always  put 
his  nerves  in  a  quiver,  and  he  began  forthwith  to  coax  her  and 
soothe  her,  and  to  utter  a  hundred  and  twenty  little  ejacula- 
tions of  pity  and  sympathy,  which  need  not  be  repeated  here, 
because  they  would  be  absurd  in  print.     So  would  a  mother's 

q2 


Ii6  PEX DENNIS, 

talk  to  a  child  be  absurd  in  print ;  so  would  a  lover's  to  his 
bride.  That  sweet  artless  poetry  bears  no  translation ;  and  is 
too  subtle  for  grammarians'  clumsy  definitions.  You  have  but 
tlie  same  four  letters  to  describe  the  salute  which  you  perform 
on  your  grandmother's  forehead,  and  that  which  you  bestow 
on  the  sacred  cheek  of  your  mistress;  but  the  same  foiu: 
letters,  and  not  one  of  them  a  labial.  Do  we  mean  to  hint 
that  Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis  made  any  use  of  the  monosyllable 
in  question  ?  Not  so.  In  the  first  place,  it  was  dark :  the 
fireworks  were  over,  and  nobody  could  see  him ;  secondly,  he 
was  not  a  man  to  have  this  kind  of  secret,  and  tell  it;  thirdly, 
and  lastly,  let  the  honest  fellow  who  has  kissed  a  pretty  girl, 
say  what  would  have  been  his  own  conduct  in  such  a  delicate 
juncture  ? 

Well,  the  truth  is,  that  however  you  may  suspect  him,  and 
whatever  you  would  have  done  under  the  circumstances,  or 
Jlr.  Pen  would  have  liked  to  do,  he  behaved  honestly,  and 
like  a  man.  **  I  will  not  play  with  this  little  girl's  heart,"  he 
said  within  himself,  **  and  forget  my  own  or  her  honour.  She 
seems  to  have  a  great  deal  of  dangerous  and  rather  contagious 
sensibility,  and  I  am  very  glad  the  fireworks  are  over,  and 
that  I  can  take  her  back  to  her  mother.  Come  along,  Fanny ; 
mind  the  steps,  and  lean  on  me.  Don't  stumble,  you  heedless 
little  thing ;  this  is  the  way,  and  there  is  your  mamma  at  the 
door." 

And  there,  indeed,  Mrs.  Bolton  was,  unquiet  in  spirit,  and 
grasping  her  umbrella.  She  seized  Fanny  with  maternal 
fierceness  and  eagerness,  and  uttered  some  rapid  abuse  to  the 
girl  in  an  undertone.  The  expression  in  Captain  Costigan'a 
eye — standing  behind  the  matron  and  winking  at  Pendennis 
from  under  his  hat — was,  I  am  bound  to  say,  indefinably 
humorous. 

It  was  so  much  so,  that  Pen  could  not  refrain  from  burst- 
ing  into  a  laugh.  "You  should  have  taken  my  arm,  Mrs. 
Bolton,"  he  said,  offering  it.  **  I  am  very  glad  to  bring  Miss 
Fanny  back  quite  safe  to  you.  We  thought  you  would  have 
followed  us  up  into  the  gallery.  We  enjoyed  the  fireworks, 
didn't  we  ?  " 

'*  Oh  yes !  "  said  Miss  Fanny,  with  rather  a  demure  look. 
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"  And  the  bouquet  was  magnificent,"  said  Pen.  ''  And  it 
is  ten  hours  since  I  had  anything  to  eat,  ladies;  and  I  wish 
you  would  permit  me  to  invite  you  to  supper." 

'*  'Dad/'  said  Gostigan,  ''  I'd  loike  a  snack  tu ;  only  I  for- 
gawt  me  purse,  or  I  should  have  invoited  these  leedies  to  a 
colleetion." 

Mrs.  Bolton  with  considerable  asperity  said,  She  'ad  an 
'eadache,  and  would  much  rather  go  'ome. 

''  A  lobster  salad  is  the  best  thing  in  the  world  for  a  head- 
ache," Pen  said  gallantly,  '^  and  a  glass  of  wine  I'm  sure  will 
do  you  good.  Come,  Mrs.  Bolton,  be  kind  to  me  and  oblige 
me.  I  shan't  have  the  heart  to  sup  without  you,  and  upon 
my  word  I  have  had  no  dinner.  Give  me  your  arm :  give  me 
the  umbrella.  Costigan,  I'm  sure  you'll  take  care  of  Miss 
Fanny ;  and  I  shall  think  Mrs.  Bolton  angry  with  me,  unless 
she  will  favour  me  with  her  society.  And  we  will  all  sup 
quietly,  and  go  back  in  a  cab  together." 

The  cab,  the  lobster  salad,  the  frank  and  good-humoured 
k)ok  of  Pendennis,  as  he  smilingly  invited  the  worthy  matron, 
subdued  her  suspicions  and  her  anger.  Since  he  ivould  be  so 
obliging,  she  thought  she  could  take  a  little  bit  of  lobster,  and 
80  they  all  marched  away  to  a  box ;  and  Costigan  called  for  a 
waither  with  such  a  loud  and  belligerent  voice,  as  caused  one 
of  those  officials  instantly  to  run  to  him. 

The  carte  was  examined  on  the  wall,  and  Fanny  was  asked 
to  choose  her  favourite  dish ;  upon  which  the  young  creature 
said  she  was  fond  of  lobster  too,  but  also  owned  to  a  partiality 
for  raspberry-tart.  This  delicacy  was  provided  by  Pen,  and 
a  bottle  of  the  most  frisky  champagne  was  moreover  ordered 
for  the  delight  of  the  ladies.  Little  Fanny  drank  this ; — what 
other  sweet  intoxication  had  she  not  drunk  in  the  course  of 
the  night  ? 

When  the  supper,  which  was  very  brisk  and  gay,  was  over, 
and  Captain  Costigan  and  Mrs.  Bolton  had  partaken  of  some 
of  the  rack  punch  that  is  so  fragrant  at  Yauxhall,  the  bill  was 
called  and  discharged  by  Pen  with  great  generosity, — "  loike 
a  foin  young  English  gentleman  of  th'  olden  toime,  be  Jove," 
Costigan  enthusiastically  remarked.  And  as,  when  they  went 
out  of  the  box^  he  stepped  forward  and  gave  Mrs.  Bolton  his 
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arm,  Fanny  fell  to  Pen's  lot,  and  the  young  people  walked 
away  in  high  good-humour  together,  in  the  wake  of  their 
seniors. 

The  champagne  and  the  rack  punch,  though  taken  in 
moderation  by  all  persons,  except  perhaps  poor  Cos,  who 
lurched  ever  so  little  in  his  gait,  had  set  them  in  high  spirits 
and  good  humour,  so  that  Fanny  began  to  skip  and  move  her 
brisk  little  feet  in  time  to  the  band,  which  was  playing  waltzes 
and  galops  for  the  dancers.  As  they  came  up  to  the  dancing, 
the  music  and  Fanny's  feet  seemed  to  go  quicker  together — 
she  seemed  to  spring,  as  if  naturally,  from  the  ground,  and  as 
if  she  required  repression  to  keep  her  there. 

**  Shouldn't  you  like  a  turn  ?  "  said  the  Prince  of  Fairoaks. 
**  What  fun  it  would  be !  Mrs.  Bolton,  ma'am,  do  let  me  take 
her  once  round."  Upon  which  Mr.  Costigan  said,  "  Off  wid 
you ! "  and  Mrs.  Bolton  not  refusing  (indeed,  she  was  an  old 
war-horse,  and  would  have  liked,  at  the  trumpet's  sound,  to 
have  entered  the  arena  herself),  Fanny's  shawl  was  off  her 
back  in  a  minute,  and  she  and  Arthur  were  whirling  round  in 
a  waltz  in  the  midst  of  a  great  deal  of  queer,  but  exceedingly 
joyful  company. 

Pen  had  no  mishap  this  time  with  little  Fanny,  as  he  had 
with  Miss  Blanflie  in  old  days, — at  least,  there  was  no  mishap 
of  his  making.  The  pair  danced  away  with  great  agility  and 
contentment, — first  a  waltz,  then  a  galop,  then  a  waltz  again, 
until,  in  the  second  waltz,  they  were  bumped  by  another 
couple  who  had  joined  the  Terpsichorean  choir.  This  was 
Mr.  Huxter  and  his  pink  satin  young  friend,  of  whom  we  have 
already  had  a  glimpse. 

Mr.  Huxter  very  probably  had  been  also  partaking  of 
supper,  for  he  was  even  more  excited  now  than  at  the  time 
when  he  had  previously  claimed  Pen's  acquaintance;  and, 
having  run  against  Arthur  and  his  partner,  and  nearly 
knocked  them  down,  this  amiable  gentleman  of  course  began 
to  abuse  the  people  whom  he  had  injured,  and  broke  out  into 
a  volley  of  slang  against  the  unoffending  couple. 

**  Now  then,  stoopid !  Don't  keep  the  ground  if  you  can't 
dance,  old  Slow  Coach ! "  the  young  surgeon  roared  out  (using, 
at  the  same  time,  other  expressions  far  more  emphatic),  and 
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was  joined  in  his  abuse  by  the  shrill  language  and  laughter  of 
his  partner; — to  the  interruption  of  the  ball,  the  terror  of 
]KK)r  Httle  Fanny,  and  the  immense  indignation  of  Pen. 

Arthur  was  furious ;  and  not  so  angry  at  the  quarrel  as  at 
the  shame  attending  it.  A  battle  with  a  fellow  like  that !  A 
row  in  a  public  garden,  and  with  a  porter's  daughter  on  his 
arm !  What  a  position  for  Arthm'  Pendennis !  He  drew  poor 
little  Fanny  hastily  away  from  the  dancers  to  her  mother,  and 
wished  that  lady,  and  Costigan,  and  poor  Fanny  underground, 
rather  than  there,  in  his  companionship,  and  under  his  pro- 
tection. 

WTien  Huxter  commenced  his  attack,  that  free-spoken 
young  gentleman  had  not  seen  who  was  his  opponent ;  and 
directly  he  was  aware  that  it  was  Arthur  whom  he  had  in- 
sulted, he  began  to  make  apologies.  "Hold  your  stoopid 
tongue,  Mary,"  he  said  to  his  partner.  *flt's  an  old  friend 
and  crony  at  home.  I  beg  pardon,  Pendennis ;  wasn't  aware 
it  was  you,  old  boy."  Mr.  Huxter  had  been  one  of  the  boys 
of  the  Clavering  school,  who  had  been  present  at  a  combat 
which  has  been  mentioned  in  the  early  part  of  this  story, 
when  young  Pen  knocked  down  the  biggest  champion  of  the 
acatlemy,  and  Huxter  knew  that  it  was  dangerous  to  quarrel 
with  Arthur. 

His  apologies  were  as  odious  to  the  other  as  his  abuse  had 
been.  Pen  stopped  his  tipsy  remonstrances  by  telling  him  to 
hold  his  tongue,  and  desiring  him  not  to  use  his  (Pendennis's) 
name  in  that  place  or  any  other ;  and  he  walked  out  of  the 
gardens  with  a  titter  behind  him  from  the  crowd,  every  one  of 
whom  he  would  have  liked  to  massacre  for  having  been  wit- 
ness to  the  degrading  broil.  He  walked  out  of  the  gardens, 
quite  forgetting  i)oor  little  Fanny,  who  came  trembhng  behind 
him  with  her  mother  and  the  stately  Costigan. 

He  was  brought  back  to  himself  by  a  word  from  the 
Captain,  who  touched  him  on  the  shoulder  just  as  they  were 
passing  the  inner  gate. 

"There's  no  ray-admittance  except  ye  pay  again,"  the 
Captain  said.  "  Hadn't  I  better  go  back  and  take  the  fellow 
your  message  ?  " 

Pen  burst  out  laughing.     "Take  him  a  message!     Do 
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you   think  I  would  fight  with  such  a  fellow  as  that?"  he 
asked. 

**  No,  no !  Don't,  don't !  "  cried  out  little  Fanny.  "  How 
can  you  be  so  wicked,  Captain  Costigan?"  The  Captain 
muttered  something  about  honom:,  and  winked  knowingly  at 
Pen,  but  Arthur  said  gallantly,  "  No,  Fanny,  don't  be  fright- 
ened. It  was  my  fault  to  ho.ve  danced  in  such  a  place.  I 
beg  your  pardon,  to  have  asked  you  to  dance  there."  And  he 
gave  her  his  arm  once  more,  and  called  a  cab,  and  put  his 
three  friends  into  it. 

He  was  about  to  pay  the  driver,  and  to  take  another 
carriage  for  himself,  when  Uttle  Fanny,  still  alai'med,  put  her 
little  hand  out,  and  caught  him  by  the  coat,  and  implored 
him  and  besought  him  to  come  in. 

**  Will  nothing  satisfy  you,"  said  Pen,  in  great  good  hu- 
mour, "  that  I  am  not  going  back  to  fight  him  ?  Well,  I  wiU 
come  home  with  you.  Drive  to  Shepherd's  Inn,  Cab."  The 
cab  drove  to  its  destination.  Arthur  was  immensely  pleased 
by  the  girl's  solicitude  about  him :  her  tender  terrors  quite 
made  him  forget  his  previous  annoyance. 

Pen  put  the  ladies  into  their  lodge,  having  shaken  hands 
kindly  with  both  of  them ;  and  the  Captain  again  whispered 
to  him  that  he  would  see  'um  in  the  morning  if  he  was  in- 
clined, and  take  his  message  to  that  "  scounthrel."  But  the 
Captain  was  in  his  usual  condition  when  he  made  the  pro- 
posal ;  and  Pen  was  perfectly  sure  that  neither  he  nor  Mr. 
Huxter,  when  they  awoke,  would  remember  anything  about 
the  dispute. 
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CHAPTEE   IX. 

A   VISIT    OP   FOLTTEKESS. 

OSTIGAN  never  roused  Pen 
from  his  slumbers ;  there  was 
no  hostile  message  from  Mr. 
Huxter  to  disturb  him ;  and 
when  Pen  woke,  it  was  with  a 
brisker  and  more  lively  feel- 
ing than  ordinarily  attends 
that  moment  in  the  day  of 
the  tired  and  hlaee  London 
man.  A  City  man  wakes  up 
to  care  and  consols,  and  lh« 
j  thoughts  of  'Change  and  the 
'  counting-house  take  posses- 
sion of  him  as  soon  as  sleep 
flies  from  under  his  night- 
cap ;  a  lawyer  rouses  himself 
with  the  early  morning  to 
think  of  the  case  that  will  take  him  all  his  day  to  work  ujwn, 
and  the  inevitable  attorney  to  whom  he  has  promised  his 
papers  ere  night.  \Vhich  of  ns  has  not  his  anxiety  instantly 
present  when  his  eyes  are  opened,  to  it  and  to  the  world,  after 
bis  night's  sleep  ?  Kind  strengthener  that  enables  us  to  face 
the  day's  task  with  renewed  heart !  Beautiful  ordinance  of 
Providence  that  creates  rest  as  it  awards  labour  ! 

Mr.  Pendennis's  labour,  or  rather  his  disposition,  was  of 
that  sort  that  his  daily  occupations  did  not  much  interest 
liim,  for  the  excitement  of  literary  composition  pretty  soon 
VOL.  n.  B  < 


122  PENDENNIS. 

subsides  with  the  hired  labourer,  and  the  delight  of  seeing 
one's  self  in  print  only  extends  to  the  first  two  or  three  ap- 
pearances in  the  magazine  or  newspaper  page.  Pegasus  put 
into  harness,  and  obliged  to  run  a  stage  every  day,  is  as  pro- 
saic as  any  other  hack,  and  won't  work  without  his  whip  or 
his  feed  of  corn.  So,  indeed,  Mr.  Arthur  performed  his  work 
at  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  (and  since  his  success  as  a  novelist 
with  an  increased  salary),  but  without  the  least  enthusiasm, 
doing  his  best  or  pretty  nearly,  and  sometimes  writing  ill  and 
sometimes  well.  He  was  a  Uterary  hack,  naturally  fast  in 
pace  and  brilliant  in  action. 

Neither  did  society,  or  that  portion  which  he  saw,  excite 
or  amuse  him  overmuch.  In  spite  of  his  brag  and  boast  to 
the  contrary,  he  was  too  young  as  yet  for  women's  society, 
which  probably  can  only  be  had  in  perfection  when  a  man  has 
ceased  to  think  about  his  own  person,  and  has  given  up  all 
designs  of  being  a  conqueror  of  ladies ;  he  was  too  young  to 
be  admitted  as  an  equal  amongst  men  who  had  made  their 
mark  in  the  world,  and  of  whose  conversation  he  could  scarcely 
as  yet  expect  to  be  more  than  a  listener.  And  he  was  too  old 
for  the  men  of  pleasure  of  his  own  age ;  too  much  a  man  of  • 
pleasure  for  the  men  of  business ;  destined  in  a  word  to  be  a 
good  deal  alone.  Fate  awards  this  lot  of  solitude  to  many  a 
man ;  and  many  like  it  from  taste,  as  many  without  difficulty 
bear  it.  Pendennis,  in  reality,  suffered  it  very  equanimously ; 
but  in  words,  and  according  to  his  wont,  grumbled  over  it  not 
a  nttle. 

**^Vhat  a  nice  little  artless  creature  that  was,"  Mr.  Pen 
thought  at  the  very  instant  of  waking  after  the  Vauxhall 
affair ;  **  what  a  pretty  natural  manner  she  has ;  how  much 
pleasanter  than  the  minauderies  of  the  young  ladies  in  the 
ball-rooms !  "  (and  here  he  recalled  to  himself  some  instances 
of  what  he  could  not  help  seeing  was  the  artful  simplicity  of 
Miss  Blanche,  and  some  of  the  stupid  graces  of  other  young 
ladies  in  the  polite  world) ;  "  who  could  have  thought  that 
such  a  pretty  rose  could  grow  in  a  porter's  lodge,  or  bloom  in 
that  dismal  old  flower-pot  of  a  Shepherd's  Inn?  So  she 
learns  to  sing  from  old  Bows?  If  her  singing  voice  is  as 
sweet  as  her  speaking  voice,  it  must  be  pretty.     I  like  those 
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low  toilies  voices.  *  What  would  you  like  me  to  call  you  ? ' 
indeed.  Poor  little  Fanny !  It  went  to  my  heart  to  adopt 
the  grand  air  with  her,  and  tell  her  to  call  me  *  sir.'  But  we'll 
have  no  nonsense  of  that  sort — no  Faust  and  Margaret  busi- 
ness for  me.  That  old  Bows!  So  he  teaches  her  to  sing, 
does  he  ?  He's  a  dear  old  fellow,  old  Bows :  a  gentleman  in 
those  old  clothes :  a  philosopher,  and  with  a  kind  heart,  too. 
How  good  he  was  to  me  in  the  Fotheringay  business.  He, 
too,  has  had  his  griefs  and  his  sorrows.  I  must  cultivate  old 
Bows.  A  man  ought  to  see  people  of  all  sorts.  I  am  getting 
tired  of  genteel  society.  Besides,  there's  nobody  in  town. 
Yes,  I'll  go  and  see  Bows,  and  Costigan  too :  what  a  rich 
character !  begad,  I'll  study  him,  and  put  him  into  a  book." 
In  this  way  our  young  anthroi)ologist  talked  with  himself; 
and  as  Saturday  was  the  hohday  of  the  week,  the  PaU  MaU 
Gazette  making  its  appearance  upon  that  day,  and  the  con- 
tributors to  that  joiunal  having  no  further  calls  upon  their 
brains  or  ink-bottles,  Mr.  Pendennis  determined  he  would 
take  advantage  of  his  leisure,  and  pay  a  visit  to  Shepherd's 
Inn — of  course  to  see  old  Bows. 

The  truth  is,  that  if  Arthur  had  been  the  most  determined 
roue  and  artful  Lovelace  who  ever  set  about  deceiving  a  young 
girl,  he  could  hardly  have  adopted  better  means  for  fascinating 
and  overcoming  poor  little  Fanny  Bolton  than  those  which  he 
had  employed  on  the  previous  night.  His  dandified  protect- 
ing air,  his  conceit,  generosity,  and  good  humour,  the  very 
sense  of  good  and  honesty  which  had  enabled  him  to  check 
the  tremulous  advances  of  the  young  creature,  and  not  to  take 
advantage  of  that  little  fluttering  sensibility, — his  faults  and 
his  mtues  at  once  contributed  to  make  her  admire  him ;  and 
if  we  could  peep  into  Fanny's  bed  (which  she  shared  in  a  cup- 
board, along  with  those  two  little  sisters  to  whom  we  have 
seen  Mr.  Costigan  administering  gingerbread  and  apples),  we 
should  find  the  poor  Uttle  maid  tossing  upon  her  mattress,  to 
the  great  disturbance  of  its  other  two  occupants,  and  thinking 
over  all  the  delights  and  events  of  that  delightful,  eventful 
night,  and  all  the  words,  looks,  and  actions  of  Arthur,  its 
splendid  hero.  Many  novels  had  Fanny  read,  in  secret  and  at 
home,  in  three  volumes  and  in  numbers.     Periodical  literature 
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had  not  reached  the  height  which  it  has  attained  subse- 
quently, and  the  girls  of  Fanny's  generation  were  not  enabled 
to  purchase  sixteen  pages  of  excitement  for  a  penny,  rich  with 
histories  of  crime,  murder,  oppressed  virtue,  and  the  heai'tless 
seductions  of  the  aristocracy ;  but  she  had  had  the  benefit  of 
the  circulatmg  Ubrary  which,  in  conjunction  with  her  school 
and  a  small  1>randy-ball  and  millinery  business,  MLss  Minifer 
kept, — and  Arthur  api)eared  to  her  at  once  as  the  tyi)e  and 
realisation  of  all  the  heroes  of  all  those  darlmg  greasy  volumes 
which  the  young  girl  had  devoured.  Mr.  Pen,  we  have  seen, 
was  rather  a  dandy  about  shirts  and  haberdashery  in  general. 
Fanny  had  looked  with  delight  at  the  fineness  of  his  linen,  at 
the  brilliancy  of  his  shirt  studs,  at  his  elegant  cambric  pocket- 
handkerchief  and  white  gloves,  and  at  the  jetty  brightness  of 
his  charming  boots.  The  Prince  had  appeared  and  subjugated 
the  ix)or  little  handmaid.  His  image  traversed  constantly  her 
restless  slumbers ;  the  tone  of  his  voice,  the  blue  light  of  his 
eyes,  the  generous  look,  half  love  half  pity, — the  manly  pro- 
tecting smile,  the  frank,  winning  laughter, — aU  these  were 
repeated  in  the  girl's  fond  memory.  She  felt  still  his  arm 
encircling  her,  and  saw  him  smiling  so  grand  as  he  filled  up 
that  delicious  glass  of  champagne.  And  then  she  thought  of 
the  girls,  her  friends,  who  used  to  sneer  at  her — of  Emma 
Baker,  who  was  so  proud,  forsooth,  because  she  was  engaged 
to  a  cheesemonger,  in  a  white  apron,  near  Clare  Market; 
and  of  Betsy  Rodgers,  who  made  such  a  to-do  about  her 
young  man — an  attorney's  clerk,  indeed,  that  went  about 
^vith  a  bag  I 

So  that,  at  about  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon — the  Bolton 
family  ha\ing  concluded  their  dinner  (and  Mr.  B.,  who  besides 
liis  place  of  porter  of  the  Inn,  was  in  the  employ  of  Messrs. 
Tressler,  the  eminent  undertakers  of  the  Strand,  being  absent 
in  the  country  with  the  Countess  of  Estrich's  hearse),  when  a 
gentleman  in  a  white  hat  and  white  trousers  made  his  appear- 
ance under  the  Inn  archway,  and  stopped  at  the  jwrter's 
wicket,  Fanny  was  not  in  the  least  surprised,  only  delighted, 
only  happy,  and  blushing  beyond  all  measure.  She  knew  it 
could  be  no  other  than  He.  She  knew  He'd  come.  Tliere  he 
was;  there  was  his  Eoyal  Highness  beaming  upon  her  from 
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the  gate.    She  called  to  her  mother,  who  was  busy  in  the 

upper  apartment, ''  Mamma,  Mamma ! "  and  ran  to  the  wicket 

at  once,  and  opened  it,  pushing  aside  the  other  children. 

How  she  blushed  as  she  gave  her  hand  to  him  !     How  affably 

he  took  off  his  white  hat  as  he  came  in ;  the  children  staring 

up  at  him !     He  asked  Mrs.  Bolton  if  she  had  slept  well  after 

the  fatigues  of  the  night,  and  hoped  she  had  no  headache ; 

and  he  said  that  as  he  was  going  that  way,  he  could  not  pass 

the  door  without  asking  news  of  his  little  partner. 

Mrs.  Bolton  was  perhaps  rather  shy  and  suspicious  about 
these  advances ;  but  Mr.  Pen's  good  humour  was  inexhaust- 
ible; he  could  not  see  that  he  was  unwelcome.  He  looked 
about  the  premises  for  a  seat,  and  none  being  disengaged — 
for  a  dish-cover  was  on  one,  a  workbox  on  the  other,  and  so 
forth — he  took  one  of  the  children's  chairs,  and  perched  him- 
self upon  that  uncomfortable  eminence.  At  this,  the  children 
began  laughing,  the  child  Fanny  louder  than  all — at  least, 
she  was  more  amused  than  any  of  them,  and  amazed  at  his 
Boyal  Highness's  condescension,  lie  to  sit  down  in  that 
chair— that  little  child's  chah' ! — Many  and  many  a  time 
after,  she  regarded  it :  haven't  we  almost  all  such  furniture 
in  our  rooms,  that  our  fancy  peoples  with  dear  figures,  that 
our  memory  fills  with  sweet  smiling  faces,  which  may  never 
look  on  us  more  ? 

So  Pen  sate  down  and  talked  away  with  great  volubility  to 
Mrs.  Bolton.  He  asked  about  the  undertaking  business,  and 
how  many  mutes  went  down  with  Lady  Estrich's  remains ; 
and  about  the  Inn,  and  who  lived  there.  He  seemed  very 
much  interested  about  Mr.  Campion's  cab  and  horse,  and  had 
met  that  gentleman  in  society.  He  thought  he  should  like 
shares  in  the  Polwheedle  and  Tredyddlum :  did  Mrs.  Bolton 
do  for  those  chambers  ?  Were  there  any  chambers  to  let  in 
the  Inn  ?  It  was  better  than  the  Temple :  he  should  like  to 
come  to  live  in  Shepherd's  Inn.  As  for  Captain  Strong,  and — 
Colonel  Altamont  was  his  name  ? — he  was  deeply  interested 
in  them  too.  The  Captain  was  an  old  friend  at  home.  He 
had  dined  with  him  at  chambers  here,  before  the  Colonel 
came  to  live  with  him.  What  sort  of  man  was  the  Colonel  ? 
T\iisn't  he  a  stout  man,  with  a  large  quantity  of  jewellery, 
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the  gate.     She  called  to  her  mother,  who  was  busy  in  the 

upper  apartment, ''  Mamma,  Mamma ! "  and  ran  to  the  wicket 

at  once,  and  opened  it,  pushing  aside  the  other  children. 

How  she  blushed  as  she  gave  her  hand  to  him !     How  affably 

he  took  off  his  white  hat  as  he  came  in ;  the  children  staring 

up  at  him !     He  asked  Mrs.  Bolton  if  she  had  slept  well  after 

the  fatigues  of  the  night,  and  hoped  she  had  no  headache  ; 

and  he  said  that  as  he  was  going  that  way,  he  could  not  pass 

the  door  without  asking  news  of  his  little  partner. 

Mrs.  Bolton  was  perhaps  rather  shy  and  suspicious  about 
these  advances ;  but  Mr.  Pen's  good  humour  was  inexhaust- 
ible; he  could  not  see  that  he  was  unwelcome.  He  looked 
about  the  premises  for  a  seat,  and  none  being  disengaged — 
for  a  dish-cover  was  on  one,  a  workbox  on  the  other,  and  so 
forth — ^he  took  one  of  the  children's  chairs,  and  perched  him- 
self upon  that  uncomfortable  eminence.  At  this,  the  children 
began  laughing,  the  child  Fanny  louder  than  all — at  least, 
she  was  more  amused  than  any  of  them,  and  amazed  at  his 
Boyal  Highness's  condescension.  He  to  sit  down  in  that 
chair— that  little  child's  chair ! — Many  and  many  a  time 
after,  she  regarded  it :  haven't  we  almost  all  such  furniture 
in  our  rooms,  that  our  fancy  peoples  with  dear  figures,  that 
our  memory  fills  with  sweet  smiling  faces,  which  may  never 
look  on  us  more  ? 

So  Pen  sate  down  and  talked  away  with  great  volubUity  to 
Mrs.  Bolton.  He  asked  about  the  undertaking  business,  and 
how  many  mutes  went  down  with  Lady  Estrich's  remains ; 
and  about  the  Inn,  and  who  lived  there.  He  seemed  very 
much  interested  about  Mr.  Campion's  cab  and  horse,  and  had 
met  that  gentleman  in  society.  He  thought  he  should  like 
shares  in  the  Polwheedle  and  Tredyddlum :  did  Mrs.  Bolton 
do  for  those  chambers  ?  Were  there  any  chambers  to  let  in 
the  Inn  ?  It  was  better  than  the  Temple :  he  should  like  to 
come  to  live  in  Shepherd's  Inn.  As  for  Captain  Strong,  and — 
Colonel  Altamont  was  his  name  ? — he  was  deeply  interested 
in  them  too.  The  Captain  was  an  old  friend  at  home.  He 
had  dined  with  him  at  chambers  here,  before  the  Colonel 
came  to  live  with  him.  What  sort  of  man  was  the  Colonel  ? 
^'aan't  he  a  stout  man,  with  a  large  quantity  of  jewellery, 
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and  a  wig  and  large  black  whiskers — very  black  (here  Pen  was 
immensely  waggish,  and  caused  hysteric  giggles  of  delight 
from  the  ladies) — very  black  indeed ;  in  fact,  blue  black ;  that 
is  to  say,  a  rich  greenish  purple?  That  was  the  man;  he 
had  met  him,  too,  at  Sir  Fr  .  .  .—in  society. 

**  Oh,  we  know,"  said  the  ladies.     **  Sir  F is  Sir  F^ 

Clavering.  He's  often  here :  two  or  tliree  times  a  week  ^dth 
the  Captain.  My  little  boy  has  been  out  for  bill-stamps  for 
him.  Oh  Lor !  I  beg  pardon,  I  shouldn't  have  mentioned 
no  secrets,"  Mrs.  Bolton  blurted  out,  bemg  talked  perfectly 
into  good-nature  by  this  time.  **  But  we  know  you  to  be  a 
gentleman,  Mr.  Pendennis,  for  I'm  sure  you  have  shown  that 
you  can  beayve  as  such.     Hasn't  Mr.  Pendennis,  Fanny  ?  " 

Fanny  loved  her  mother  for  that  speech.  She  cast  up  her 
dark  eyes  to  the  low  ceiling  and  said,  **  Oh,  that  he  has,  I'm 
sure,  Ma,"  with  a  voice  full  of  meaning. 

Pen  was  rather  curious  about  the  bUl-stamps,  and  concern- 
ing the  transactions  in  Strong's  chambers.  And  he  asked^ 
when  Altamont  came  and  joined  the  Chevalier,  whether  he 
too  sent  out  for  bill-stamps,  who  he  was,  whether  he  saw 
many  people,  and  so  forth.  These  questions,  put  with  con- 
siderable adroitness  by  Pen,  who  was  interested  about  Sir 
Francis  Clavering's  doings  from  private  motives  of  his  own, 
were  artlessly  answered  by  Mrs.  Bolton,  and  to  the  utmost  of 
her  knowledge  and  ability,  which,  in  truth,  were  not  very  great. 

These  questions  answered,  and  Pen  being  at  a  loss  for 
more,  luckily  recollected  his  privilege  as  a  member  of  the 
Press,  and  asked  the  ladies  whether  they  would  like  any 
orders  for  the  play?  The  play  was  their  delight,  as  it  is 
almost  always  the  delight  of  every  theatrical  person.  When 
Bolton  was  away  professionally  (it  appeared  that  of  late  the 
porter  of  Shepherd's  Inn  had  taken  a  serious  turn,  drank  a 
good  deal,  and  otherwise  made  himself  unpleasant  to  the  ladies 
of  his  family),  they  would  like  of  all  things  to  slip  out  and  go 
to  the  theatre — little  Barney,  their  son,  keeping  the  lodge ;  and 
Mr.  Pendennis's  most  generous  and  most  genteel  compliment 
of  orders  was  received  with  boundless  gratitude  by  both  mother 
and  daughter. 

Fanny  clapped  her  hands  with  pleasmre  :  her  face  beamed 
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with  it.  She  looked  and  nodded,  and  laughed  at  her  mamma, 
who  nodded  and  laughed  in  her  turn.  Mrs.  Bolton  was  not 
saperannuated  for  pleasure  yet,  or  by  any  means  too  old  for 
admiration,  she  thought.  And  very  likely  Mr.  Pendeunis,  in 
his  conversation  with  her,  had  insinuated  some  compliments, 
or  shaped  his  talk  so  as  to  please  her.  At  first  against  Pen, 
and  suspicious  of  him,  she  was  his  partisan  now,  and  almost 
as  enthusiastic  about  him  as  her  daughter.  When  two  women 
get  together  to  like  a  man,  they  help  each  other  on — each 
poshes  the  other  forward — and  the  second,  out  of  sheer  sym- 
pathy, becomes  as  eager  as  the  principal:  at  least,  so  it  is 
aaid  by  philosophers  who  have  examined  this  science. 

So  the  offer  of  the  play-tickets,  and  other  pleasantries, 
put  all  parties  into  perfect  good-humour,  except  for  one  brief 
moment,  when  one  of  the  younger  children,  hearing  the 
name  of  "Astley's'*  pronounced,  came  forward  and  stated 
that  she  should  like  very  much  to  go  too ;  on  which  Fanny 
said  "Don't  bother!  '  rather  sharply;  and  Mamma  said, 
"  Git-'long,  Betsy- Jane,  do  now,  and  play  in  the  court : "  so 
that  the  two  little  ones,  namely,  Betsy-Jane  and  Ameliar-Ann, 
went  away  in  their  little  innocent  pinafores,  and  disported  in 
the  courtyard  on  the  smooth  gravel,  round  about  the  statue 
of  Shepherd  the  Great. 

And  here,  as  they  were  playing,  they  very  possibly  com- 
municated with  an  old  friend  of  theirs  and  dweller  in  the  Inn ; 
k  for  while  Pen  was  making  himself  agreeable  to  the  ladies  at 
1  the  lodge,  who  were  laughing  delighted  at  his  sallies,  an  old 
)^  gentleman  passed  under  the  archway  from  the  Inn-square, 
V  and  came  and  looked  in  at  the  door  of  the  lodge. 
;/.  >^  He  made  a  very  blank  and  rueful  face  when  he  saw  Mr. 
n  *%rthur  seated  upon  a  table,  like  Macheath  in  the  play,  in  easy 
V!  Apourse  with  Mrs.  Bolton  and  her  daughter. 

»  ^JjWhat!  Mr.  Bows?  How  d'you  do,  Bows?"  cried  out 
iFMljyin  a  cheery,  loud  voice.  "  I  was  coming  to  see  you,  and 
1M0  Mtinji;  your  address  of  these  ladies." 
^  f*Toi|  were  coming  to  see  m€,  were  you,  sir  ?  "  Bows  said, 
tni  ^ftspk^  in  with  a  sad  face,  and  shook  hands  with  Arthur. 
'*  FhpiitVpn  that  old  man !  "  somebody  thought  in  the  room  : 
and  0Ch  pia^ttpe,  some  one  else  besides  her. 
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CHAPTER  X. 
IN  shepherd's  inn. 

UB  friend  Fen  Bald. 
"How  d'ye  do,  Mr. 
Bows  ?  "  in  a  loutl 
cheery  voice  on  per- 
ceiving that  gentle- 
m,  and  saluted 
him  iu  A  dashing  off- 
hand manner,  yet 
1  jou  could  have  seen 
blush  upon  Ar- 
thur's face  t answer- 
ed by  Fanny,  whose 
cheek  straightway 
threw  out  a  similar 
fluttering  red  sig- 
nal) ;  and  after  Bows 
and  Arthur  hail 
shaken  hands,  and 
the  former  had  uron- 
ically  accepted  the 
other's  assertion  that  he  was  about  to  pay  Mr.  Costigan's 
chambers  a  visit,  there  was  a  gloomy  and  rather  guilty  silence 
in  the  company,  which  Pen  presently  tried  to  dispel  by  making 
a  great  rattling  and  noise.  The  silence  of  course  depaHM  itt 
Mr.  Arthur's  noise,  but  the  gloom  remained  and  deepened,  as 
the  darkness  does  in  a  vault  if  you  light  up  a  singlfij'  taper  in 
it.     Pendennis  tried  to  describe,  in  a  jocular  naanner,  the 
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transactions  of  the  night  previous,  and  attempted  to  give 
an  imitation  of  Gostigan  vainly  expostulating  with  the  check- 
taker  at  Yauxhall.  It  was  not  a  good  imitation.  What 
stranger  can  imitate  that  perfection  ?  Nobody  laughed. .  Mrs. 
Bolton  did  not  in  the  least  understand  what  part  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis  was  performing,  and  whether  it  was  the  check-taker 
or  the  Captain  he  was  taking  ofif.  Fanny  wore  an  alarmed 
fjEice,  and  tried  a  timid  giggle ;  old  Mr.  Bows  looked  as  glum 
as  when  he  fiddled  in  the  orchestra,  or  played  a  difl&cult  piece 
upon  the  old  piano  at  the  Back  Kitchen.  Fen  felt  that  his 
story  was  a  failure;  his  voice  sank  and  dwindled  away  dis- 
mally at  the  end  of  it — flickered,  and  went  out ;  and  it  was 
all  dark  again.  You  could  hear  the  ticket-porter,  who  lolls 
about  Shepherd's  Inn,  as  he  passed  on  the  flags  under  the 
archway :  the  clink  of  his  boot-heels  was  noted  by  everybody. 

"  You  were  coming  to  see  me,  sir,"  Mr.  Bows  said.  "  Won't 
you  have  the  kindness  to  walk  up  to  my  chambers  with  me  ? 
You  do  them  a  great  honour,  I  am  sure.  They  are  rather 
high  up ;  but " 

"Oh!  I  live  in  a  garret  myself,  and  Shepherd's  Inn  is 
twice  as  cheerful  as  Lamb  Court,"  Mr.  Fendennis  broke  in. 

"I  knew  that  you  had  third-floor  apartments,"  Mr.  Bows 
said;  "and  was  going  to  say — ^you  will  please  not  take  my 
remark  as  discourteous — that  the  air  up  three  pair  of  stairs  is 
wholesomer  for  gentlemen  than  the  air  of  a  porter's  lodge." 

"  Sir ! "  said  Fen,  whose  candle  flamed  up  again  in  his 
wrath,  and  who  was  disposed  to  be  as  quarrelsome  as  men  are 
when  they  are  in  the  wrong.  "  Will  you  permit  me  to  choose 
my  society  without " 

"You  were  so  poKte  as  to  say  that  you  were  about  to 
honour  my  'umble  domicile  with  a  visit,"  Mr.  Bows  said, 
with  his  sad  voice.  "  Shall  I  show  you  the  way  ?  Mr.  Fen- 
dennis and  I  are  old  friends,  Mrs.  Bolton — very  old  acquaint- 
ances; and  at  the  earliest  dawn  of  his  life  we  crossed  each 
other." 

The  old  man  pointed  towards  the  door  with  a  trembling 
finger,  and  a  hat  in  the  other  hand,  and  in  an  attitude  slightly 
theatrical ;  so  were  his  words  when  he  spoke  somewhat  arti- 
ficial, and  chosen  from  the  vocabulary  which  he  had  heard  all 
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his  life  from  the  painted  lips  of  the  orators  before  the  stage- 
lamps.  But  he  was  not  acting  or  masquerading,  as  Pen  knew 
very  well,  though  he  was  disposed  to  pooh-pooh  the  old  fellow's 
melodramatic  airs.  "  Come  along,  sir,"  he  said,  **  as  you  are 
80  very  pressing.  Mrs.  Bolton,  I  wish  you  a  good  day.  Good- 
bye, Miss  Fanny ;  I  shaU  always  think  of  our  night  at  Vaux- 
hall  with  pleasure ;  and  be  sure  I  will  remember  the  theatre- 
tickets."  And  he  took  her  hand,  pressed  it,  was  pressed  by 
it,  and  was  gone. 

"  What  a  nice  young  man,  to  be  sure ! "  cried  Mrs.  Bolton. 

"  D'you  think  so.  Ma  ?  "  said  Fanny. 

**  I  was  a-thinkin'  who  he  was   like.     "When  I  was  at 
the  Wells  with  Mrs.  Serle,"  Mrs.  Bolton  continued,  looking 
through  the  window-curtain  after  Pen,  as  he  went  up  tho. 
com-t  with  Bows, — "there  was  a  young  gentleman  fi-om  th^ 
City,  that  used  to  come  in  a  tilbry,  in  a  white  'at,  the  ver^ 
image  of  him,  ony  his  whiskers  was  black,  and  Mr.  P.' a 
is  red." 

**  Law,  Ma !  they  are  a  most  l)eautiful  hawburn,"  Fannr 
said. 

"He  used  to  come  for  Emly  Budd,  who  danced  Columbine 
in  *  'Arleykin  'Ornpipe,  or  the  Battle  of  Navarino,'  when  Miss 
De  la  Bosky  was  took  ill — a  pretty  dancer,  and  a  fine  stage 
figure  of  a  woman — and  he  was  a  great  sugar-baker  in  the 
City,  with  a  country  'ouse  at  'Omerton ;  and  he  used  to  drive 
her  in  the  tilbry  down  Goswell  Street  Boad;  and  one  day 
they  drove  and  was  married  at  St.  Bartholomew's  Chujrcb, 
Smithfield,  where  they  'ad  their  bands  read  quite  private; 
and   she  now  keeps  her  carriage,  and  I  sor  her  name 
the  paper  as  patroness  of  the  Manshmg-House  Ball  for  tb< 
Washyv\'omen's  Asylum.   And  look  at  Lady  Mirabel — Captin: 
Costigan's  daughter— she   was  profeshnl,   as   all   very  we^Xl 
know."     Thus,  and  more  to  this  purpose,  Mrs.  Bolton  spok^^^ 
now  peeping  through  the  window-curtain,  now  cleaning  tlae 
mugs  and  plates,  and  consigning  them  to  their  place  in  tlje 
corner  cupboard ;  and  finishing  her  speech  as  she  and  Faaujr 
shook  out  and  folded  up  the  dinner-cloth  between  them,  and 
restored  it  to  its  drawer  in  the  table. 

Although   Costigan  had  once   before  been  made  pretty 
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accurately  to  understand  what  Pen's  pecuniary  means  and 
expectations  were,  I  suppose  Cos  had  forgotten  the  informa- 
tion acquired  at  Chatteris  years  ago,  or  had  been  induced  by 
his  natural  enthusiasm  to  exaggerate  his  friend's  income.  He 
had  described  Fairoaks  Park  in  the  most  glowing  terms  to 
Mrs.  Bolton,  on  the  preceding  evening,  as  he  was  walking 
about  with  her  during  Pen's  little  escapade  with  Fanny,  had 
dilated  upon  the  enormous  wealth  of  Pen's  famous  uncle,  the 
Major,  and  shown  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  Arthur's 
funded  and  landed  property.  Very  likely  Mrs.  Bolton,  in  her 
wisdom,  had  speculated  upon  these  matters  during  the  night ; 
and  had  had  visions  of  Fanny  driving  in  her  carriage,  like 
Mrs.  Bolton's  old  comrade,  the  dancer  of  Sadler's  Wells. 

In  the  last  operation  of  table-cloth  folding,  these  two 
foolish  women,  of  necessity,  came  close  together ;  and  as 
Fanny  took  the  cloth  and  gave  it  the  last  fold,  her  mother 
put  her  finger  imder  the  young  girl's  chin,  and  kissed  her. 
Again  the  red  signal  flew  out,  and  fluttered  on  Fanny's  cheek. 
"What  did  it  mean?  It  was  not  alarm  this  time.  It  was 
pleasure  which  caused  the  poor  little  Fanny  to  blush  so.  Poor 
little  Fanny !  What !  is  love  sin,  that  it  is  so  pleasant  at  the 
beginning,  and  so  bitter  at  the  end  ? 

After  the  embrace,  Mrs.  Bolton  thought  proper  to  say  that 
she  was  a-going  out  upon  business,  and  that  Fanny  must 
keep  the  lodge;  which  Fanny,  after  a  very  faint  objection 
indeed,  consented  to  do.  So  Mrs.  Bolton  took  her  bonnet  and 
market-basket,  and  departed ;  and  the  instant  she  was  gone, 
Fanny  went  and  sate  by  the  window  which  commanded  Bows's 
door,  and  never  once  took  her  eyes  away  from  that  quarter  of 
Shepherd's  Inn. 

Betsy-Jane  and  Ameliar-Ann  were  buzzing  in  one  corner 
of  the  place,  and  making  believe  to  read  out  of  a  picture-book, 
which  one  of  them  held  topsy-turvy.  It  was  a  grave  and 
dreadful  tract,  of  Mr.  Bolton's  collection.  Fanny  did  not 
hear  her  sisters  prattling  over  it.  She  noticed  nothing  but 
Bows's  door. 

At  last  she  gave  a  little  shake,  and  her  eyes  lighted  up. 
He  had  come  out.  He  would  pass  the  door  again.  But  her 
poor  little  countenance  fell  in  an  instant  more.     Pendennis, 

s  2 


134  PENDENNIS. 

self.     He  expressed  himself  greatly  pleased  with  that  mark     c/ 
poloightness,  and  promised,  in  his  own  mind,  that  be  woixJJ 
repay  that  obUgation  at  least,  which  was  not  the  only  defc^ 
which  the  Captain  owed  in  life,  by  several  visits  to  his  young 
friend.     He  entertained  him  affably  with  news  of  the  day, 
or  rather  of  ten  days  previous;  for  Pen,  in  his  quality  0/ 
journalist,  remembered  to  have  seen  some  of  the  Captain's 
opinions  in  the  Sporting  and  Theatrical   Newspaper  which 
was  Costigan's  oracle.    He  stated  that  Sir  Charles  and  Lady 
Mirabel  were  gone  to  Baden-Baden,  and  were  most  pressing 
in  their  invitations  that  he  should  join  them  there.    Pen 
replied,  with  great  gravity,  that  he  had  heard  that  Baden 
was  very  pleasant,  and  the  Grand  Duke  exceedingly  hospit- 
able to  English.     Costigan  answered,  that  the  laws  of  hospi- 
talitee  bekeam  a  Grand  Juke ;  that  he  sariously  would  think 
about  visiting  him  ;  and  made  some  remarks  upon  the  splen- 
did festivities  at  Dublin  Castle,  when  His  Excellency  the  Earl 
of  Portansherry  held  the  Viceraygal  Coort  there,  and  of  which 
he  Costigan  had  been  a  humble  but  pleased  spectator.    And 
Pen — as  he  heard  these  oft-told  well-remembered  legends- 
recollected  the  time  when  he  had  given  a  sort  of  credence  to 
them,  and  had  a  certain  respect  for  the  Captain.     Emily  and 
first  love,  and  the  little  room  at  Chatteris,  and  the  kind  talk 
with  Bows  on  the  bridge,  came  back  to  him.     He  felt  quite 
kindly  disposed  towards  his  two  old  friends;  and  cordially 
shook  the  hands  of  both  of  them  when  he  rose  to  go  away. 

He  had  quite  forgotten  about  little  Fanny  Bolton  whilst 
the  Captain  was  talking,  and  Pen  himself  was  absorbed  in 
other  selfish  meditations.  He  only  remembered  her  again  as 
Bows  came  hobbling  down  the  stairs  after  him,  bent  evidently 
upon  following  him  out  of  Shepherd's  Inn. 

Mr.  Bows's  precaution  was  not  a  lucky  one.     The  wratb 
of  Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis  rose  at  the  poor  old  fellow's  feeble 
persecution.     Confound  him,  what  does  he  mean  by  dogging 
me  ?  thought  Pen.     And  he  burst  out  laughing  when  he  wa.^ 
in  the  Strand  and  by  himself,  as  he  thought  of  the  elder*^ 
stratagem.     It  was  not  an  honest  laugh,  Arthur  Pendennis-- 
Perhaps  the  thought  struck  Arthur  himself,  and  he  blushed 
at  his  own  sense  of  humour. 
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It  would  seem  that  the  Captain,  before  issuing  from  his 
bedroom,  scented  himself  with  otto  of  whisky.  A  rich  odour 
of  that  delicious  perfume  breathed  from  out  him,  as  he  held 
out  the  grasp  of  cordiaUty  to  his  visitor.  The  hand  which 
performed  that  grasp  shook  wofully :  it  was  a  wonder  how  it 
could  hold  the  razor  with  which  the  poor  gentleman  daily 
operated  on  his  chin. 

Bows's  room  was  as  neat,  on  the  other  hand,  as  his  com- 
rade's was  disorderly.     His  humble  wardrobe  hung  behind  a 
curtain.     His  books  and  manuscript  music  were  trimly  ar- 
ranged upon  shelves.   A  Uthogi*aphed  portrait  of  Miss  Fother- 
ingay,  as  Mrs.  Haller,  with  the  actress's  sprawling  signature 
at  the  corner,  hung  faithfully  over  the  old  gentleman's  bed. 
Lady  Mirabel  wrote  much  better  than  Miss  Fotheringay  had 
been  able  to  do.     Her  Ladyship  had  laboured  assiduously  to 
acquire  the  art  of  pemnanship  since  her  marriage;  and,  in 
a  common  note  of  invitation  or  acceptance,  acquitted  herself 
very  genteelly.   Bows  loved  the  old  handwriting  best,  though; 
the  fair  artist's  earUer  manner.     He  had  but  one  specimen  of 
the  new  style,  a  note  in  reply  to  a  song  composed  and  dedi- 
cated to  Lady  Mirabel,  by  her  most  humble  servant  Eobert 
Bows ;  and  which  document  was  treasured  in  his  desk  among 
his  other  state  papers.     He  was  teaching  Fanny  Bolton  now 
to  sing  and  to  write,  as  he  had  taught  Emily  in  former  days. 
It  was  the  nature  of  the  man  to  attach  himself  to  something. 
HVhen  Emily  was  torn  from  him  he  took  a  substitute :  as  a 
man  looks  out  for  a  crutch  when  he  loses  a  leg,  or  lashes 
himself  to  a  raft  when  he  has  suffered  shipwreck.     Latude 
had  given  his  heart  to  a  woman,  no  doubt,  before  he  grew  to 
be  so  fond  of  a  mouse  in  the  Bastille.     There  are  people  who 
in  their  youth  have  felt  and  inspired  an  heroic  passion,  and 
end  by  being  happy  in  the  caresses,  or  agitated  by  the  illness, 
of  a  poodle.     But  it  was  hard  upon  Bows,  and  grating  to 
his  feelings  as  a  man  and  a  sentimentalist,  that  he  should 
find  Pen  again  upon  his  track,  and  in  pinrsuit  of  this  little 
Fanny. 

Meanwhile  Costigan  had  not  the  least  idea  but  that  his 
company  was  perfectly  welcome  to  Messrs.  Pendennis  and 
Bows,  and  that  the  visit  of  the  former  was  intended  for  him- 
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able to  EnglL-h-  C«:^tigan  answered,  that  the  laws  of  hospi- 
talitee  bekeam  a  Grand  Juke :  that  he  sariouslv  would  think 
about  visiting  him  :  and  made  s*3me  remarks  upon  the  splen- 
did festivities  at  Dublin  Castle,  when  His  ExceUencv  the  Earl 
of  Portansherrv  held  the  ViceraViinil  Coort  there,  and  of  which 
he  Costigan  had  been  a  humble  but  pleased  spectator.  And 
Pen — as  he  heard  these  oft-told  well-rememliered  legends — 
recollected  the  time  when  he  had  given  a  sort  of  credence  to 
thf-m.  and  had  a  certain  respect  for  the  Captain.  Emily  and 
first  love,  and  the  little  room  at  Chatteris,  and  the  kind  talk 
witli  B*"^^-  on  the  bridge,  came  back  to  him.  He  felt  quite 
kindly  disposed  towards  his  two  old  friends:  and  cordially 
shook  the  hands  of  b«>th  of  them  when  he  rose  to  go  away. 

Hr  had  quite  forgotten  about  little  Fanny  Bolton  whilst 
the  Captain  was  talking,  and  Pen  himself  was  absorbed  in 
other  selfish  meditations.  He  onlv  remembered  her  aeain  as 
B«jwa  came  hobbling  down  the  stairs  after  him,  bent  evidently 
upon  following  him  out  of  Shepherd's  Inn. 

Mr.  Bows's  precaution  was  not  a  luckj*  one.  The  wi-ath 
of  >Ir.  Arthur  Pendennis  rose  at  the  poor  old  fellow's  feeble 
persecution.  Confound  him,  what  does  he  mean  by  dogging 
me  ?  thought  Pen.  And  he  burst  out  laughing  when  he  was 
in  the  Strand  and  by  himself,  as  he  thought  of  the  elder's 
stratagem.  It  was  not  an  honest  laugh,  Arthur  Pendennis. 
Perhaps  the  thought  struck  Arthur  himself,  and  he  blushed 
at  his  own  sense  of  humour. 
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He  went  oflf  to  endeavour  to  banish  the  thoughts  which 
occupied  him,  whatever  those  thoughts  might  be,  and  tried 
various  places  of  amusement  with  but  indifferent  success.  He 
struggled  up  the  highest  stairs  of  the  Panorama ;  but  when 
he  had  arrived,  panting,  at  the  height  of  the  eminence.  Care 
had  come  up  with  him,  and  was  bearing  him  company.  He 
went  to  the  Club,  and  wrote  a  long  letter  home,  exceedingly 
witty  and  sarcastic,  and  in  which,  if  he  did  not  say  a  single 
word  about  YauxhaU  and  Fanny  Bolton,  it  was  because  he 
thought  that  subject,  however  interesting  to  himself,  would 
not  be  very  interesting  to  his  mother  and  Laura.  Nor  could 
the  novels  or  the  library  table  fix  his  attention,  nor  the  grave 
and  respectable  Jawkins  (the  only  man  in  town),  who  wished 
to  engage  him  in  conversation ;  nor  any  of  the  amusements 
which  he  tried,  after  flying  from  Jawkins.  He  passed  a 
Comic  Theatre  on  his  way  home,  and  saw  **  Stunning  Farce, "^ 
"  Roars  of  Laughter,"  **  Good  Old  EngUsh  Fun  and  Frohc,'*^ 
placarded  in  vermilion  letters  on  the  gate.  He  went  into  the 
pit,  and  saw  the  lovely  Mrs.  Leary,  as  usual,  in  a  man's- 
attire ;  and  that  eminent  bufifo  actor,  Tom  Horseman,  dressed 
as  a  woman.  Horseman's  travestie  seemed  to  him  a  horrid 
and  hideous  degradation ;  Mrs.  Leary's  glances  and  ankles 
had  not  the  least  effect.  He  laughed  again,  and  bitterly,  to 
himself,  as  he  thought  of  the  effect  which  she  had  produced 
upon  him,  on  the  first  night  of  his  arrival  in  Loudon,  a  short 
time — what  a  long  long  time  ago  \ 
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amateurs  care  to  look  at  the  gardens  with  much  interest,  and 
fimcy  good  Sir  Eoger  de  Coverley  and  Mr.  Spectator  with  his 
Bhort  face  pacing  up  and  down  the  road ;  or  dear  OHver  Gold- 
gmith  in  the  summer-house,  perhaps  meditating  about  the 
next "  Citizen  of  the  World,"  or  the  new  suit  that  Mr.  Filby, 
the  tailor,  is  fashioning  for  him,  or  the  dunning  letter  that 
Mr.  Newbery  has  sent.     Treading  heavily  on  the  gravel,  and 
rolling  majestically  along  in  a  snuflF-coloured  suit,  and  a  wig 
that  sadly  wants  the  barber's  powder  and  irons,  one  sees  the 
Great  Doctor  step  up  to  him  (his  Scotch  lackey  following  at 
the  lexicographer's  heels,  a  little  the  worse  for  port  wine  that 
they  had  been  taking  at  the  Mitre),  and  Mr.  Johnson  asks 
Hr.  Goldsmith  to  come  home  and  take  a  dish  of  tea  with  Miss 
Williams.     Kind  faith  of  Fancy !     Sir  Roger  and  Mr.  Spec- 
tator are  as  real  to  us  now  as  the  two  doctors  and  the  boozy 
and  faithful  Scotchman.      The  poetical  figures  live  in   our 
memory  just  as  much  as  the  real  personages, — and  as  Mr. 
Arthur  Pendennis  was  of  a  romantic  and  literary  turn,  by  no 
means  addicted  to  the  legal  pursuits  common  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  place,  we  may  presume  that  he  was  cherishing 
some  such  poetical  reflections  as  these,  when,  upon  the  even- 
ing after  the  events  recorded  in  the  last  chapter,  the  young 
gentleman  chose  the  Temple  Gardens  as  a  place  for  exercise 
and  meditation. 

On  the  Sunday  evening,  the  Temple  is  commonly  calm. 
The  chambers  are  for  the  most  part  vacant :  the  great  law- 
yers are  giving  grand  dinner  parties  at  their  houses  in  the 
Belgravian  or  Tyburnian  districts ;  the  agreeable  young  bar- 
risters are  absent,  attending  those  parties,  and  paying  their 
respects  to  Mr.  Kewsy's  excellent  claret,  or  Mr.  Justice  Er- 
mine's accomplished  daughters :  the  uninvited  are  partaking 
of  the  economic  joint,  and  the  modest  half-pint  of  wine  at 
the  Club,  entertaining  themselves,  and  the  rest  of  the  com- 
pany in  the  club-room,  with  circuit  jokes  and  points  of 
wit  and  law.  Nobody  is  in  chambers  at  all,  except  poor 
Mr.  Cockle,  who  is  ill,  and  whose  laundress  is  making  him 
gruel;  or  Mr.  Tootle*  who  is  an  amateur  of  the  flute,  and 
whom  you  may  hear  piping  soUtary  from  his  chambers  in  the 
second  floor;  or  young  Tiger,  the  student,  from  whose  open 
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windows  comes  a  great  gush  of  cigar  smoke,  and  at  whose 
door  are  a  quantity  of  dishes  and  covers,  bearing  the  insignia 
of  Dick's  or  the  Cock.  But  stop !  WTiither  does  Fancy  lead 
us  ?  It  is  vacation  time ;  and  with  the  exception  of  Pen- 
dennis,  nobody  is  in  chambers  at  all. 

Perhaps  it  was  solitude,  then,  which  drove  Pen  into  the 
garden;  for  although  he  had  never  before  passed  the  gate, 
and  had  looked  rather  carelessly  at  the  pretty  flower-beds, 
and  the  groups  of  pleased  citizens  sauntering  over  the  trim 
lawn  and  the  broad  gravel-walks  by  the  river,  on  this  evening 
it  happened,  as  we  have  said,  that  the  young  gentleman,  who 
had  dined  alone  at  a  tavern  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
Temple,  took  a  fancy,  as  he  was  returning  home  to  his  cham- 
bers, to  take  a  little  walk  in  the  gardens,  and  enjoy  the  fresh 
evening  air,  and  the  sight  of  the  shining  Thames.  After  walk- 
ing for  a  brief  space,  and  looking  at  the  many  peaceful  and 
happy  groups  round  about  him,  he  grew  tired  of  the  exercise, 
and  betook  himself  to  one  of  the  summer-houses  which  flank 
either  end  of  the  main  walk,  and  there  modestly  seated  him- 
self. "What  were  his  cogitations  ?  The  evening  was  delight- 
flilly  bright  and  calm ;  the  sky  was  cloudless :  the  chimneys 
on  the  opposite  bank  were  not  smoking;  the  wharfs  and 
warehouses  looked  rosy  in  the  sunshine,  and  as  clean  as  if 
they,  too,  had  washed  for  the  hoUday.  The  steamers  rushed 
rapidly  up  and  down  the  stream,  laden  with  hoUday  pas- 
sengers. The  bells  of  the  multitudmous  City  churches  were 
ringing  to  evening  prayers, — such  peaceful  Sabbath  evenings 
as  this  Pen  may  have  remembered  in  his  early  days,  as  he 
paced,  with  his  arm  round  his  mother's  waist,  on  the  terrSce 
before  the  lawn  at  home.  The  sun  was  Ughting  up  the  little 
Brawl,  too,  as  well  as  the  broad  Thames,  and  sinking  down- 
wards majestically  behind  the  Claverin'g  elms,  and  the  tower 
of  the  familiar  \illage  church.  Was  it  thoughts  of  these,  or 
the  sunset  merely,  that  caused  the  blush  on  the  young  man's 
face  ?  He  beat  time  on  the  bench  to  the  chorus  of  the  bells 
without ;  flicked  the  dust  off  his  shining  boots  with  his  pocket- 
handkerchief,  and  starting  up,  stamped  with  his  foot  and  said, 
"  No,  by  Jove,  I'll  go  home."  And  with  this  resolution,  which 
indicated  that  some  struggle  as  to  the  propriety  of  remaining 
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where  he  was,  or  of  quitting  the  garden,  had  been  going  on  in 
his  mind,  he  stepped  out  of  the  summer-house. 

He  nearly  knocked  down  two  Uttle  children,  who  did  not 
indeed  reach  much  higher  than  his  knee,  and  were  trotting 
along  the  gravel-walk,  with  their  long  blue  shadows  slanting 
towards  the  east. 

One  cried  out  **  Oh !  "  the  other  began  to  laugh ;  and  with 
a  knowing  Uttle  infantine  chuckle,  said,  ^*  Missa  Fen-dennis  !  " 
And  Arthur,  looking  down,  saw  his  two  Uttle  friends  of  the 
day  before,  MesdemoiseUes  Ameliar- Ann  and  Betsy- Jane.  He 
blushed  more  than  ever  at  seeing  them,  and  seizing  the  one 
whom  he  had  nearly  upset,  jumped  her  up  into  the  air,  and 
kissed  )ier :  at  which  sudden  assault  AmeUai'-Ann  began  to 
cry  in  great  alarm. 

This  cry  brought  up  instantly  two  ladies  in  clean  collars 
and  new  ribbons,  and  grand  shawls,  namely :  Mrs.  Bolton  in 
a  rich  scarlet  Caledonian  cashmere,  and  a  black  silk  dress; 
and  Miss  F.  Bolton  with  a  yeUow  scarf  and  a  sweet  sprigged 
muslin,  and  a  parasol — quite  the  lady.  Fanny  did  not  say 
one  single  word:  though  her  eyes  flashed  a  welcome,  and 
shone  as  bright — as  bright  as  the  most  blazing  windows  in 
Paper  Buildings.  But  Mrs.  Bolton,  after  admonishing  Betsy- 
Jane,  said,  "  Lor,  sir — how  very  odd  that  we  should  meet  you 
year !  I  'ope  you  'ave  your  'ealth  well,  sir. — Ain't  it  odd, 
Fanny,  that  we  should  meet  Mr.  Pendennis  ?  "  What  do  you 
mean  by  sniggering,  Mesdames?  When  young  Croesus  has 
been  staying  at  a  country  house,  have  you  never,  by  any 
singular  coincidence,  been  walking  with  your  Fanny  in  the 
shrubberies  ?  Have  you  and  your  Fanny  never  happened  to 
be  listening  to  the  band  of  the  Heavies  at  Brighton,  when 
young  De  Boots  and  Captain  Padmore  came  clinking  down 
the  Pier  ?  Have  you  and  your  darling  Frances  never  chanced 
to  be  visiting  old  widow  Wheezy  at  the  cottage  on  the  common, 
when  the  young  curate  has  stepped  in  with  a  tract  adapted 
to  the  rheumatism  ?  Do  you  suppose  that,  if  singular  coin- 
cidences occur  at  the  HaU,  they  don't  also  happen  at  the 
Lodge? 

It  tvas  a  coincidence,  no  doubt :  that  was  all.  In  the 
course  of  the  conversation  on  the  day  previous,  Mr.  Pendennis 
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How  had  Fanny  discovered  the  novel  of  "  Walter  Lorraine," 
tnd  that  Fen  was  the  author  ?  This  little  person  remembered 
every  single  word  which  Mr.  Fendennis  bad  spoken  on  the 
night  previous,  and  bow  he  wrote  in  books  and  newspapers. 
What  books  ?    She  was  so  eager  to  know,  that  she  had  almost 


ft  mind  to  be  civil  to  old  Bows,  who  was  suffering  under  her 
digpleaBure  since  yesterday,  but  she  determined  first  to  make 
application  to  Costigan.  She  began  by  coasing  the  Captain 
and  smiling  upon  him  in  her  most  winning  way,  as  she  helped 
to  arrange  his  dinner  and  set  his  humble  apartment  in  order. 
She  was  sure  his  linen  wanted  mending  (and  indeed  the 
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Captain's  linen-closet  contained  some  corioos  specimens  of 
manufactured  flax  and  cotton).  She  would  mend  bis  shirts — 
all  his  shirts.  What  horrid  holes — what  fanny  holes !  She 
put  her  little  face  through  one  of  them,  and  laughed  at  the 
old  warrior  in  the  most  winning  manner.  She  would  have 
made  a  funny  little  picture  looking  through  the  holes.  Then 
she  daintily  removed  Costigan's  dumer  things,  tripping  about 
the  room  as  she  had  seen  the  dancers  do  at  the  play;  and  she 
danced  to  the  Captain's  cupboard,  and  produced  his  whisky- 
bottle,  and  mixed  him  a  tumbler,  and  must  taste  a  drop  of 
it — a  little  drop ;  and  the  Captain  must  sing  her  one  of  his 
songs,  hLs  dear  songs,  and  teach  it  to  her.  And  when  he  had 
sung  an  Irish  melody  in  his  rich  quavering  voice,  fancying  it 
was  he  who  was  fascinating  the  little  Siren,  she  put  her  little 
question  about  Arthur  Pendennis  and  his  novel,  and  having 
got  an  answer,  cared  for  nothing  more,  but  left  the  Captain  at 
the  piano  alK)ut  to  sing  her  another  song,  and  the  dinner-tray 
in  the  passage,  and  the  shirts  on  the  chair,  and  ran  down- 
stairs, quickening  her  i)ace  as  she  sped. 

Captain  Costigan,  as  he  said,  was  not  a  litherary  cyarkter, 
nor  had  he  as  j'et  found  time  to  peruse  his  young  friend's 
ellygant  perfaurumance,  though  he  intended  to  teak  an  early 
opporchunitee  of  purchasing  a  cawpee  of  his  work.  But  he 
knew  the  name  of  Pen's  novel  from  the  fact  that  Messrs. 
Finucane,  Bludyer,  and  other  frequenters  of  the  Back  Kitchen, 
spoke  of  Mr.  Pendennis  (not  all  of  them  with  great  friendship ; 
for  Bhidj'er  called  him  a  confounded  coxcomb,  and  Hoolan 
wondered  that  Doolan  did  not  kick  him,  &c.)  by  the  sobriquet 
of  Walter  Lorraine, — and  was  hence  enabled  to  give  Fanny 
the  information  which  she  required. 

*'  And  she  went  and  ast  for  it  at  the  libery,"  Mrs.  Bolton 
said, — **  several  liberies — and  some  'ad  it  and  it  was  bout, 
and  some  'adn't  it.  And  one  of  the  liberies  as  'ad  it  wouldn't 
let  'er  'ave  it  without  a  sovering ;  and  she  'adn't  one,  and  she 
came  back  a-crying  to  me— didn't  you,  Fanny  ? — and  I  gave 
her  a  sovering." 

**  And,  oh,  I  was  in  such  a  fright  lest  any  one  should  have 
come  to  the  libery  and  took  it  while  I  was  away,"  Fanny  said, 
her  cheeks  and  eyes  glowing.     "  And,  oh,  I  do  like  it  so  !  " 
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Arthur  was  touched  by  this  artless  sympathy,  immensely 
ilftttered  and  mov^d  by  it.  "  Do  you  like  it  ?  "  he  said.  "  If 
yofu  will  come  up  to  my  chambers  I  will — No,  I  will  bring 
you  one — no,  I  will  send  you  one.  Good  night.  Thank  you, 
Fanny.  God  bless  you.  I  mustn't  stay  with  you.  Good- 
bye, good-bye."  And,  pressing  her  hand  once,  and  nodding 
to  her  mother  and  the  other  children,  he  strode  out  of  the 
gardens. 

He  quickened  his  pace  as  he  went  from  them,  and  ran  out 
of  the  gate  talking  to  himself.  ''  Dear,  dear  Uttle  thing,"  he 
said, — ''darling  little  Fanny!  You  are  worth  them  all.  I 
wish  to  heaven  Shandon  was  back.  I'd  go  home  to  my 
mother.  I  mustn't  see  her.  I  won't.  I  won't,  so  help 
me " 

As  he  was  talking  thus,  and  running,  the  passers-by  turn- 
ing to  look  at  him,  he  ran  against  a  little  old  man,  and  per- 
ceived it  was  Mr.  Bows. 

"  Tour  very  'umble  servant,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Bows,  making 
a  sarcastic  bow,  and  lifting  his  old  hat  from  his  forehead. 

"  I  wish  you  a  good  day,"  Arthur  answered  sulkily.  "  Don't 
let  me  detain  you,  or  give  you  the  trouble  to  follow  me  again. 
I  am  in  a  hurry,  sir ;  good  evening." 

Bows  thought  Pen  had  some  reason  for  hurrying  to  his 
rooms.  "Where  are  they?"  exclaimed  the  old  gentleman. 
"  You  know  whom  I  mean.  They're  not  in  your  rooms,  sir, 
are  they?  They  told  Bolton  they  were  going  to  church  at 
the  Temple ;  they  weren't  there.  They  are  in  your  chambers : 
they  mustn't  stay  in  your  chambers,  Mr.  Pendennis." 

"  Damn  it,  sir !  "  cried  out  Pendennis,  fiercely.  "  Come 
and  see  if  they  are  in  my  chambers:  here's  the  court  and  the 
door — come  in  and  see."  And  Bows,  taking  off  his  hat  and 
bowing  first,  followed  the  young  man. 

They  were  not  in  Pen's  chambers,  as  we  know.  But  when 
the  gardens  were  closed,  the  two  women,  who  had  had  but  a 
melancholy  evening's  amusement,  walked  away  sadly  with  the 
children,  and  they  entered  into  Lamb  Court,  and  stood  under 
the  lamp-post  which  cheerfully  ornaments  the  centre  of  that 
quadrangle,  and  looked  up  to  the  third  floor  of  the  house 
where  Pendennis's  chambers  were,  and  where  they  saw  a 
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are  about  love  and  lovers,  and  she  scarcely  sees  that  she 
treads  on  a  kitchen  floor.  I  have  taught  the  little  thing. 
I  am  fond  of  the  girl,  sir.  I'm  a  lonely  old  man ;  I  lead  a 
life  that  I  don't  like,  among  boon  companions,  who  make  me 
melancholy.  I  have  but  this  child  that  I  care  for.  Have 
pity  upon  me,  and  don't  take  her  away  from  me,  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis — don't  take  her  away." 

The  old  man's  voice  broke  as  he  spoke.  Its  accents  touched 
Pen,  much  more  than  the  menacing  or  sarcastic  tone  which 
Bows  had  commenced  by  adopting. 

"  Indeed,"  said  he,  kindly,  **  you  do  me  a  wrong  if  you 
fancy  I  intend  one  to  poor  little  Fanny.  I  never  saw  her  till 
Friday  night.  It  was  the  merest  chance  that  our  Mend  Cos- 
tigan  threw  her  into  my  way.  I  have  no  intentions  regarding 
her — that  is " 

**  That  is,  you  know  very  well  that  she  is  a  foolish  girl, 
and  her  mother  a  foolish  woman, — that  is,  you  meet  her  in 
the  Temple  Gardens,  and  of  course  without  previous  concert, 
— that  is,  that  when  I  found  her  yesterday,  reading  the  book 
you've  wrote,  she  scorned  me,"  Bows  said.  **  What  am  I  good 
for  but  to  be  laughed  at  ?  a  deformed  old  fellow  like  me ;  an 
old  fiddler  that  wears  a  threadbare  coat,  and  gets  his  bread 
by  playing  tunes  at  an  alehouse  ?  You  are  a  fine  gentleman, 
you  are.  You  wear  scent  in  your  handkerchief,  and  a  ring 
on  your  finger.  You  go  to  dine  with  great  people.  Who  ever 
gives  a  crust  to  old  Bows  ?  And  yet  I  might  have  been  as 
good  a  man  as  the  best  of  you.  I  might  have  been  a  man  of 
genius,  if  I  had  had  the  chance ;  ay,  and  have  lived  with  the 
master-spii'its  of  the  land.  But  everything  has  failed  witlx 
me.  I'd  ambition  once,  and  wrote  plays,  poems,  music — 
nobody  would  give  me  a  hearing.  I  never  loved  a  woma 
but  she  laughed  at  me ;  and  here  I  am  in  my  old  age  alone — 
alone !  Don't  take  this  girl  from  me,  Mr.  Pendennis,  I  say^ 
again.  Leave  her  with  me  a  little  longer.  She  was  like  a^ 
child  to  me  till  yesterday.  Why  did  you  step  in,  and  make^ 
her  mock  my  deformity  and  old  age  ?  " 

"  I  am  guiltless  of  that,  at  least,"  Arthur  said,  with  some- 
thing of  a  sigh.  "  Upon  my  word  of  honour,  I  wish  I  had 
never  seen  the  girl.    My  calling  is  not  seduction,  Mr.  Bows. 
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did  not  imagine  that  I  bad  made  an  impression  on  poor 
'anny,  until — until  to-night.  And  then,  sir,  I  was  sorry, 
nd  was  flying  from  my  temptation  as  you  came  upon  me. 
Old,"  he  added,  with  a  glow  upon  his  cheek,  which,  in  the 
Withering  darkness,  his  companion  could  not  see,  and  with 
n  audible  tremor  in  his  voice,  *'  I  do  not  mind  telling  you, 
ir,  that  on  this  Sabbath  evening,  as  the  church  bells  were 
inging,  I  thought  of  my  own  home,  and  of  women  angelically 
lure  and  good,  who  dwell  there ;  and  I  was  running  hither, 
&  I  met  you,  that  I  might  avoid  the  danger  which  besets  me, 
nd  ask  strength  of  God  Almighty  to  do  my  duty." 

After  these  words  from  Arthur  a  silence  ensued,  and  when 
he  conversation  was  resumed  by  his  guest,  the  latter  spoke  in 
,  tone  which  was  much  more  gentle  and  friendly.  And  on 
aking  farewell  of  Pen,  Bows  asked  leave  to  shake  hands  with 
lim,  and  with  a  very  wann  and  aflfectionate  greeting  on  both 
ides,  apologised  to  Arthur  for  having  mistaken  him,  and  paid 
lim  some  compliments  which  caused  the  young  man  to  squeeze 
lis  old  friend's  hand  heartily  again.  And  as  they  parted  at 
Pen's  door,  Arthur  said  he  had  given  a  promise,  and  he  hoped 
and  trusted  that  Mr.  Bows  might  rely  on  it. 

"  Amen  to  that  prayer,' '  said  Mr.  Bows,  and  went  slowly 
do^ii  the  stair. 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

TUS    HAPPY   vnJAOE   AGAIN. 

ARLY  in  this  history,  we  have  had 
occasion  to  epeak  of  the  little  tomi 
of  Clavering,  near  which  Pen's 
paternal  home  of  Fairoaks  stood, 
and  of  some  of  the  people  who 
inhabited  the  place ;  and  as  the 
society  there  was  hy  uo  means 
amusing  or  pleasant,  owr  reports 
concerning  it  were  not  carried 
to  any  very  great  length.  Mr. 
Samuel  Huxter,  the  gentleman 
whose  acquaintance  we  lawly 
made  at  Vauxlmll,  was  one  of 
the  choice  spirits  of  the  little  town,  when  he  visited  it  diirin? 
his  vacations,  and  enlivened  the  tahles  of  his  friends  then?  by 
the  wit  of  Bartholomew's  and  the  gossip  of  the  fashionaWf 
London  circles  which  he  frequented. 

Mr.  Hobnell,  the  young  gentleman  whom  Pen  had  thrashwl, 
in  consequence  of  the  quarrel  in  the  Fotheringay  affair,  was, 
whilst  a  pupil  at  the  Grammar  School  at  Clavering,  made  verv 
welcome  at  the  tea-table  of  Mrs.  Huxter,  Samuel's  motlieri 
and  was  free  of  the  Surgery,  where  he  knew  the  way  to  tlie 
tamarind-iK)te,  and  could  scent  his  pocket-handkerchief  ffith 
rose-water.  And  it  was  at  this  period  of  his  life  that  he 
foi-med  an  attachment  for  Miss  Sophy  Huxter,  whom,  on  \oi 
father's  demise,  he  married,  and  took  home  to  his  house  of 
the  IrVarren,  a  few  miles  from  Clavering. 
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I  did  not  imagine  that  I  had  made  an  impression  on  poor 
Fanny,  until — until  to-night.  And  then,  sir,  I  was  sorry, 
and  was  flying  from  my  temptation  as  you  came  upon  me. 
And,"  he  added,  with  a  glow  upon  his  cheek,  which,  in  the 
gathering  darkness,  his  companion  could  not  see,  and  with 
an  audible  tremor  in  his  voice,  "  I  do  not  mind  telling  you, 
sir,  that  on  this  Sabbath  evening,  as  the  church  bells  were 
ringing,  I  thought  of  my  own  home,  and  of  women  angelically 
pure  and  good,  who  dwell  there ;  and  I  was  running  hither, 
as  I  met  you,  that  I  might  avoid  the  danger  which  besets  me, 
and  ask  strength  of  God  Almighty  to  do  my  duty." 

After  these  words  from  Arthur  a  silence  ensued,  and  when 
the  conversation  was  resumed  by  his  guest,  the  latter  spoke  in 
a  tone  which  was  much  more  gentle  and  friendly.  And  on 
taking  farewell  of  Pen,  Bows  asked  leave  to  shake  hands  with 
him,  and  with  a  very  warm  and  affectionate  greeting  on  both 
sides,  apologised  to  Arthur  for  having  mistaken  him,  and  paid 
him  some  compliments  which  caused  the  young  man  to  squeeze 
his  old  friend's  hand  heartily  again.  And  as  they  parted  at 
Pen's  door,  Arthur  said  he  had  given  a  promise,  and  he  hoped 
and  trusted  that  Mr.  Bows  might  rely  on  it. 

"Amen  to  that  prayer,"  said  Mr.  Bows,  and  went  slowly 
down  the  stah*. 
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id::  hafpt  tiluoe  again. 

-^  ABLY  in  tliia  history,  we  baTe  had 

occasioD  to  speak  of  the  little  tovn 
of  Clavering,  near  which  Pen's 
paternal  home  of  Fauroaks  stood, 
and  of  Rome  of  the  people  who 
inhabited  the  place ;  and  as  the 
society  there  vas  by  no  mconB 
amusing  or  pleasant,  our  reports 
concerning  it  were  not  carried 
to  any  very  great  length.  Mr. 
Samuel  Hustcr,  the  gentlemau 
whoso  acquaintance  we  lately 
made  at  Vaiixhall,  was  one  ot 
^'pirit*  of  the  little  town,  when  he  visited  it  during 
his  v;ii';:tions.  :uul  tnlivoned  the  tables  of  his  friends  there  by 
iho  wit  of  IJartholouiiws  and  the  gossip  of  the  fashionable 
London  viri'li';:  whii'h  he  frotniented. 

iCr.  llobnill.  thtvomij:  gentleman  whom  Pen  had  thrashed, 
ill  oonx  qni-niv  of  the  quarrel  in  thL'  I'otheringay  affair,  was, 
whilst  :i  pupil  at  the  (iramuiar  Sfhool  nt  Clavering,  made  very 
wiKunie  ;it  llie  tta-tal'lo  of  Mrs.  Huster,  Samuel's  mother, 
tnid  wns  fii'e  of  the  JSurgorv.  where  he  knew  the  way  to  the 
fjiniaiind-pots,  auil  could  scent  his  pocket-handkerchief  with 
ro-so-wiUor.  And  it  wiis  at  this  i«?rio<l  of  his  life  that  he 
foniu  il  an  attaohniont  for  Miss  Sophy  Huxter,  whom,  on  his 
fntlim-'s  di'inise.  he  married,  and  took  home  to  his  honse  of 
the  ^^'iU■ron,  a  few  miles  from  Clavering. 
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The  family  had  possessed  and  cultivated  an  estate  there 
for  many  years,  as  yeomen  and  farmers.    Mr.  Hobnell's 
&ther  pulled  down  the  old  farm-house ;  built  a  flaring  new 
whitewashed  mansion,  with  capacious  stables;  had  a  piano 
in  the  drawing-room ;  kept  a  pack  of  harriers ;  and  assumed 
the  title  of  Squire  Hobnell.     When  he  died,  and  his  son 
reigned  in  his  stead,  the  family  might  be  fairly  considered  to 
be  established  as  county  gentry.    And  Sam  Huxter,  in  London, 
did  no  great  wrong  in  boasting  about  his  brother-in-law's 
place,  his  hounds,  horses,  and  hospitality,  to  his  admiring 
comrades  at  Bartholomew's.     Every  year,  at  a  time  com- 
monly when  Mrs.  Hobnell  could  not  leave  the  increasing 
duties  of  her  nursery,  Hobnell  came  up  to  London  for  a  lark, 
had  rooms  at  the  Tavistock,  and  he  and  Sam  indulged  in  the 
pleasures  of  the  town  together.    Ascot,  the  theatres,  Vaux- 
hall,  and  the  convivial  taverns  in  the  joyous  neighbourhood 
of  Covent  Garden,  were  visited  by  the  vivacious  squire,  in 
company  with  his  learned  brother.     When  he  was  in  London, 
as  he  said,  he  liked  to  do  as  London  does,  and  to  *'  go  it  a  bit," 
and  when  he  returned  to  the  west,  he  took  a  new  bonnet  and 
shawl  to  Mrs.  Hobnell,  and  relinquished,  for  country  sports 
and  occupations  during  the  next  eleven  months,  the  elegant 
amusements  of  London  life. 

Sam  Huxter  kept  up  a  correspondence  with  his  relative, 
and  supplied  him  with  choice  news  of  the  metropolis,  in  re- 
turn for  the  baskets  of  hares,  partridges,  and  clouted  cream 
ij?hich  the  squire  and  his  good-natured  wife  forwarded  to  Sam. 
A  youth  more  brilliant  and  distinguished  they  did  not  know. 
He  was  the  life  and  soul  of  their  house,  when  he  made  his 
appearance  in  his  native  place.  His  songs,  jokes,  and  fun 
kept  the  Warren  in  a  roar.  He  had  saved  their  eldest  dar- 
ling's life,  by  taking  a  fish-bone  out  of  her  throat :  in  fine,  he 
was  the  delight  of  their  circle. 

As  iU-luck  would  have  it.  Pen  again  fell  in  with  Mr.  Huxter, 
only  three  days  after  the  rencontre  at  Vauxhall.  Faithful  to 
his  vow,  he  had  not  been  to  see  little  Fanny.  He  was  trying 
to  drive  her  from  his  mind  by  occupation,  or  other  mental 
excitement.  He  laboured,  though  not  to  much  profit,  inces- 
santly in  his  rooms ;  and,  in  his  capacity  of  critic  for  the  Pall 
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Mall  Gazeti»\  made  woful  and  savage  onslaught  on  a  poem 
and  a  romance  which  came  before  him  for  judgment.  These 
authors  slain,  he  went  to  dine  alone  at  the  lonelj*  club  of 
the  Polyanthus,  where  the  vast  solitudes  frightened  him,  and 
made  him  onlv  the  more  moodv.  He  had  been  to  more 
theatres  for  relaxation.  The  whole  house  was  roaring  with 
laughter  and  applause,  and  he  saw  only  an  ignoble  farce  that 
made  him  sad.  It  would  have  damped  the  spirits  of  the 
buffoon  on  the  stage  to  have  seen  Pen's  dismal  face.  He 
hardly  knew  what  was  hapix^ning ;  the  scene  and  the  drama 
passed  before  him  like  a  dream  or  a  fever.  Then  he  thought 
he  would  go  to  the  Back  Kitchen,  his  old  haunt  with  War- 
rington— he  was  not  a  bit  sleepy  yet.  The  day  before  he 
had  walked  twenty  miles  in  search  after  rest,  over  Hampst<'ad 
Common  and  Hendoii  lanes,  and  had  got  no  sleep  at  night. 
He  would  go  to  the  Back  Kitchen.  It  was  a  sort  of  comfort 
to  him  to  think  ho  should  see  Bows.  Bows  was  there,  very 
calm,  presiding  at  the  old  piano.  Some  tremendous  comic 
songs  were  sung,  which  made  the  room  crack  with  laughter. 
How  strange  thcv  seemed  to  Pen !  He  could  onlv  see  Bows. 
In  an  extinct  volcano,  such  as  he  boasted  that  his  breast  was, 
it  was  wondf  rful  how  he  should  feel  such  a  flame  !  Two  davs' 
indulgence  had  kindled  it ;  two  days'  abstinence  had  f^ai  it 
burning  in  fury.  So,  musing  upon  this,  and  drinking  down 
one  glass  after  another,  as  ill-luck  would  have  it,  Arthur's 
eyes  lighted  upon  Mr.  Huxter,  who  had  been  to  the  theatre, 
like  himself,  and,  with  two  or  three  comrades,  now  entered  the 
room.  Huxter  whispered  to  his  companions,  greatly  to  Pen's 
annoyance.  Arthur  felt  that  the  other  was  talking  about 
him.  Huxter  then  worked  through  the  room,  followed  by  his 
friends,  and  came  and  took  a  place  opposite  to  Pen,  nodding 
familiarly  to  him,  and  holding  him  out  a  dirty  hand  to  shake. 
Pen  shook  hands  with  his  fellow-townsman.  He  thought 
he  had  been  needlessly  savage  to  him  on  the  last  night  when 
they  had  met.  As  for  Huxter,  perfectly  at  good  humour  with 
himself  and  the  world,  it  never  entered  his  mind  that  he  could 
be  disagreeable  to  anybody ;  and  the  little  dispute,  or  "  chaff," 
as  he  styled  it,  of  Vauxhall,  was  a  trifle  which  he  did  not  in 
the  least  regard. 
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The  disciple  of  Galen  having  called  for  "  four  stouts,"  with 
which  he  and  his  party  refreshed  themselves,  began  to  think 
what  would  be  the  most  amusing  topic  of  conversation  with 
Pen,  and  lut  upon  that  precise  one  which  was  most  painful  to 
our  young  gentleman. 

"  Jolly  night  at  Vauxhall — wasn't  it  ?  "  he  said,  and  winked 
in  a  very  knowing  way. 

"  I'm  glad  you  liked  it,"  poor  Pen  said,  groaning  in  spirit. 

•*  I  was  dev'lish  cut — uncommon — been  dining  with  some 
chaps  at  Greenwich.  That  was  a  pretty  bit  of  muslin  hang- 
ing on  your  arm — who  was  she?"  asked  the  fascinating 
student. 

The  question  was  too  much  for  Arthur.  "  Have  I  asked 
you  any  questions  about  yourself,  Mr.  Huxter  ?  "  he  said. 

"  I  didn't  mean  any  offence — beg  pardon — hang  it !  you 
cut  up  quite  savage,"  said  Pen's  astonished  interlocutor. 

"  Do  you  remember  what  took  place  between  us  the  other 
night?"  Pen  asked,  with  gathering  wrath.  "You  forget? 
Very  probably.  You  were  tipsy,  as  you  observed  just  now, 
and  very  rude." 

"  Hang  it,  sir,  I  asked  your  pardon,"  Huxter  said,  looking 
red. 

"  You  did  certainly,  and  it  was  granted  with  all  my  heart, 
I  am  sure.  But  if  you  recollect,  I  begged  that  you  would  have 
the  goodness  to  omit  me  from  the  list  of  your  acquaintance  for 
the  future ;  and  when  we  met  in  public,  that  you  would  not 
take  the  trouble  to  recognise  me.  Will  you  please  to  remember 
this  hereafter?  and  as  the  song  is  beginning,  permit  me  to 
leave  you  to  the  unrestrained  enjoyment  of  the  music." 

He  took  his  hat,  and  making  a  bow  to  the  amazed  Mr. 
Huxter,  left  the  table,  as  Huxter's  comrades,  after  a  pause  of 
wonder,  set  up  such  a  roar  of  laughter  at  Huxter,  as  called 
for  the  intervention  of  the  president  of  the  room ;  who  bawled 
out,  "  Silence,  gentlemen ;  do  have  silence  for  *  The  Body 
Snatcher ' ! "  which  popular  song  began  as  Pen  left  the  Back 
Kitchen.  He  flattered  himself  that  he  had  commanded  his 
temper  perfectly.  He  rather  wished  that  Huxter  had  been 
pugnacious.  He  would  have  liked  to  fight  him  or  somebody. 
He  went  home.     The  day's  work,  the  dinner,  the  play,  the 
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wliisky-and-water,  the   quarrel — nothing  soothed  him.     He 
slept  no  better  than  on  the  previous  night. 

A  few  days  afterwards,  Mr.  Sam  Huxter  wi'ote  home  a 
letter  to  Mr.  Hobnell  in  the  country,  of  which  Mr.  Arthur 
Pendennis  formed  the  principal  subject.  Sam  described  Ar- 
thur's pursuits  in  London,  and  his  confounded  insolence  of 
behaviour  to  his  old  friends  from  home.  He  said  he  was  an 
abandoned  criminal,  a  regular  Don  Juan,  a  fellow  who,  when 
he  did  come  into  the  country,  ought  to  be  kept  out  of  honest 
people  8  houses.  He  had  seen  him  at  Vauxhall,  dancing  with 
an  innocent  girl  in  the  lower  ranks  of  life,  of  whom  he  was 
making  a  victim.  He  had  found  out  fi-om  an  Irish  gentleman 
(formerly  in  the  army),  who  frequented  a  club  of  which  he, 
Huxter,  was  member,  who  the  gu'l  was  on  whom  this  conceited 
humhiiff  was  practising  his  infernal  arts ;  and  he  thought  he 
should  warn  her  father,  &c.,  &c. — The  letter  then  touched  on 
general  news,  conveyed  the  writer's  thanks  for  the  last  parcel 
and  the  rabbits,  and  hinted  his  extreme  readiness  for  further 
favours. 

About  once  a  year,  as  we  have  stated,  there  was  occasion 
for  a  christening  at  the  Warren,  and  it  happened  that  this 
ceremony  took  place  a  day  after  Hobnell  had  received  the 
letter  of  his  brother-in-law  in  town.  The  infant  (a  dai'liug 
little  girl)  was  christened  Mira-Lucretia,  after  its  two  god- 
mothers. Miss  Portman  and  Mrs.  Pybus  of  Clavering,  and  as 
of  course  Hobnell  had  communicated  Sam's  letter  to  his  wife, 
Mrs.  Hobnell  imparted  its  horrid  contents  to  her  two  gossips. 
A  pretty  story  it  was,  and  prettily  it  was  told  throughout 
Clavering  in  the  course  of  that  day. 

Mira  did  not — she  was  too  much  shocked  to  do  so — spea^k 
on  the  matter  to  her  mamma,  but  Mrs.  Pybus  had  no  such 
feelings  of  reserve.  She  talked  over  the  matter  not  only  with 
Mrs.  Portman,  but  with  Mr.  and  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Simcoe, 
with  Mrs.  Glanders,  her  daughters  being  to  that  end  ordered 
out  of  the  room,  with  Madame  Fribsby,  and,  in  a  word,  with 
the  whole  of  the  Clavering  society.  Madame  Fribsby  looking 
furtively  up  at  her  picture  of  the  Dragoon,  and  inwards  into 
her  own  wounded  memory,  said  that  men  would  be  men,  and 
as  long  as  they  were  men  would  be  deceivers ;  and  she  pen- 
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sively  quoted  some  lines  from  "Maxmion/*  requesting  to  know 
where  deceiving  lovers  should  rest?   Mrs.  Pybus  had  no  words 
of  hatred,  horror,  contempt,  strong  enough  for  a  villain  who 
could  be  capable  of  conduct  so  base.     This  was  what  came  of 
early  indulgence,  and  insolence,  and  extravagance,  and  aristo- 
cratic airs  (it  is  certain  that  Pen  had  refused  to  drink  tea  with 
Mrs.  Pybus),  and  attending  the  corrupt  and  horrid  parties  in 
the  dreadful  modern  Babylon !    Mrs.  Portman  was  afraid  that 
she  must  acknowledge  that  the  mother's  fatal  partiality  had 
spoiled  this  boy,  that  his  hterary  successes  had  turned  his 
head,  and  his  horrid  passions  had  made  him  forget  the  prin- 
ciples which  Dr.  Portman  had  instilled  into  him  in  early  life. 
Glanders,  the  atrocious  Captain  of  Dragoons,  when  informed 
of  the  occurrence  by  Mrs.  Glanders,  whistled  and  made  jocular 
allusions  to  it  at  dinner-time ;  on  which  Mrs.  Glanders  called 
him  a  brute,  and  ordered  the  girls  again  out  of  the  room,  as 
the  horrid  Captain  burst  out  laughing.    Mr.  Simcoe  was  calm 
under  the  intelligence ;  but  rather  pleased  than  otherwise :  it 
only  served  to  confirm  the  opinion  which  he  had  always  had 
of  that  wretched  young  man :  not  that  he  knew  anything 
about  him — not  that  he  had  read  one  line  of  his  dangerous 
and  poisonous  works ;   Heaven  forbid  that  he  should !  but 
what  could  be  expected  from  such  a  youth,  and  such  frightful, 
such  lamentable,  such  deplorable  want  of  seriousness  ?     Pen 
formed  the  subject  for  a  second  sermon  at  the  Clavering  chapel 
of  ease :  where  the  dangers  of  London,  and  the  crime  of  read- 
ing or  writing  novels,  were  pointed  out  on  a  Sunday  evening, 
to  a  large  and  warm  congregation.    They  did  not  wait  to  hear 
whether  he  was  guilty  or  not.     They  took  his  wickedness 
for  granted :  and  with  these  admirable  moralists,  it  was  who 
should  fling  the  stone  at  poor  Pen. 

The  next  day  Mrs.  Pendennis,  alone  and  almost  fainting 
with  emotion  and  fatigue,  walked  or  rather  ran  to  Dr.  Port- 
man's  house,  to  consult  the  good  Doctor.  She  had  had  an 
anonymous  letter ; — some  Christian  had  thought  it  his  or  her 
duty  to  stab  the  good  soul  who  had  never  done  mortal  a  wrong 
—an  anonymous  letter  with  references  to  Scripture,  pointing 
oat  the  doom  of  such  sinners,  and  a  detailed  account  of  Pen's 
crime.    She  was  in  a  state  of  terror  and  excitement  pitiable 
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to  witness.  Two  or  three  hours  of  this  pain  had  aged  her 
ah-eady.  In  her  first  moment  of  agitation  she  had  dropped 
the  letter,  and  Laura  had  read  it.  Laura  blushed  when  she 
read  it ;  her  whole  frame  trembled,  but  it  was  with  auger. 
**  The  cowards,"  she  said. — **  It  isn't  true. — No,  Mother,  it 
isn't  true." 

**  It  is  true,  and  you've  done  it,  Laura,"  cried  out  Helen 
fiercflv.  "W'hv  did  vou  refuse  him  when  he  asked  3'ou? 
Why  did  you  break  my  heart  and  refuse  him  ?  It  is  you  who 
led  him  into  crime.  It  is  you  who  flung  him  into  the  arms  of 
this — this  woman. — Don't  si)eak  to  me. — Don't  answer  me, 
I  will  never  forgive  you,  never  !  Martha,  bring  me  my  bonnet 
and  shawl.  Til  go  out.  I  won't  have  you  come  with  me. 
Go  away.  Leave  me,  cruel  girl ;  why  have  you  brought  this 
shame  on  me  ?  "  And  l)idding  her  daughter  and  her  servants 
keep  away  from  her,  she  ran  down  the  road  to  Clavering. 

Doctor  Portman,  glancing  over  the  letter,  thought  he  knew 
the  handwritinj];,  and,  of  course,  was  already  acquainted  with 
the  charge  made  against  poor  Pen.     Against  his  own  con- 
science, perhaps  (for  the  worthy  Doctor,  like  most  of  us,  had 
a  considerable  natural  aptitude  for  receiving  any  report  un- 
favourable to  his  neij]ihbours),  he  strove  to  console  Helen  ;  he 
pointed  out  that  the  slander  came  from  an  anonymous  quarter, 
and  tluTcfore  must  be  the  work  of  a  rascal ;  that  the  charge* 
might  n(.)t  be  true — was  not  true,  most  likely — at  least,  that 
Pen  must  be  heard  before  he  was  condemned ;  that  the  son  of 
such  a  mother  was  not  likely  to  commit  such  a  crime,  &c.  &c. 

Helen  at  once  saw  through  liis  feint  of  objection  and  denial. 
*'  You  think  he  has  done  it,"  she  said, — "  you  know  you  thiiik 
he  has  done  it.  Oh,  whv  did  I  ever  leave  him.  Doctor  Port- 
man,  or  suffer  him  awav  from  me  ?  But  he  can't  be  dishonest 
— pray  God,  not  dishonest — you  don't  think  that,  do  you? 
Eemember  his  conduct  about  that  other — person — how  madly 
he  was  attached  to  her.  He  was  an  honest  ])oy  then — he  is 
now.  And  I  thank  God — yes,  I  fall  down  on  my  knees  and 
thank  God  he  paid  Laura.  You  said  he  was  good — you  did 
yourself.  And  now — if  this  woman  loves  him — and  you  know 
they  must — if  he  has  taken  her  from  her  home,  or  she  tempted 
him,  which  is  most  likely — why  still,  she  must  be  his  wife  and 


PENDENNIS,  155 

my  daughter.  And  he  must  leave  the  dreadful  world  and  come 
back  to  me — to- his  mother,  Dr.  Portman.  Let  us  go  away 
and  brmg  him  back — yes — bring  him  back — and  there  shall 
be  joy  for  the — the  sinner  that  repenteth.     Let  us  go  now, 

directly,  dear  friend — this  very " 

Helen  could  say  no  more.    She  fell  back  and  fainted.    She 

was  carried  to  a  bed  in  the  house  of  the  pitying  Doctor,  and 

the  surgeon  was  called  to  attend  her.     She  lay  all  night  in  an 

alarming  state.    Laura  came  to  her,  or  to  the  Kectory  rather; 

for  she  would  not  see  Laura.     And  Doctor  Portman,  still 

beseeching  her  to  be  tranquil,  and  growing  bolder  and  more 

confident  of  Arthur's  innocence  as  he  witnessed  the  terrible 

grief  of  the  poor  mother,  wrote  a  letter  to  Pen  warning  him 

of  the  rumours  that  were  against  him,  and  earnestly  praying 

that  he  would  break  off  and  repent  of  a  connection  so  fatal  to 

his  best  interests  and  his  soul's  welfare. 

And  Laura? — was  her  heart  not  wrung  by  the  thought 
of  Arthur's  crime  and  Helen's  estrangement  ?  Was  it  not  a 
bitter  blow  for  the  innocent  girl  to  think  that  at  one  stroke 
she  should  lose  all  the  love  which  she  cared  for  in  the  world  ? 
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CHAPTEE   Xni. 
WHICH   HAD  VERY  KE4RLY  BEEN   THE   USJ   OP   THE   STOEI. 

OCTOR  PORTMAN'S  let- 
ter was  sent  o£F  to  its  de- 
Btination  in  London,  and 
the  worthy  clergyman 
endeavoured  to  Boothe 
down  Mrs.  Pendcnnia 
into  some  state  of  com- 
posure until  an  answer 
should  arrive  which  the 
Doctor  tried  to  think,  or, 
at  any  rate,  persisted  iq 
saying,  would  be  satis- 
factory (18  regarded  tbe 
morality  of  Mr.  Pen.  At 
least  Helen's  wish  of  moving  upon  London,  and  api>earing  in 
person  to  warn  her  won  of  his  wickedness,  was  impracticable 
for  ft  day  or  two.  The  apothecary  forbade  her  moving  even 
so  far  as  Fairoaks  for  the  first  day,  and  it  was  not  until  the 
subsequent  morning  that  she  found  herself  again  hack  on  her 
sofa  at  home,  with  the  faithful,  thouf^h  silent,  Laura  nursing 
at  lier  side. 

Unluckily  for  himself  and  all  parties.  Pen  never  read  that 
homily  which  Dr.  Portman  addressed  to  him  until  many  weeks 
after  the  epistle  had  been  composed ;  and  day  after  day  the 
widow  waited  for  her  son's  reply  to  the  charges  against  him ; 
hor  own  illness  increasing  with  every  day's  delay.  It  was- 
a  hard  task  for  Laura  to  bear  the  anxiety ;  to  witness  heir 
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dearest  friend's  suffering;  worst  of  all,  to  support  Helen's 
estrangement,  and  the  pain  caused  to  her  by  that  averted 
affection.  But  it  was  the  custom  of  this  young  lady,  to  the 
utmost  of  her  power,  and  by  means  of  that  gracious  assistance 
which  Heaven  awarded  to  her  pure  and  constant  prayers,  to 
do  her  duty.  And  as  that  duty  was  performed  quite  noise- 
lessly,— while  the  supplications  which  endowed  her  with  the 
requisite  strength  for  fulfilling  it  also  took  place  in  her  own 
chamber,  away  from  all  mortal  sight, — we,  too,  must  be  per- 
force silent  about  these  virtues  of  hers,  which  no  more  bear 
public  talking  about,  than  a  flower  will  bear  to  bloom  in  a 
ball-room.  This  only  we  will  say—that  a  good  woman  is  the 
loveliest  flower  that  blooms  under  heaven ;  and  that  we  look 
with  love  and  wonder  upon  its  silent  grace,  its  pure  fragrance, 
its  delicate  bloom  of  beauty.  Sweet  and  beautiful !— the  fair- 
est and  the  most  spotless ! — is  it  not  a  pity  to  see  them  bowed 
down  or  devoured  by  Grief  or  Death  inexorable — wasting  in 
disease — pining  with  long  pain — or  cut  off  by  sudden  fate  in 
their  prime  ?  We  may  deserve  grief — but  why  should  these 
be  unhappy  ?— except  that  we  know  that  Heaven  chastens 
those  whom  it  loves  best ;  being  pleased,  by  repeated  trials, 
to  make  these  pure  spirits  more  pure. 

So  Pen  never  got  the  letter,  although  it  was  duly  posted 
and  faithfully  discharged  by  the  postman  into  his  letter-box 
in  Lamb  Court,  and  thence  carried  by  the  laundress  to  his 
writing-table  with  the  rest  of  his  lordship's  correspondence. 

Those  kind  readers  who  have  watched  Mr.  Arthur's  career 
hitherto,  and  have  made,  as  they  naturally  w^ould  do,  obser- 
vations upon  the  moral  character  and  peculiarities  of  their 
3xjquaintance,  have  probably  discovered  by  this  time  what  was 
iihe  prevailing  fault  in  Mr.  Pen's  disposition,  and  who  was  that 
greatest  enemy,  artfully  indicated  in  the  title-page,  with  whom 
lie  had  to  contend.     Not  a  few  of  us,  my  beloved  public,  have 
the  very  same  rascal  to  contend  with  :  a  scoundrel  who  takes 
every  opportunity  of  bringing  us  into  mischief,  of  plunging 
us  into  quarrels,  of  leading  us  into  idleness  and  unprofitable 
company,  and  what  not.     In  a  word.  Pen's  greatest  enemy 
was  himself :  and  as  he  had  been  pampering,  and  coaxing,  and 
indulging  that  individual  all  his  life,  the  rogue  grew  insolent. 
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as  all  spoileil  servants  will  be ;  and  at  the  slightest  attempt 
to  coerce  him,  or  make  him  do  that  which  was  unpleasant  to 
him,  became  frantically  rude  and  unruly.  A  person  who  is 
used  to  making  sacrifices — Laura,  for  instance,  who  had  got 
such  a  habit  of  giving  up  her  own  pleasure  for  others — can  do 
the  business  quite  easily;  but  Pen,  unaccustomed  as  he  was 
to  any  sort  of  self-denial,  suffered  moodily  when  called  on  to 
pay  his  share,  and  savagely  grumbled  at  being  obliged  to  forego 
anything  he  liked. 

He  had  resolved  in  his  mighty  mind,  then,  that  he  would 
not  see  Fanny;  and  he  wouldn't.  He  tried  to  drive  the 
thoughts  of  that  fascinating  little  person  out  of  his  head,  by 
constant  occupation,  by  exercise,  by  dissipation  and  society. 
He  worked  then  too  much ;  he  walked  and  rode  too  much ; 
he  ate,  drank,  and  smoked  too  much :  nor  could  aU  the  cigars 
and  the  punch  of  which  he  partook  drive  little  Fanny's  image 
out  of  his  inflamed  brain ;  and  at  the  end  of  a  week  of  this 
discipline  and  self-denial  our  young  gentleman  was  in  bed 
with  a  fever.  Let  the  reader  who  lias  never  had  a  fever  in 
chambers  pity  the  wretch  who  is  bound  to  undergo  that 
calamity. 

A  committee  of  marriageable  ladies,  or  of  any  Christian 
persons  interested  in  the  propagation  of  the  domestic  virtues, 
should  employ  a  Cruikshaiik  or  a  Leech,  or  some  other  kindly 
expositor  of  the  follies  of  the  day,  to  make  a  series  of  Designs 
representing  the  horrors  of  a  bachelor's  life  in  chambers,  and 
leadmg  the  beholder  to  think  of  better  things,  and  a  more 
wholes(mie  condition.  What  can  be  more  uncomfortable  than 
the  bachelor's  lonely  breakfast  ? — with  the  black  kettle  in  the 
dreary  fire  in  Midsummer ;  or,  worse  still,  with  the  fire  gone 
out  at  Christmas,  half  an  hour  after  the  laimdress  has  quitted 
the  sitting-room  ?  Into  this  solitude  the  owner  enters  shiver- 
ing, and  has  to  commence  his  day  by  huntmg  for  coals  and 
wood ;  and  before  he  begins  the  work  of  a  student,  has  to  dis- 
charge the  duties  of  a  housemaid,  vice  Mrs.  Flanagan,  who  is 
absent  without  leave.  Or,  again,  what  can  form  a  finer  sub- 
ject for  the  classical  designer  than  the  bachelor's  shirt — that 
garment  which  he  wants  to  assume  just  at  dinner-time,  antL 
which  he  finds  without  any  buttons  to  fasten  it  ?     Then  therc^ 
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is  the  bachelor's  return  to  chambers,  after  a  merry  Christmas 
holiday,  spent  in  a  cosy  country-house,  full  of  pretty  faces, 
and  kind  welcomes  and  regrets.  He  leaves  his  portmanteau 
at  the  Barber's  in  the  Court :  he  lights  his  dismal  old  candle 
at  the  sputtering  little  lamp  on  the  stair :  he  enters  the 
blank  familiar  room,  where  the  only  tokens  to  greet  him,  that 
show  any  interest  in  his  personal  welfare,  are  the  Christmas 
bills,  which  are  lying  in  wait  for  him,  amiably  spread  out  on 
his  reading-table.  Add  to  these  scenes  an  appalling  picture 
of  the  bachelor's  illness,  and  the  rents  in  the  Temple  will 
begin  to  fall  from  the  day  of  the  publication  of  the  dismal 
diorama.  To  be  well  in  chambers  is  melancholy,  and  lonely 
and  selfish  enough ;  but  to  be  ill  in  chambers — to  pass  nights 
of  pain  and  watchfulness — to  long  for  the  morning  and  the 
laundress — to  serve  yourself  your  own  medicine  by  your  own 
watch — to  have  no  other  companion  for  long  hours  but  your 
own  sickening  fancies  and  fevered  thoughts :  no  kind  hand  to 
give  you  drink  if  you  are  thii-sty,  or  to  smooth  the  hot  pillow 
that  crumjJes  under  you, — this,  indeed,  is  a  fate  so  dismal  and 
tragic,  that  we  shall  not  enlarge  upon  its  horrors :  and  shall 
only  heartily  pity  those  bachelors  in  the  Temple  who  brave  it 
every  day. 

This  lot  befell  Arthur  Pendennis  after  the  various  excesses 
which  we  have  mentioned,  and  to  which  he  had  subjected  his 
unfortunate  brains.  One  night  he  went  to  bed  ill,  and  the 
next  day  awoke  worse.  His  only  visitor  that  day,  besides 
the  laundress,  was  the  Printer's  Devil,  from  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette  office,  whom  the  writer  endeavoured,  as  best  he 
could,  to  satisfy.  His  exertions  to  complete  his  work  rendered 
his  fever  the  greater :  he  could  only  furnish  a  part  of  the 
quantity  of  "  copy "  usually  supplied  by  him ;  and  Shandon 
being  absent,  and  Warrington  not  in  London  to  give  a  help, 
the  political  and  editorial  columns  of  the  Gazette  looked 
Tery  blank  indeed ;  nor  did  the  sub-editor  know  how  to  fill 
them. 

Mr.  Finucane  rushed  up  to  Pen's  chambers,  and  found 
that  gentleman  so  exceedingly  unwell,  that  the  good-natured 
Irishman  set  to  work  to  supply  his  place,  if  possible,  and  pro- 
duced a  series  of  political  and  critical  compositions,  such  as 
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no  doubt  greatly  edified  the  readers  of  the  periodical  in  v 
he  and  Pen  were  concerned.  Allusions  to  the  greatne 
Ireland,  and  the  genius  and  vutue  of  the  inhabitants  of 
injured  country,  flowed  magnificently  from  Finucane's 
and  Shandon,  the  Chief  of  the  pai>er,  who  was  enjoying 
self  placidly  at  BouIogne-sur-Mer,  looking  over  the  colum 
the  journal,  which  was  forwarded  to  him,  instantly  recog] 
the  hand  of  the  great  Sub-editor,  and  said,  laughing,  £ 
flung  over  the  paper  to  his  wife,  *'  Look  here,  Mary,  my  ( 
here  is  Jack  at  work  again."  Indeed,  Jack  was  a  warm  fi 
and  a  gallant  partisan,  and  when  he  had  the  \H^n  in  h 
seldom  let  slip  an  opportunity  of  letting  the  world  know 
Raflferty  was  the  greatest  painter  in  Europe,  and  wondc 
at  the  petty  jealousy  of  the  Academy,  which  refused  to  i 
him  an  li.A.:  of  stating  that  it  was  generally  reiK)rted  a1 
West  End,  that  Mr.  Eooney,  M.P.,  was  appointed  Gove 
of  Barataria:  or  of  introducing  into  the  subject  in  h 
whatever  it  might  be,  a  compliment  to  the  Bound  Tower 
the  Giant's  Causeway.  And  besides  doing  Pen's  worl 
him,  to  the  best  of  his  al)ility,  his  kind-hearted  com 
offered  to  forego  his  Saturday's  and  Sunday's  holiday, 
pass  those  days  of  holiday  and  rest  as  nurse-tender  to  Art 
who,  however,  insisted  that  the  other  should  not  forego 
pleasure,  and  thankfully  assm'ed  him  that  he  could  bear 
his  malady  alone. 

Taking  his  supper  at  the  Back  Kitchen  on  the  Fr 
night,  after  having  achieved  the  work  of  the  paper,  Finu 
informed  Captain  Costigan  of  the  illness  of  their  young  fr 
in  the  Temple;  and  remembering  the  fact  two  days  a 
wards,  the  Captain  went  to  Lamb  Court  and  paid  a  vis 
the  invalid  on  Sunday  afternoon.  He  found  Mrs.  Flana 
the  laundress,  in  tears  in  the  sitting-room,  and  got  a 
report  of  the  poor  dear  young  gentleman  within.  Pen's  < 
dition  had  so  much  alarmed  her,  that  she  was  obliged  to  1 
recourse  to  the  stimulus  of  l)randy  to  enable  her  to  sup] 
the  grief  which  his  illness  occasioned.  As  she  hung  al 
his  bed,  and  endeavoured  to  minister  to  him,  her  attenti 
became  mtolerable  to  the  invalid,  and  he  begged  her  peevis 
not  to  come  near  him.     Hence  the  laundress's  tears 
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red^abled  grief,  aiid  renewed  applicatiou  to  the  bottle,  ^hicb 
she  was  accustomed  to  use  as  an  anodyne.  The  Captain  rated 
the  woman  soundly  for  ber  intemperance,  and  jwinted  out  to* 
her  the  fatal  consequences  which  must  ensue  if  she  persisted 
in  her  imprudent  courses. 

ten,  who  was  by  this  time  in  a  very  fevered  state,  was  yet 


greatly  pleased  to  receive  Costigan's  visit.  He  heard  the  well- 
known  voice  in  his  sitting-room,  as  he  lay  in  the  bedroom 
within,  and  called  the  Captain  eagerly  to  him,  and  thanked 
him  tor  coming,  and  begged  him  to  take  a  chair  and  talk  to 
him.  The  Captain  felt  the  young  man's  pulse  with  great 
gravity — (his  own  tremulous  and  clammy  hand  growing  steady 
for  the  instant  while  his  finger  pressed  Arthur's  throbbing 
VOL.  n.  Y  4 


i62  PEXDENNIS. 

vein) — the  pulse  was  beating  very  fiercely — Pen's  face  was 
haggard  and  hot — his  eyes  were  bloodshot  and  gloomy;  his 
"  bird,"  as  the  Captain  pronounced  the  word,  afterwards  giving 
a  description  of  his  condition,  had  not  been  shaved  for  nearly 
a  week.  Pen  made  his  visitor  sit  down,  and,  tossing  and 
turning  in  his  comfortless  bed,  began  to  try  and  talk  to  the 
Captain  in  a  lively  manner  about  the  Back  Kitchen,  about 
Vauxliall,  and  when  they  should  go  again,  and  about  Fanny 
— how  was  little  Fanny  ? 

Indeed  how  was  she  ?  We  know  how  she  went  home  very 
sadly  on  the  previous  Sunday  evening,  after  she  had  seen 
Arthur  light  his  lamp  in  his  chambers,  whilst  he  was  having 
his  interview  with  Bows.  Bows  came  back  to  his  own  rooms 
presently,  passing  by  the  Lodge  door,  and  looking  into  Mrs. 
Bolton's,  according  to  his  word,  as  he  passed,  but  with  a  very 
melancholy  face.  She  had  another  weary  night  that  night. 
Her  restlessness  wakened  her  little  bedfellows  more  than 
once.  She  daren't  read  more  of  "  Walter  Lorraine  " :  Father 
was  at  home  and  would  suflfer  no  light.  She  kept  the  book 
under  her  pillow,  and  felt  for  it  in  the  night.  She  had  only 
just  got  to  sleep,  when  the  children  began  to  stir  with  the 
morning,  almost  as  early  as  the  birds.  Though  she  was  verj^ 
angry  with  Bows,  she  went  to  his  room  at  her  accustomed 
hour  in  the  day,  and  there  the  good-hearted  musician  began 
to  talk  to  her. 

**  I  saw  Mr.  Pendennis  last  night,  Fanny,"  he  said. 

**  Did  you  ?  I  thought  you  did,"  Fanny  answered,  looking 
fiercely  at  the  melancholy  old  gentleman. 

**  I've  been  fond  of  you  ever  since  we  came  to  live  in  this 
place,"  he  continued.  "  You  were  a  child  when  I  came ;  and 
you  used  to  hke  me,  Fanny,  until  three  or  four  days  ago : 
until  you  saw  this  gentleman." 

**  And  now,  I  suppose,  you  are  going  to  say  ill  of  him,"  said 
Fanny.    **  Do,  Mr.  Bows — that  will  make  me  like  you  better." 

** Indeed  I  shall  do  no  such  thing,"  Bows  answered;  "I 
think  he  is  a  very  good  and  honest  young  man." 

**  Indeed !  you  know  that  if  you  said  a  word  against  him, 
I  would  never  speak  a  word  to  you  again — never  !  "  cried  Miss 
Fanny ;  and  clenched  her  little  hand,  and  paced  up  and  down 
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the  room.  Bows  noted,  watched,  and  followed  the  ardent 
little  creature  with  admiration  and  gloomy  sympathy.  Her 
cheeks  flushed,  her  frame  trembled;  her  eyes  beamed  love, 
anger,  defiance.  "  You  would  like  to  speak  ill  of  him,"  she 
said ;  "  but  you  daren't — you  know  you  daren't !  " 

"  I  knew  him  many  years  since,"  Bows  continued ;  "  when 
he  was  almost  as  young  as  you  are,  and  he  had  a  romantic 
attachment  for  our  friend  the  Captain's  daughter — Lady 
Mirabel  that  is  now." 

Fanny  laughed.  "  I  suppose  there  was  other  people,  too, 
that  had  romantic  attachments  for  Miss  Costigan,"  she  said : 
**  1  don't  want  to  hear  about  'em." 

**  He  wanted  to  marry  her ;  but  their  ages  were  quite  dis- 
proportionate :  and  their  rank  in  life.  She  would  not  have 
him  because  he  had  no  money.  She  acted  very  wisely  in  re- 
fasing  him ;  for  the  two  would  have  been  very  unhappy,  and 
she  wasn't  a  fit  person  to  go  and  live  with  his  family,  or  to 
make  his  home  comfortable.  Mr.  Pendennis  has  his  way  to 
make  in  the  world,  and  must  marry  a  lady  of  his  own  rank. 
A  woman  who  loves  a  man  will  not  ruin  his  prospects,  cause 
him  to  quarrel  with  his  family,  and  lead  him  into  poverty  and 
misery  for  her  gratification.  An  honest  girl  won't  do  that, 
for  her  own  sake,  or  for  the  man's." 

Fanny's  emotion,  which  but  now  had  been  that  of  defiance 
and  anger,  here  turned  to  dismay  and  supplication.  **  What 
do  I  know  about  marrying.  Bows  ?  "  she  said.  **  When  was 
there  any  talk  of  it  ?  What  has  there  been  between  this  young 
gentleman  and  me  that's  to  make  people  speak  so  cruel  ?  It 
was  not  my  doing;  nor  Arthur's — Mr.  Pendennis's — that  I 
met  him  at  Vauxhall.  It  was  the  Captain  took  me  and  Ma 
there.  We  never  thought  of  nothing  wrong,  I'm  sure.  He 
came  and  rescued  us,  and  was  so  very  kind.  Then  he  came 
to  call  and  ask  after  us :  and  very  very  good  it  was  of  such  a 
grand  gentleman  to  be  so  polite  to  humble  folks  like  us  !  And 
yesterday  Ma  and  me  just  went  to  walk  in  the  Temple  Gar- 
dens, and — and  " — here  she  broke  out  with  that  usual,  unan- 
swerable female  argument  of  tears — and  cried,  "  Oh  !  I  wish 
I  was  dead  !  I  wish  I  was  laid  in  my  grave ;  and  had  never, 
never  seen  him  !  " 

Y  2 
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parties  round  about  her  urged  it  on.  Her  mother  enconragei 
and  applauded  it ;  and  the  very  words  which  Bows  used  ii 
endeavouring  to  repress  her  flame  only  augmented  this  un 
lucky  fever.  Pen  was  not  wicked  and  a  seducer:  Pen  w« 
high-minded  in  wishing  to  avoid  her.  Pen  loved  her:  thf 
good  and  the  great,  the  magnificent  youth,  with  the  chains  of 
gold  and  the  scented  auburn  bair !  And  so  he  did :  or  so  he 
would  have  loved  her  live  years  back  perhaps,  before  the  world 
had  hardened  the  ardent  and  reckless  boy — before  he  was 
ashamed  of  a  foolish  and  imprudent  passion,  and  strangled  i 
as  poor  women  do  their  ilUcit  children,  not  on  account  of  thei 
<;rime,  but  of  the  shame,  and  from  dread  that  the  finger  of  tl 
world  should  point  to  them. 

What  respectable  person  in  the  world  will  not  say  he  \«' 
quite  right  to  avoid  a  marriage  with  an  ill-educated  person 
low  degree,  whose  relations  a  gentleman  could  not  well  ^ 
knowledge,  and  whose  manners  would  not  become  her  n-  • 
station  ?—  and  what  philosopher  would  not  tell  him  that  fc 
best  thing  to  do  with  these  little  passions  if  they  spring  "■- 
is  to  get  rid  of  them,  and  let  them  pass  over  and  cure  Wi&z 
selves :  that  no  man  dies  about  a  woman,  or  rice  versa  :  a : 
that  one  or  the  other  having  found  the  impossibility  of  grti. 
fyiiig  his  or  her  desire  in  the  particular  instance,  must  ma  J 
the  best  of  matters,  forget  each  other,  look  out  elsewhere,  an 
choose  again?  And  yet,  perhaps,  there  may  be  somethiD. 
said  on  the  other  side.  Perhaps  Bows  was  right  in  admiring 
that  passion  of  Pen's,  blind  and  unreasoning  as  it  was,  tha< 
made  him  ready  to  stake  his  all  for  his  love ;  perhaps,  if 
self-sacrifice  is  a  laudable  virtue,  mere  worldly  self-sacrifice  is 
not  very  much  to  be  praised ; — in  fine,  let  this  be  a  reservecl 
point,  to  be  settled  by  the  individual  moralist  who  chooses  U 
debate  it. 

So  much  is  certain,  that  with  the  experience  of  the  worL 
which  Mr.  Pen  now  had,  he  would  have  laughed  at  and  scoute< 
the  idea  of  marrying  a  penniless  girl  out  of  the  kitchen.  An^ 
this  point  being  fixed  in  his  mind,  he  was  but  doing  his  dutj 
as  an  honest  man,  in  crushing  any  unlucky  fondness  whic! 
he  might  feel  towards  poor  little  Fanny. 

So  she  waited  and  waited  in  hopes  that  Arthur  would  com( 
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parties  round  about  her  urged  it  on.  Her  mother  encouraged 
and  applauded  it;  and  the  very  words  which  Bows  used  in 
endeavouring  to  repress  her  flame  only  augmented  this  un- 
lucky fever.  Pen  was  not  wicked  and  a  seducer:  Pen  was 
high-minded  in  wishing  to  avoid  her.  Pen  loved  her :  the 
good  and  the  great,  the  magnificent  youth,  with  the  chains  of 
gold  and  the  scented  auburn  hau* !  And  so  he  did :  or  so  he 
would  have  loved  her  five  years  back  perhaps,  before  the  world 
had  hardened  the  ardent  and  reckless  boy — before  he  was 
ashamed  of  a  foolish  and  imprudent  passion,  and  strangled  it 
as  poor  women  do  their  iUicit  children,  not  on  account  of  their 
crime,  but  of  the  shame,  and  from  dread  that  the  finger  of  the 
world  should  point  to  them. 

^Miat  respectable  person  in  the  world  will  not  say  he  was 
quite  right  to  avoid  a  marriage  with  an  ill-educated  person  of 
low  degree,  whose  relations  a  gentleman  could  not  well  ac- 
knowledge, and  whose  manners  would  not  become  her  new 
station?— and  what  philosopher  would  not  tell  him  that  the 
best  thing  to  do  with  these  little  passions  if  they  sprmg  up, 
is  to  get  rid  of  them,  and  let  them  pass  over  and  cure  them- 
selves :  that  no  man  dies  about  a  woman,  or  rice  verm  :  and 
that  one  or  tht*  other  having  found  the  imiK)ssibiUty  of  grati- 
fying:; his  or  her  desire  in  the  particular  instance,  must  make 
the  best  of  matters,  forget  each  other,  look  out  elsewhere,  and 
choose  again?  And  yet,  perhaps,  there  may  be  something 
said  on  the  other  side.  Perhaps  Bows  was  right  in  admiring 
that  passion  of  Pen's,  blind  and  unreasoning  as  it  was,  that 
made  him  ready  to  stake  his  all  for  his  love ;  perhaps,  if 
self-sacrifice  is  a  laudable  virtue,  mere  worldly  self-sacrifice  is 
not  very  much  to  be  praised : — in  fine,  let  this  be  a  reserved 
point,  to  be  settled  by  the  individual  moralist  who  chooses  to 
debate  it. 

So  much  is  certain,  that  with  the  experience  of  the  world 
which  Mr.  Pen  now  ha<l,  he  would  have  laughed  at  and  scouteck 
the  idea  of  marrying  a  penniless  girl  out  of  the  kitchen.    AnA^ 
this  point  being  fixed  in  his  mind,  he  was  but  doing  his  duty, 
as  an  honest  man,  in  crushing  any  unlucky  fondness  which 
he  might  feel  towards  jwor  little  Fanny. 

So  she  waited  and  waited  ui  hopes  that  Arthur  would  come. 


/ 
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She  waited  for  a  whole  week,  and  it  was  at  the  end  of  that 
time  that  the  poor  Uttle  creature  heard  from  Gostigan  of  the 
iUness  under  which  Arthur  was  suffering. 

It  chanced  on  that  very  evening  after  Gostigan  had  visited 
Pen,  that  Arthur's  uncle  the  excellent  Major  arrived  in  town 
from  Buxton,  where  his  health  had  been  mended,  and  sent 
his  valet  Morgan  to  make  inquiries  for  Arthur,  and  to  request 
that  gentleman  to  breakfast  with  the  Major  the  next  morning. 
The  Major  was  merely  passing  through  London  on  his  way 
tQ  the  Marquis  of  Steyne's  house  of  Stillbrook,  where  he  was 
engaged  to  shoot  partridges. 

Morgan  came  back  to  his  master  with  a  very  long  face. 
He  had  seen  Mr.  Arthur ;  Mr.  Arthur  was  very  bad  indeed ; 
Mr.  Arthur  was  in  bed  with  a  fever.  A  doctor  ought  to  be 
sent  to  him ;  and  Morgan  thought  his  case  most  alarming. 

Gracious  goodness !  this  was  sad  news  indeed.  He  had 
hoped  that  Arthur  could  come  down  to  Stillbrook:  he  had 
arranged  that  he  should  go,  and  procured  an  invitation  for 
his  nephew  from  Lord  Steyne.  He  must  go  himself;  he 
couldn't  throw  Lord  Steyne  over :  the  fever  might  be  catch- 
ing :  it  might  be  measles :  he  had  never  himself  had  the 
measles;  they  were  dangerous  when  contracted  at  his  age. 
Was  anybody  with  Mr.  Arthur  ? 

Morgan  said  there  was  somebody  a  nussing  of  Mr.  Arthur. 

The  Major  then  asked,  had  his  nephew  taken  any  advice  ? 
Morgan  said  he  had  asked  that  question,  and  had  been  told 
that  Mr.  Pendennis  had  had  no  doctor. 

Morgan's  master  was  sincerely  vexed  at  hearing  of  Arthur's 

calamity.     He  would  have  gone  to  him,  but  what  good  could 

it  do  Arthur  that  he  the  Major  should  catch  a  fever  ?    His 

own  ailments  rendered  it  absolutely  impossible  that  he  should 

attend  to  anybody  but  himself.     But  the  young  man  must 

have  advice — the  best  advice ;  and  Morgan  was  straightway 

despatched  with  a  note  from  Major  Pendermis  to  his  friend 

Dpctor  Goodenough,  who  by  good  luck  happened  to  be  in 

London  and  at  home,  and  who  quitted  his  dinner  instantly, 

and  whose  carriage  was,  in  half  an  hour,  in  Upper  Temple 

Lane,  near  Pen's  chambers. 
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minutes  to  catch  the  mail-train.  Jump  in,  Pendennis ;  and 
drive  like  h — ,  sir,  do  you  hear  ?  " 

The  carriage  drove  off  swiftly  with  Pendennis  and  his 
companion,  and  let  us  trust  that  the  oath  will  be  pardoned  to 
the  Marquis  of  Steyne. 

The  Major  drove  rapidly  from  the  station  to  the  Temple, 
and  found  a  travelling  carriage  already  before  him,  and 
blocking  up  the  narrow  Temple  Lane.  Two  ladies  got  out  of 
it,  and  were  asking  their  way  of  the  porters ;  the  Major 
looked  by  chance  at  the  panel  of  the  carriage,  and  saw  the 
worn-out  crest  of  the  Eagle  looking  at  the  Sun,  and  the 
motto,  "Nee  tenui  penna,"  painted  beneath.  It  was  his 
brother's  old  carriage,  built  many  many  years  ago.  It  was 
Helen  and  Laura  that  were  asking  their  way  to  poor  Pen's 
room. 

He  ran  up  to  them ;  hastily  clasped  his  sister's  arm  and 
kissed  her  hand;  and  the  three  entered  into  Lamb  Goiirt, 
and  mounted  the  long  gloomy  stair. 

They  knocked  very  gently  at  the  door,  on  which  Arthur's 
name  was  written,  and  it  was  opened  by  Fanny  Bolton. 
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^ay  (for  railways  have  sprung  up  in  the  course  of  this  narra- 
tive, though  they  have  not  quite  penetrated  into  Pen's  country 
yet),  and  made  his  appearance,  in  his  usual  trim  order  and 
curly  wig,  at  the  dinner-table  of  the  Marquis  of  Steyne,    But 
we  must  do  the  Major  the  justice  to  say,  that  he  was  very 
unhappy  and  gloomy  in  demeanour,    Wagg  and  Wenham 
rallied  him  about  his  low  spirits;  asked  whether  he  was 
crossed  in  love?  and  otherwise  diverted  themselves  at  his 
expense.    He  lost  his  money  at  whist  after  dinner,  and  actu- 
ally trumped  his  partner's  highest  spade.    And  the  thoughts 
of  the  suffering  boy,  of  whom  he  was  proud,  and  whom  he 
/oved  after  his  manner,  kept  the  old  fellow  awake  half  through 
the  night,  and  made  him  feverish  and  uneasy. 

On  the  morrow  he  received  a  note  in  a  handwriting  which 

lie  did  not  know:  it  was  that  of  Mr.  Bows,  indeed,  saying 

ttiat  Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis  had  had  a  tolerable  night;  and 

^liat  as  Doctor  Goodenough  had  stated  that  the  Major  desired 

be  informed  of  his  nephew's  health,  he,  E.  B.,  had  sent  him 

lie  news  per  rail. 

The  next  day  he  was  going  out  shooting,  about  noon,  with 

^3ome  of  the  gentlemen  staying  at  Lord  Steyne's  house ;  and 

l;he  company,  waiting  for  the  carriages,  were  assembled  on  the 

"terrace  in  front  of  the  house,  when  a  fly  drove  up  from  the 

neighbouring  station,  and  a  grey-headed,  rather  shabby  old 

gentleman  jumped  out,  and  asked  for  Major  Pendennis.     It 

was  Mr.  Bows.    He  took  the  Major  aside  and  spoke  to  him ; 

most  of  the  gentlemen  round    about   saw  that  something 

serious  had  happened,  from  the  alarmed  look  of  the  Major's 

face. 

Wagg  said,  "  It's  a  bailiff  come  down  to  nab  the  Major ;  " 
but  nobody  laughed  at  the  pleasantry. 

"Hullo!    What's  the  matter,  Pendennis?"  cried  Lord 
Steyne,  with  his  strident  voice.     "  Anything  wrong  ?  " 

"It's — it's — my  boy  that's  dead''  said  the  Major,  and 
"burst  into  a  sob — the  old  man  was  quite  overcome. 

"  Not  dead,  my  Lord ;  but  very  ill  when  I  left  London," 
^Mr.  Bows  said,  in  a  low  voice, 

A  britzka  came  up  at  this  moment  as  the  three  men  were 
speaking.    The  Peer  looked  at  his  watch.    "You've  twenty 
VOL.  n.  z  4 
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minutes  to  catch  the  mail-traiu.     Jump  iu,  Pendeimis ;  and 
drive  like  h — ,  sir,  do  you  bear  ?  " 

The  carriage  drove  off  swiftly  with  Pendeimis  and  his 
companion,  and  let  us  trust  that  the  oath  will  be  pardoned  to 
the  Marquis  of  Steyne. 

The  Major  drove  rapidly  from  the  station  to  the  Temple, 
and  found  a  travelling  carriage  already  before  him,  and 
blocking  up  the  narrow  Temple  Lane.  Two  ladies  got  out  of 
it,  and  were  asking  their  way  of  the  porters ;  the  Major 
looked  by  chance  at  the  panel  of  the  carriage,  and  saw  the 
worn-out  crest  of  the  Eagle  looking  at  the  Sun,  and  the 
motto,  "  Nee  tenui  penna,"  painted  beneath.  It  was  liis 
brother's  old  carriage,  built  many  many  years  ago.  It  was- 
Helen  and  Laura  that  were  asking  their  way  to  poor  Pen'a. 
room. 

He  ran  up  to  them ;  hastily  clasped  his  sister's  arm  and 
kissed  her  hand;  and  the  three  entered  into  Lamb  Court , 
and  mounted  the  long  gloomy  stair. 

They  knocked  very  gently  at  the  door,  on  which  Arthur's 
name  was  written,  and  it  was  opened  by  Fanny  Bolton. 


PENDENNIS. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

A   CBITICAL    CRUTEB. 

Funny  s&w  the 
two  ladies  and  the 
anxious  counten- 
ance of  the  elder, 
who  regarded  her 
with  a  look  of 
inecrntahle  alarm 
and  terror,  the 
poor  girl  at  once 
knew  that  Pen's 
mother  was  before 
her;  there  was  a 
reBemblance  be- 
tween the  widow's 
haggard  eyes  and 
Arthur's  as  he 
tossed  in  his  bed 
'    -"^^Si. —  —  -c**"  j[,j   fever.      Fanny 

looked  wistfully  at  Mrs.  Pendennis  and  at  Laura  afterwards ; 
there  was  no  more  expression  in  the  latter's  face  than  if  it 
had  been  a  mass  of  stone.  Hard-heartedness  and  gloom 
dwelt  on  the  figures  of  both  the  new-comers  ;  neither  showed 
any  the  faintest  gleam  of  mercy  or  sympathy  for  Fanny.  She 
Jooked  desperately  from  them  to  the  Major  behind  them.  Old 
Pendennis  dropped  his  eyelids,  looking  up  ever  so  stealthily 
from  under  them  at  Arthur's  poor  little  nurse. 

"I — I  wrote  to  you  yesterday,  if  you  please,  ma'am," 
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no  noise.  I  only  ask  to  stop  here,"  Fanny  said.  On  which 
the  Doctor  called  her  a  stupid  little  thing;  put  her  down  upon 
the  bench  where  Pen's  printer's  devil  used  to  sit  so  many 
hours ;  tapped  her  pale  cheek  with  his  finger,  and  bustled  into 
the  further  room. 

Mrs.  Pendennis  was  ensconced  pale  and  solemn  in  a  great 
chair  by  Pen's  bedside.     Her  watch  was  on  the  bed-table  by 
Pen's  medicines.     Her  bonnet  and  cloaks  were  laid  in  the 
window.     She  had  her  Bible  in  her  lap,  without  which  she 
never  travelled.     Her  first  movement,  after  seeing  her  son, 
had  been  to  take  Fanny's  shawl  and  bonnet,  which  were  on  ^ 
his  drawers,  and  bring  them  out  and  drop  them  down  upon  u 
his  study-table.     She  had  closed  the  door  upon  Major  Pen — 
dennis,  and  Laura  too ;  and  taken  possession  of  her  son. 

She  had  had  a  great  doubt  and  terror  lest  Arthur  shoul 
not  know  her ;  but  that  pang  was  spared  to  her,  in  part  a 
least.  Pen  knew  his  mother  quite  well,  and  familiarly  smiled: 
and  nodded  at  her.  When  she  came  in,  he  instantly  fanci 
that  they  were  at  home  at  Fairoaks ;  and  began  to  talk  an 
<5hatter  and  laugh  in  a  rambling  wild  way.  Laura  could  hear  * 
him  outside.  His  laughter  shot  shafts  of  poison  into  her  heartrl 
It  was  true  then.  He  had  been  guilty— and  with  that  crea-^ 
ture ! — an  intrigue  with  a  servant  maid ;  and  she  had  lovei^^ 
him — and  he  was  dying  most  likely — raving  and  unrepentant* 
The  Major  now  and  then  hummed  out  a  word  of  remark 
consolation,  which  Laura  scarce  heard.  A  dismal  sitting 
was  for  all  parties ;  and  when  Goodenough  appeared,  he  ca 
like  an  angel  into  the  room. 

It  is  not  only  for  the  sick  man,  it  is  for  the  sick  man  "^ ' 
friends  that  the  Doctor  comes.  His  presence  is  often  as  goc^^ 
for  them  as  for  the  patient,  and  they  long  for  him  yet  moEr"< 
eagerly.  How  we  have  all  watched  after  him !  what  an  emt^^- 
tion  the  thrill  of  his  carriage-wheels  in  the  street,  and  ^»^ 
length  at  the  door,  has  made  us  feel !  how  we  hang  upon  Ix  * 
words,  and  what  a  comfort  we  get  from  a  smile  or  two,  if  f  :»^ 
can  vouchsafe  that  sunshine  to  Ughten  our  darkness !  Wt^o 
hasn't  seen  the  mother  prying  into  his  face,  to  know  if  ther*^ 
is  hope  for  the  sick  infant  that  cannot  speak,  and  that  li^^ 
yonder,  its  httle  frame  battling  with  fever?    AJ|^Jm>w  sb^ 
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"Oh,  mayn't  I  come  and  see  him:  mayn't  I  come  and 
Bee  him  ?  I — I — love  him  so,"  the  little  girl  said ;  and  as 
she  spoke  she  fell  down  on  her  knees  and  clasped  hold  of  the 
Doctor's  hand  in  such  an  agony  that  to  see  her  melted  the 


kind  physician's  heart,  and  caused  a  mist  to  come  over  his 
Bpectacles. 

"  Pooh,  pooh !  Nonsense !  Nurse,  has  he  taken  his 
draught  ?  Has  he  had  any  rest  ?  Of  course  you  must  come 
md  Bee  him.     So  must  I." 

"They'll  let  me  sit  here,  won't  they,  sir  ?   I'll  never  make 


174  PENDEXNIS. 

no  noise.  I  only  ask  to  stop  here,"  Fanny  said.  On  whicl 
the  Doctor  called  her  a  stupid  little  thing;  put  her  do^Ti  upoi 
the  bench  where  Pen's  printer's  devil  used  to  sit  so  man; 
hours ;  tapped  hur  pale  cheek  with  his  finger,  and  bustled  int< 
the  further  room. 

Mrs.  Pendennis  was  ensconced  pale  and  solemn  in  a  grea 
chair  by  Pen's  bedside.  Her  watch  was  on  the  bed-table  bj 
Pen's  medicines.  Her  bonnet  and  cloaks  were  laid  in  th< 
window.  She  had  her  Bible  in  her  lap,  without  which  sh< 
never  travelled.  Her  first  movement,  after  seeing  her  son 
had  been  to  take  Fanny's  shawl  and  bonnet,  which  were  oi 
his  drawers,  and  bring  them  out  and  drop  them  down  upoi 
his  study-table.  She  had  closed  the  door  upon  Major  Peii' 
dennis,  and  Laiu*a  too;  and  taken  possession  of  her  son. 

She  had  had  a  great  doubt  and  terror  lest  Arthur  should 
not  know  her ;  but  that  pang  was  spared  to  her,  in  part  at 
least.  Pen  knew  his  mother  quite  well,  and  familiarly  smiled 
nnd  nodded  at  her.  When  she  came  in,  he  instantly  fancied 
that  they  were  at  home  at  Fairoaks ;  and  began  to  talk  aud 
chatter  and  laugh  in  a  rambling  wild  way.  Laura  could  hear 
him  outside.  His  laughter  shot  shafts  of  poison  into  her  heart. 
It  was  true  then.  Ho  had  been  guilty— and  with  that  crea- 
tm-e ! — an  intrigue  with  a  servant  maid ;  and  she  had  loved 
him — and  he  was  dying  most  likely — ra\'ing  and  unrepentant. 
The  Major  now  and  then  hummed  out  a  word  of  remark  oi 
consolation,  which  Laura  scarce  heard.  A  dismal  sitting  i^ 
was  for  all  parties ;  and  when  Goodenough  ai)i)eared,  he  cam- 
like an  angel  into  the  room. 

It  is  not  only  for  the  sick  man,  it  is  for  the  sick  man" 
friends  that  the  Doctor  comes.  His  presence  is  often  as  goc: 
for  them  as  for  the  patient,  and  they  long  for  him  yet  mo^ 
eagerly.  How  we  have  all  watched  after  him !  what  an  enx 
tion  the  thrill  of  his  carriage-wheels  in  the  street,  and 
length  at  the  door,  has  made  us  feel !  how  we  hang  upon  >i 
words,  and  what  a  comfort  we  get  from  a  smile  or  two,  if  \ 
can  vouchsafe  that  sunshine  to  lighten  our  darkness !  Wlic 
hasn't  seen  the  mother  prying  into  his  face,  to  know  if  there 
is  hope  for  the  sick  infant  that  cannot  speak,  and  that  Jiej 
yonder,  its  Uttle  frame  battling  with  fever?    Ah,  how  sUi 
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looks  into  his  eyes!     What  thanks  if  there  is  Ught  there; 
what  grief  and  pain  if  he  casts  them  down,  and  dai-es  not  say 
"hope!"     Or  it  is  the  house-father  who  is  stricken.     The 
terrified  wife  looks  on,  while  the  Physician  feels  his  patient's 
wrist,  smothering  her  agonies,  as  the  children  have  been  called 
upon  to  stay  their  plays  and  their  talk.     Over  the  patient  in 
the  fever,  the  wife  expectant,  the  children  unconscious,  the 
Doctor  stands  as  if  he  were  Fate,  the  dispenser  of  life  and 
death :  he  mmt  let  the  patient  off  this  time ;  the  woman  prays 
80  for  his  respite !     One  can  fancy  how  awful  the  responsi- 
bility must  be  to  a  conscientious  man :  how  cruel  the  feeUnj^ 
that  he  has  given  the  wrong  remedy,  or  that  it  might  have 
been  possible  to  do  better :  how  harassing  the  sympathy  with 
survivors,  if  the  case  is  unfortunate — how  immense  the  deHght 
of  victory ! 

Having  passed  through  a  hasty  ceremony  of  introduction 

to  the  new-comers,  of  whose  arrival  he  had  been  made  aware 

by  the  heartbroken  little  nurse  in  waiting  without,  the  Doctor 

proceeded  to  examine  the  patient,  about  whose  condition  of 

high  fever  there  could  be  no  mistake,  and  on  whom  he  thought 

it  necessary  to  exercise  the  strongest  antiphlogistic  remedies 

in  his  power.     He  consoled  the  unfortunate  mother  as  best 

he  might ;  and  giving  her  the  most  comfortable  assurances  on 

"which  he  could  ventm-e,  that  there  was  no  reason  to  despair 

yet,  that  everything  might  still  be  hoped  from  his  youth,  the 

strength  of  his  constitution,  and  so  forth;  and  having  done 

bis  utmost  to  allay  the  horrors  of  the  alarmed  matron,  he  took 

the  elder  Pendennis  aside  into  the  vacant  room  (Warrington's 

l)edroom),  for  the  purpose  of  holding  a  little  consultation. 

The  case  was  very  critical.  The  fever,  if  not  stopped, 
might  and  would  carry  off  the  young  fellow :  he  must  be  bled 
forthwith:  the  mother  must  be  informed  of  this  necessity. 
Why  was  that  other  young  lady  brought  with  her  ?  She  was 
out  of  place  in  a  sick-room. 

"  And  there  was  another  woman  still,  be  hanged  to  it !  '* 
the  Major  said,  **  the—  the  little  person  who  opened  the  door, 
sister-in-law  had  brought  the  poor  httle  devil's  bonnet 
id  shawl  out,  and  flung  them  upon  the  study-table.  Did 
Goodenongh  know  anything  about  the — the  httle  person  ?    I 


178  J'EWKXXIS. 

under  the  deepest  and  most  pitiful  grief  at  the  idea  of  losing 
him,  dead  or  living. 

But  on  the  one  or  two  occasions  when  Goodenough  alluded 
to  Fanny,  the  widow's  countenance,  always  soft  and  gentle, 
assumed  an   expression   so  cruel  and   inexorable,  that  the 
Doctor  saw  it  was  in  vain  to  ask  her  for  justice  or  pity,  and 
he  broke  off  all  entreaties,  and  ceased  making  any  further 
allusions  regarding  his  Uttle  client.     There  is  a  complaint 
which  neither  poppy,  nor  mancbagora,  nor  all  the  drowsy 
syrups  of  the  East  could  allay,  in  the  men  in  his  time,  as 
we  are  informed  by  a  popular  poet  of  the  days  of  Elizabeth; 
and  which,  when  exhibited  in  women,  no  medical  discoveries 
or  practice    subsequent — neither    homoeopathy,   nor   hydro- 
pathy, nor  mesmerism,  nor  Dr.  Simpson,  nor  Dr.  Locock  cau 
cure,  and  that  is — we  won't  call  it  jealousy,  but  rather  gently 
denominate  it  rivalry  and  emulation  in  ladies. 

Some  of  those  mischievous  and  prosaic  people  who  cairj 
and  calculate  at  every  detail  of  the  romancer,  and  want  ^^ 
know,  for  instance,  how,  when  the  characters  in  the  "  Critic 
are  at  a  dead  lock  with  their  daggers  at  each  other's  throat  ^f 
they  are  to  be  got  out  of  that  murderous  complication  of  cLx"- 
cumstances,  may  be  induced  to  ask  how  it  was  possible  in     ^ 
set  of  chambers  in  the  Temple,  consisting  of  three  rooms,  tv^o 
cupboards,  a  passage,  and  a  coal-box,  Arthur  a  sick  gentle- 
man, Helen  his  mother,  Laura  her  adopted  daughter,  Martli^ 
their  country  attendant,  Mrs.  Wheezer  a  nurse  from  St.  Bar- 
tholomew's Hospital,  Mrs.  Flanagan  an  Irish  laundress,  Major 
Pendennis  a  retired  military  oflScer,  Morgan  his  valet,  Pidgeon 
Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis's  boy,  and  others,  could  be  accommo- 
dated— the  answer  is  given  at  once,  that  almost  everybody  in 
the  Temple  was  out  of  town,  and  that  there  was  scarcely  a 
single  occupant  of  Pen's  house  in  Lamb  Court  except  those 
who  were  engaged  round  the  sick-bed  of  the  sick  gentleman, 
about  whose  fever  we  have  not  given  a  lengthy  account, 
neither  shall  we  enlarge  very  much  upon  the  more  cheerfiJ 
theme  of  his  recovery. 

Everybody,  we  have  said,  was  out  of  town,  and  of  course 
such  a  fashionable  man  as  young  Mr.  Sibwright,  who  h-oA 
chambers  on  the  second  floor  in  Pen's  staircase,  could  not    ^® 
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pair  of  high-stepping  bee  horses  as  ever  a  gentleman  need  sit 
behoind,  let  alone  a  docthor.  There's  no  ind  to  the  proide 
and  ar'gance  of  them  docthors,  now-a-days — not  but  that 
is  a  good  one,  and  a  scoientific  cyarkter,  and  a  roight  good 
fellow,  bedad ;  and  he's  brought  the  poor  little  girl  well  troo 
her  faver,  Bows,  me  boy; "  and  so  pleased  was  Mr.  Costigan 
with  the  Doctor's  behaviour  and  skill,  that,  whenever  he  met 
Dr.  Goodenough's  carriage  in  future,  he  made  a  point  of 
saluting  it  and  the  physician  inside,  in  as  courteous  and 
magnificent  a  manner  as  if  Dr.  Goodenough  had  been  the 
Lord  Liftenant  himself,  and  Captain  Costigan  had  been  in  his 
glory  in  Phaynix  Park. 

The  widow's  gratitude  to  the  physician  knew  no  bounds — 
or  scarcely  any  bounds,  at  least.   The  kind  gentleman  laughed 
at  the  idea  of  taking  a  fee  from  a  literary  man,  or  the  widow 
of  a  brother  practitioner,  and  she  determined  when  she  got 
back  to  Fairoaks  that  she  would  send  Goodenough  the  silver- 
vase,  the  jewel  of  the  house,  and  the  glory  of  the  late  John 
endennis,  preserved  in  green  baize,  and  presented  to  him  at 
ath,  by  the  Lady  Elizabeth  Firebrace,  on  the  recovery  of  her 
eon,  the  late  Sir  Anthony  Firebrace,  from  the  scarlet  fever. 
!Eippocrates,  Hygeia,  King  Bladud,  and  a  wreath  of  serpents 
surmount  the  cup  to  this  day ;  which  was  executed  in  their 
finest  manner,  by  Messrs.  Abednego,  of  Milsom  Street ;  and 
the  inscription  was  by  Mr.  Birch,  tutor  to  the  young  baronet. 
This  priceless  gem  of  art  the  widow  determined  to  devote 
to  Goodenough,  the  preserver  of  her  son;    and  there  was 
scarcely  any  other  favour  which  her  gratitude  would  not  have 
conferred  upon  him,  except  one,  which  he  desired  most,  and 
which  was  that  she  should  think  a  little  charitably  and  kindly 
of  poor  Fanny,  of  whose  artless  sad  story  he  had  got  some- 
thing during  his  interviews  with  her,  and  of  whom  he  was  in- 
duced to  think  very  kindly, — not  being  disposed,  indeed,  to 
give  much  credit  to  Pen  for  his  conduct  in  the  affair,  or  not 
knowing  what  that  conduct  had  been.     He  knew  enough, 
however,  to  be  aware  that  the  poor  infatuated  little  girl  was 
without  stain  as  yet ;  that  while  she  had  been  in  Pen's  room 
it  was  to  see  the  last  of  him,  as  she  thought,  and  that  Arthur 
was  scarcely  aware  of  her  presence;  and  that  she  suffered 
VOL.  n.  A  A  4 
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xnvler  tiie  deeptrst  and  most  pitiful  grief  at  the  idea  of  losing 
him.  dead  or  living. 

But  on  the  one  or  two  occasions  when  Goodenongh  alluded 
to  Fanny,  the  widow's  countenance,  always  soft  and  gentle, 
assumed  an  expression  so  cruel  and  inexorable,  that  the 
Doctor  saw  it  was  in  vain  to  ask  her  for  justice  or  pity,  and 
he  broke  oflf  all  entreaties,  and  ceased  making  any  further 
allusions  regarding  his  little  client.  There  is  a  complaint 
which  neither  poppy,  nor  mandragora,  nor  all  the  drowsy 
sjTups  of  the  East  could  allay,  in  the  men  in  his  time,  as 
we  are  informed  by  a  popular  poet  of  the  days  of  Elizabeth; 
and  which,  when  exhibited  in  women,  no  medical  discoveries 
or  practice  subsequent — neither  homceopathy,  nor  hydro- 
pathy, nor  mesmerism,  nor  Dr.  Simpson,  nor  Dr.  Locock  can 
cure,  and  that  is — we  won't  call  it  jealousy,  but  rather  gently 
denominate  it  rivalrv  and  emulation  in  ladies. 

Some  of  those  mischievous  and  prosaic  people  who  carp 
and  calculate  at  every  detail  of  the  romancer,  and  want  to 
know,  for  instance,  how,  when  the  characters  in  the  "  Critic" 
are  at  a  dead  lock  with  their  daggers  at  each  other's  throats, 
they  are  to  lx»  got  out  of  that  murderous  complication  of  cir- 
cumstance?, may  be  induced  to  ask  how  it  was  possible  in  a 
set  of  chambers  in  tlie  Temple,  consisting  of  three  rooms,  two 
cupboards,  a  passage,  and  a  coal-box,  Arthur  a  sick  gentle- 
man, Helen  his  mother,  Laura  her  adopted  daughter,  Martha, 
their  country  attendant,  Mrs.  Wheezer  a  nurse  from  St.  Bar- 
tholomew's Hospital,  Mrs.  Flanagan  an  Irish  laundress,  Majoa 
Pendennis  a  retired  military  oflScer,  Morgan  his  valet,  PidgeoG 
Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis's  lx)y,  and  others,  could  be  accommo^ 
dated — the  answer  is  given  at  once,  that  almost  everyl)ody  i_ 
the  Temple  was  out  of  town,  and  that  there  was  scarcely 
single  occupant  of  Pen's  liouse  in  Lamb  Court  except  tho-^ 
who  were  engaged  round  the  sick-bed  of  the  sick  gentlema.^ 
about  whose  fever  we  have  not  given  a  lengthy  accouti 
neither  shall  we  enlarge  very  much  upon  the  more  cheer X*- 
theme  of  his  recovery. 

Evervlx)dv,  we  have  said,  was  out  of  town,  and  of  coax*' 
such  a  fashionable  man  as  young  Mr.  Sibwright,  who  Ixj 
chaml)er3  on  the  second  floor  in  Pen's  staircase,  could  not    1 


PENDEANIS,  i8i 

But  all  sorts  of  events  had  occurred  in  the  course  of  the 
few  days  which  had  contributed  to  increase  or  account 
ber  gaiety,  and  a  little  colony  of  the  reader's  old  friends 
acquaintances  was  by  this  time   established  in  Lamb 
rt,   Temple,    and  round   Pen's    sick-bed   there.      First, 
tha,  Mrs,  Pendennis's  servant,  had  arrived  from  Fair- 
;,   being  summoned  thence   by  the  Major,   who  justly 
ight  her  presence  would  be  comfortable  and  useful  to  her 
iress  and  her  young  master,  for  neither  of  whom  the  con- 
t  neighbourhood  of  Mrs.  Flanagan  (who  during  Pen's  ill- 
required  more  spirituous  consolation  than  ever  to  support 
could  be  pleasant.     Martha  then  made  her  appearance 
ue  season  to  wait  upon  Mrs.  Pendennis,  nor  did  that  lady 
mce  to  bed  until  the  faithful  servant  had  reached  her, 
n,  with  a  heart  full  of  maternal  thankfulness,  she  went 
lay  down  upon  Warrington's  straw  mattress,  and  among 
mathematical  books,  as  has  been  already  described, 
[t  is  true  that  ere  that  day  a  great  and  delightful  altera- 
in  Pen's  condition  had  taken  place.     The  fever,  sub- 
^ted  by  Dr.  Goodenough's  blisters,  potions,  and  lancet, 
left  the  young  man,  or  only  returned  at  intervals  of 
e  intermittence ;  his  wandering  senses  had  settled  in  his 
ened  brain  :  he  had  had  time  to  kiss  and  bless  his  mother 
»ming  to  him,  and  calling  for  Laura  and  his  uncle  (who 
^joth  aflfected  according  to  their  different  natures  by  his 
ppearance,  his  lean  shrunken  hands,  his  hollow  eyes 
)ice,  his  thin  bearded  face),  to  press  their  hands  and 
them  affectionately ;  and  after  this  greeting,  and  after 
ad  been  turned  out  of  the  room  by  his  affectionate 
he  had  sunk  into  a  fine  sleep  which  had  lasted  for 
ixteen  hours,  at  the  end  of  which  period  he  awoke 
>ut  that  he  was  very  hungry.     If  it  is  hard  to  be  ill 
oathe  food,  oh,  how  pleasant  to  be  getting  well  and 
'ing  hungry — how  htmgry  ?     Alas,  the  joys  of  conva- 
>ecome  feebler  with  increasing  years,  as  other  joys  do 
m — and  then  comes  that  illness  when  one  does  not 
)  at  all. 

1  day  of  this  happy  event,  too,  came  another  arrival 
ourt.    This  was  introduced  into  the  Pen- Warrington 
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With  Sibwi-ight  in  chambers  was  Mr.  Bangham.      Mr. 
Bangham  \vas  a  sporting  man,  married  to  a  rich  widow. 
Mr.  Bangham  had  no  practice — did  not  come  to  chambers 
thrice  in  a  term :  went  a  circuit  for  those  mysterious  reasons 
which  make  men  go  circuit, — and  his  room  served  as  a  great 
convenience  to  Sibwright  Vhen  that  young  gentleman  gave 
his  little  dinners.    It  must  be  confessed  that  these  two  gentle- 
men have  nothing  to  do  with  our  history,  will  never  appear  in 
it  again  probably,  but  we  cannot  help  glancing  through  their 
doors  as  they  happen  to  be  open  to  us,  and  as  we  pass  to 
Pen's  rooms ;  as  in  the  pursuit  of  our  own  business  in  life 
through  the  Strand,  at  the  Club,  nay  at  church  itself,  we  can- 
not help  i>eeping  at  the  shops  on  the  way,  or  at  our  neigh- 
bour's dinner,  or  at  the  faces  imder  the  bonnets  in  the  next 
l)ew. 

Very  many  years  after  the  circumstances  about  which  we 
are  at  present  occupied,  Laura,  with  a  blush  and  a  laugh 
showing  much  humour,  owned  to  having  read  a  French  novel 
once  much  in  vogue,  and  when  her  husband  asked  her,  won- 
dering where  on  earth  she  could  have  got  such  a  volume,  she 
owned  that  it  was  in  the  Temple,  when  she  lived  in  Mr.  Percy 
Sibwright's  chambers. 

"And,  also,  I  never  confessed,"  she  said,  "on  that  same 
occasion,  what  I  must  now  own  to :  that  I  opened  the  ja- 
panned box,  and  took  out  that  strange-looking  wig  inside  it, 
and  put  it  on  and  looked  at  myself  in  the  glass  in  it." 

Suppose  Percy  Sibwright  had  come  in  at  such  a  moment 
as  that  ?  What  would  he  have  said, — the  enraptured  rogue  ^ 
What  would  have  been  all  the  pictures  of  disguised  beauties 
in  his  room  compared  to  that  li\ing  one  ?  Ah,  we  ai'e  speaks 
ing  of  old  times,  when  Sibwright  was  a  bachelor  and  before 
he  got  a  county  court, — when  people  were  young — when  mont 
people  were  young.  Other  people  are  young  now ;  but  we  no 
more. 

WTien  Miss  Laura  played  this  prank  with  the  wig,  you 
can't  suppose  that  Pen  could  have  been  very  ill  upstairs; 
otherwise,  though  she  had  grown  to  care  for  him  ever  bo  Uttle, 
common  sense  of  feeling  and  decorum  would  have  prevented 
her  from  performing  any  tricks  or  trjing  any  disguises. 
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But  all  sorts  of  eveuts  had  occurred  in  the  course  of  the 
last  few  days  which  had  contributed  to  increase  or  account 
for  her  gaiety,  and  a  little  colony  of  the  reader's  old  friends 
and  acquaintances  was  by  this  time   established  in  Lamb 
Court,   Temple,    and  round    Pen's    sick-bed   there.      First, 
Martha,  Mrs.  Pendennis's  servant,  had  arrived  from  Fair- 
oaks,   being  summoned  thence  by   the  Major,   who  justly 
thought  her  presence  would  be  comfortable  and  useful  to  her 
mistress  and  her  young  master,  for  neither  of  whom  the  con- 
stant neighbourhood  of  Mrs.  Flanagan  (who  during  Pen's  ill- 
ness required  more  spirituous  consolation  than  ever  to  support 
her)  could  be  pleasant.     Martha  then  made  her  appearance 
in  due  season  to  wait  upon  Mrs.  Pendennis,  nor  did  that  lady 
go  once  to  bed  until  the  faithful   servant  had  reached  her, 
when,  with  a  heart  full  of  maternal  thankfulness,  she  went 
and  lay  down  upon  Warrington's  straw  mattress,  and  among 
his  mathematical  books,  as  has  been  already  described. 

It  is  true  that  ere  that  day  a  great  and  delightful  altera- 
tion in  Pen's  condition  had  taken  place.  The  fever,  sub- 
jugated by  Dr.  Goodenough's  blisters,  potions,  and  lancet, 
had  left  the  young  man,  or  only  returned  at  intervals  of 
{eeble  intermittence ;  his  wandering  senses  had  settled  in  his 
weakened  brain  :  he  had  had  time  to  kiss  and  bless  his  mother 
for  coming  to  him,  and  calling  for  Laura  and  his  uncle  (who 
were  both  affected  according  to  their  different  natures  by  his 
wan  appearance,  his  lean  shrunken  hands,  his  hollow  eyes 
and  voice,  his  thin  bearded  face),  to  press  their  hands  and 
thank  them  affectionately ;  and  after  this  greeting,  and  after 
they  had  been  turned  out  of  the  room  by  his  affectionate 
nurse,  he  had  sunk  into  a  fine  sleep  which  had  lasted  for 
about  sixteen  hours,  at  the  end  of  which  period  he  awoke 
calling  out  that  he  was  very  hungry.  If  it  is  hard  to  be  ill 
and  to  loathe  food,  oh,  how  pleasant  to  be  getting  well  and 
to  be  feeling  hungry — how  hungry  ?  Alas,  the  joys  of  conva- 
lescence become  feebler  with  increasing  years,  as  other  joys  do 
—and  then — and  then  comes  that  illness  when  one  does  not 
convalesce  at  all. 

On  the  day  of  this  happy  event,  too,  came  another  arrival 
in  Lamb  Court.    This  was  introduced  into  the  Pen- Warrington 
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sitting-room  by  large  puffs  of  tobacco  smoke — the  puffs  of 
smoke  were  followed  by  an  individual  with  a  cigar  in  his 
mouth,  and  a  carpet-bag  under  his  arm — this  was  War- 
rington, who  had  run  back  from  Norfolk,  when  Mr.  Bows 
thoughtfully  wrote  to  inform  him  of  his  friend's  calamity. 
But  he  had  been  from  home  when  Bows's  letter  had  reached 
his  brother's  house — the  Eastern  Comities  did  not  then  boast 
of  a  railway  (for  we  beg  the  reader  to  understand  that  we  only 
commit  anachronisms  when  we  choose,  and  when  by  a  daring 
violation  of  those  natural  laws  some  gi-eat  ethical  truth  is  to 
be  advanced) — in  fine,  Warrington  only  appeared  with  the 
rest  of  the  good  luck  upon  the  lucky  day  after  Pen's  con- 
valescence may  have  been  said  to  have  begun. 

His  surprise  was,  after  all,  not  very  great  when  he  found 
the  chambers  of  his  sick  friend  occupied,  and  his  old  acquaint- 
ance the  Major  seated  demurely  in  an  easy-chair  (Warrington 
had  let  himself  into  the  rooms  with  his  own  pass-key),  listen- 
ing, or  pretending  to  listen,  to  a  young  lady  who  was  reading 
to  him  a  play  of  Shakspeare  in  a  low  sweet  voice.  The  lady 
stopped  and  started,  and  laid  down  her  book,  at  the  appari- 
tion of  the  tall  traveller  with  the  cigar  and  the  carpet-bag. 
He  blushed,  he  flung  the  cigar  into  the  passage :  he  took  off 
his  hat,  and  dropped  that  too,  and  going  up  to  the  Major, 
seized  that  old  gentleman's  hand,  and  asked  questions  about 
Arthur. 

The  Major  answered  in  a  tremulous,  though  cheery  voice 
— it  was  curious  how  emotion  seemed  to  olden  him — and  re- 
turning Warrington's  pressure  with  a  shaking  hand,  told  him 
the  news — of  Arthur's  happy  crisis,  of  his  mother's  arrival— 
with  her  young  charge — with  Miss 

**  You  need  not  tell  me  her  name,"  Mr.  Warrington  said 
with  great  animation,  for  he  was  affected  and  elated  with  the 
thought  of  his  friend's  recovery — **  you  need  not  tell  me  your 
name.  I  knew  at  once  it  was  Laura."  And  he  held  out  his 
hand  and  took  hers.  Immense  kindness  and  tendeniess 
gleamed  from  under  his  rough  eyebrows,  and  shook  his  voice 
as  he  gazed  at  her  and  spoke  to  her.  "  And  this  is  Laura  !  " 
his  looks  seemed  to  say.  "And  this  is  Warrington,"  the 
generous  girl's  heart  beat  ba<jk.     "  Arthur's  hero — the  brave 
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ad  the  kind — he  has  come  hundreds  of  miles  to  succour  him, 
hen  he  heard  of  his  friend's  misfortune !  " 

"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Warrington,"  was  all  that  Laura  said, 
owever :  and  as  she  returned  the  pressure  of  his  kind  hand, 
he  hlushed  so,  that  she  was  glad  the  lamp  was  behind  her  to 
onceal  her  flushing  face. 

As  these  two  were  standing  in  this  attitude,  the  door  of 
Pen's  bedchamber  was  opened  stealthily  as  his  mother  was 
font  to  open  it,  and  Warrington  saw  another  lady,  who  first 
looked  at  him,  and  then  turning  round  towards  the  bed,  said 
"Hah ! "  and  put  up  her  hand. 

It  was  to  Pen  Helen  was  turning,  and  giving  caution.  He 
^ed  out  with  a  feeble,  tremulous,  but  cheery  voice,  **  Come 
n,  Stunner — come  in,  Warrington.  I  knew  it  was  you — by 
he — by  the  smoke,  old  boy,"  he  said,  as  holding  his  worn 
and  out,  and  with  tears  at  once  of  weakness  and  pleasiu*e 
1  his  eyes,  he  greeted  his  friend. 

**  I — I  beg  pardon,  ma'am,  for  smoking,"  Warrington  said, 
rho  now  almost  for  the  first  time  blushed  for  his  wicked  pro- 
pensity. 

Helen  only  said,  **  God  bless  you,  Mr.  Warrington !  "  She 
ros  so  happy,  she  would  have  liked  to  kiss  George.  Then, 
md  after  the  friends  had  had  a  brief,  very  brief  interview,  the 
Jelighted  and  inexorable  mother,  giving  her  hand  to  War- 
rington, sent  him  out  of  the  room  too,  back  to  Laura  and  the 
Major,  who  had  not  resumed  their  play  of  "Cymbeline" 
where  they  had  left  it  off  at  the  arrival  of  the  rightful  owner 
of  Pen's  chambers. 
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CHAPTER   XV. 

CONVALESCBNCB. 

UB  duty  now  is  to  re- 
cord a  fiict  concern- 
ing  Pendenuie,  vhicL 
however  ehamef 111  an,] 
disgraceful,  when  told 
regarding  the  chief 
personage  and  god- 
&ther  of  a  qov€?1, 
must  nevertlieles^s. 
1)6  made  kno\vu  "to 
the  pubhc  \\ho  rea-*:-lfi 
his  Teutabk  memoiiMTS. 
Having  gone  to  l»  «jd 
lil  \uth  fc^e^  a~KJ(l 
suffeimg  to  a  tcrtca^in 
degree  under  the  p  «=ts- 
sion  of  Io\t  after  iif 
had  gone  through  lis 
physical  malady,  c».nii 
had  been  bled  and  liiul  been  blistered,  and  had  had  his  boad 
ehaved,  and  had  beuii  treated  and  medicamented  ae  the  doctor 
ordained : — it  is  a  fact,  that,  when  he  rallied  up  from  Im 
bodily  ailment,  his  mental  malady  had  likewise  quitted  liioi, 
and  he  was  no  more  in  love  with  Fanny  Bolton  than  yoii  or 
I,  who  are  much  too  wise,  or  too  moral,  to  allow  our  hearts 
to  go  gadding  after  porters'  daughters. 

He  laughed  at  himself  as  he  lay  on  his  pillow,  thinking  oC 
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this  second  cure  which  had  been  effected  upon  him.  He  did 
not  care  the  least  about  Fanny  now :  he  wondered  how  he 
ever  should  have  cared :  and  according  to  his  custom  made 
in  autopsy  of  that  dead  passion,  and  anatomised  his  own 
lefonct  sensation  for  his  poor  little  nurse.  What  could  have 
lade  him  so  hot  and  eager  about  her  but  a  few  weeks  back  ? 
'ot  her  wit,  not  her  breeding,  not  her  beauty — there  were 
undreds  of  women  better-looking  than  she.  It  was  out  of 
imself  that  the  passion  had  gone :  it  did  not  reside  in  her. 
he  was  the  same ;  but  the  eyes  which  saw  her  were  changed ; 
nd,  alas  that  it  should  be  so !  were  not  particularly  eager  to 
3e  her  any  more.  He  felt  very  well  disposed  towards  the 
ttle  thing,  and  so  forth ;  but  as  for  violent  personal  regard, 
ach  as  he  had  but  a  few  weeks  ago,  it  had  fled  under  the  in- 
uence  of  the  pill  and  lancet,  which  had  destroyed  the  fever 
i  his  frame.  And  an  immense  source  of  comfort  and  grati- 
ide  it  was  to  Pendennis  (though  there  was  something  selfish 
1  that  feeling,  as  in  most  others  of  our  young  man),  that 
e  had  been  enabled  to  resist  temptation  at  the  time  when  the 
anger  was  greatest,  and  had  no  particular  cause  of  self-re- 
roach  as  he  remembered  his  conduct  towards  the  young  girl. 
a  from  a  precipice  down  which  he  might  have  fallen,  so  from 
le  fever  from  which  he  had  recovered,  he  reviewed  the  Fanny 
olton  snare,  now  that  he  had  escaped  out  of  it,  but  I'm  not 
u:e  that  he  was  not  ashamed  of  the  very  satisfaction  which 
3  experienced.  It  is  pleasant,  perhaps,  but  it  is  humiliating 
>  own  that  you  love  no  more. 

Meanwhile  the  kind  smiles  and  tender  watchfulness  of  the 
Lother  at  his  bedside  filled  the  young  man  with  peace  and 
jcurity.  To  see  that  health  was  returning,  was  all  the  un- 
earied  nurse  demanded :  to  execute  any  caprice  or  order  of 
er  patient's,  her  chiefest  joy  and  reward.  He  felt  himself 
Qvironed  by  her  love,  and  thought  himself  almost  as  grate- 
dl  for  it  as  he  had  been  when  weak  and  helpless  in  child- 
lood. 

Some  misty  notions  regarding  the  first  part  of  his  illness, 

Old  that  Fanny  had  nursed  him.  Pen  may  have  had,  but  they 

vere  so  dim  that  he  could  not  realise  them  with  accuracy,  or 

listinguish  them  from  what  he  knew  to  be  delusions  which 
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had  occurred  and  were  remembered  during  the  deliriom  of  hii 
fever.  So  as  he  had  not  thought  proper  on  former  occasionc 
to  make  any  allusions  about  Fanny  Bolton  to  his  mother,  o 
course  he  could  not  now  confide  to  her  his  sentiments  regard 
ing  Fanny,  or  make  this  worthy  lady  a  confidante.  It  wai 
on  both  sides  an  unlucky  precaution  and  want  of  confidence 
and  a  word  or  two  in  time  might  have  spared  the  good  lady 
and  those  connected  with  her,  a  deal  of  pain  and  anguish. 

Seeing  Miss  Bolton  installed  as  nurse  and  tender  to  Pen 
I  am  sorry  to  say  Mrs.  Pendennis  had  put  the  worst  con 
struction  on  the  fact  of  the  intimacy  of  these  two  unluck; 
young  ]>ersons,  and  had  settled  in  her  own  mind  that  th< 
accusations  against  Arthur  were  true.  Why  not  have  stoppec 
to  inquire  ? — There  are  stories  to  a  man's  disadvantage  thai 
the  women  who  are  fondest  of  him  are  always  the  most  eagei 
to  believe.  Isn't  a  man's  wife  often  the  first  to  be  jealous  oj 
him  ?  Poor  Pen  got  a  good  stock  of  this  suspicious  kind  o! 
love  from  the  nurse  who  was  now  watching  over  him :  anc 
the  kind  and  pure  creature  thought  that  her  boy  had  gon< 
through  a  malady  much  more  awful  and  debasing  than  th< 
mere  physical  fever,  and  was  stained  by  crime  as  well  at 
weakened  by  illness.  The  consciousness  of  this  she  had  U 
bear  perforce  silently,  and  to  try  to  put  a  mask  of  cheerful 
ncfis  and  confidence  over  her  inward  doubt  and  despair  anc 
horror. 

When  Captain  Shandon,  at  Boulogne,  read  the  next  num 
ber  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette^  it  was  to  remark  to  Mi's.  Shan 
don  that  Jack  Finucane's  hand  was  no  longer  visible  in  th( 
leading  articles,  and  that  Mr.  Warrington  must  be  at  worl 
there  again.  **  I  know  the  crack  of  his  whip  in  a  hundred 
and  the  cut  which  the  fellow's  thong  leaves.  There's  Jacl 
Bludyer,  goes  to  work  like  a  butcher,  and  mangles  a  subject 
Mr.  Warrington  finishes  a  man,  and  lays  his  cuts  neat  anc 
regular,  straight  down  the  back,  and  drawing  blood  ever) 
line ; "  at  which  dreadful  metaphor,  Mrs.  Shandon  said, 
**  Law,  Charles,  how  can  you  talk  so !  I  always  though! 
Mr.  Warrington  very  high,  but  a  kind  gentleman ;  and  I'dq 
sure  he  was  most  kind  to  the  children."  Upon  which  Shan- 
don said,  "Yes;  he's  kind  to  the  children ;« but  he's  savage 
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to  the  men ;  and  to  be  sure,  my  dear,  you  don't  understand 
a  word  about  what  I'm  saying ;  and  it's  best  you  shouldn't  ; 
for  it's  little  good  comes  out  of  writing  for  newspapers ;  and 
it's  better  here,  living  easy  at  Boulogne,  where  the  wine's 
plenty,  and  the  brandy  costs  but  two  francs  a  bottle.  Mix  us 
another  tumbler,  Mary,  my  dear ;  we'll  go  back  into  harness 
soon.    *  Cras  ingens  iterabimus  aequor ' — bad  luck  to  it." 

In  a  word,  Warrington  went  to  work  with  all  his  might, 
in  place  of  his  prostrate  friend,  and  did  Pen's  portion  of  the 
Pflfl  J/flfl  Gazette  "  with  a  vengeance,"  as  the  saying  is.     He 
wrote  occasional  articles  and  literary  criticisms ;  he  attended 
theatres  and  musical  performances,  and  discoursed   about 
them  with  his  usual  savage  energy.    His  hand  was  too  strong 
for  such  small  subjects,  and  it  pleased  him  to  tell  Arthur's 
mother,  and  uncle,  and  Laura,  that  there  was  no  hand  in  all 
the  band  of  penmen  more  graceful  and  light,  more  pleasant 
and  more  elegant,   than  Arthur's.      "  The  people   in  this 
country,  ma'am,  don't  understand  what   style   is,  or  they 
would  see  the  merits  of  our  young  one,"  he  said  to  Mrs. 
Pendennis.     **  I  call  him  ours,  ma'am,  for  I  bred  him ;  and  I 
am  as  proud  of  him  as  you  are ;  and,  bating  a  little  wilful- 
ness, and  a  little  selfishness,  and  a  little  dandification,  I  don't 
inow  a  more  honest,  or  loyal,  or  gentle  creature.     His  pen  is 
^cked  sometimes,  but  he  is  as  kind  as  a  young  lady — as  Miss 
I^aura  here — and  I  believe  he  would  not  do  any  Uving  mortal 
harm." 

At  this,  Helen,  though  she  heaved  a  deep  deep  sigh,  and 
Laura,  though  she,  too,  was  sadly  wounded,  nevertheless  were 
^ost  thankful  for  Warrington's  good  opinion  of  Arthur,  and 
^ved  him  for  being  so  attached  to  their  Pen.  And  Major 
f^^tidennis  was  loud  in  his  praises  of  Mr.  Warrington, — more 
o^d  and  enthusiastic  than  it  was  the  Major's  wont  to  be. 

*  He  is  a  gentleman,  my  dear  creature,"  he  said  to  Helen, 

*  livery  inch  a  gentleman,  my  good  madam — the  Suffolk  War- 
firigtons — Charles  the  First's  baronets: — what  could  he  be 
fc^^t  a  gentleman,  come  out  of  that  family? — Father, — Sir 
^liles  Warrington;  ran  away  with — beg  your  pardon.  Miss 
^ell.  Sir  Miles  was  a  very  well-known  man  in  London,  and 
^  friend  of  the  Prince  of  Wales.     This  gentleman  is  a  man  of 
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the  greatest  talents,  the  very  highest  accomplishments, — sun 
to  get  on,  if  he  had  a  motive  to  put  his  energies  to  work/* 

Laura  blushed  for  herself  whilst  the  Major  was  talkin 
and  praising  Arthur's  hero.  As  she  looked  at  Warrington' 
manly  face,  and  dark,  melancholy  eyes,  this  young  i)er.son  ha 
been  speculating  about  him,  and  had  settled  in  her  mind  the 
he  must  have  been  the  victim  of  an  unhappy  attachment 
and  as  she  caught  herself  so  speculating,  why.  Miss  Bel 
blushed. 

Warrington  got  chambers  hard  by, — Grenier's  chambers 
in  Flag  Court;  and  having  executed  Pen*s  task  with  great 
energy  in  the  morning,  his  delight  and  pleasure  of  an  after- 
noon was  to  come  and  sit  with  the  sick  man's  company  in  the 
sunny  autumn  evenings ;  and  he  had  the  honour  more  thai 
once  of  giving  Miss  Bell  his  arm  for  a  walk  in  the  TempL 
Gardens ;  to  take  which  pastime,  when  the  frank  Laura  aske< 
of  Helen  permission,  the  Major  eagerly  said,  "  Yes,  yes,  begac 
— of  course  you  go  out  with  him — it's  like  the  country,  yoi 
know;  everybody  goes  out  with  everybody  in  the  Gardens 
and  there  are  beadles,  you  know,  and  that  sort  of  thing- 
everylK)dy  walks  in  the  Temple  Gardens."  If  the  great  arbite 
of  morals  did  not  object,  why  should  simple  Helen  ?  She  wa 
glad  that  her  girl  should  have  such  fresh  air  as  the  river  coul 
give,  and  to  see  her  return  with  heightened  colour  and  spirit 
from  these  harmless  excursions. 

Laura  and  Helen  had  come,  you  must  know,  to  a  littl 
explanation.  Wlien  the  news  arrived  of  Pen's  alarming  ill 
ncss,  Laura  insisted  upon  accompanying  the  terrified  mothe 
to  London,  would  not  hear  of  the  refiisal  which  the  still  angr 
Helen  gave  her,  and,  when  refused  a  second  time  yet  mor 
sternly,  and  when  it  seemed  that  the  poor  lost  lad's  life  wa 
despaired  of,  and  when  it  was  known  that  his  conduct  wa 
such  as  to  render  all  thoughts  of  union  hopeless,  Laura  had 
with  many  tears,  told  her  mother  a  secret  with  which  ever; 
observant  person  who  reads  this  story  is  acquainted  already 
Now  she  never  could  marry  him,  was  she  to  be  denied  th 
consolation  of  owning  how  fondly,  how  truly,  how  entirely  sh 
had  loved  him  ?  The  mingling  tears  of  the  women  appease 
the  agony  of  their  gi-ief  somewhat,  and  the  sorrows  and  terror 
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of   their  journey  were  at  least  in  so  far  mitigated  that  they 
sliared  them  together. 

What  could  Fanny  expect  when  suddenly  brought  up  for 
sentence  before  a  couple  of  such  judges  ?  Nothing  but  swift  con- 
demnation, awful  punishment,  merciless  dismissal!    Women 
are  cruel  critics  in  cases  such  as  that  in  which  poor  Fanny 
wa,s  impUcated ;  and  we  Uke  them  to  be  so ;  for,  besides  the 
^^uard  which  a  man  places  round  his  own  harem,  and  the 
defences  which  a  woman  has  in  her  heart,  her  faith,  and 
lionour,  hasn't  she  all  her  own  friends  of  her  own  sex  to  keep 
wa.tch  that  she  does  not  go  astray,  and  to  tear  her  to  pieces 
if    she  is  found  erring?     When  our  Mahmouds  or  Selims  of 
Baker  Street  or  Belgrave  Square  visit  their  Fatimas  with 
condign  punishment,   their  mothers  sew  up  Fatima's  sack 
for  her,  and  her  sisters  and  sisters-in-law  see  her  well  under 
^^ater.    And  this  present  writer  does  not  say  nay ;  he  protests 
tnost  solemnly,  he  is  a  Turk  too.     He  wears  a  turban  and  a 
l>eiird  like  another,  and  is  all  for  the  sack  practice,  Bismillah ! 
But  0  you  spotless,  who  have  the  right  of  capital  punishment 
vested  in  you,  at  least  be  very  cautious  that  you  make  away 
^^th  the  proper  (if  so  she  may  be  called)  person.     Be  very 
stire  of  the  fact  before  you  order  the  barge  out :  and  don't  pop 
your  subject  into  the  Bosphorus,  until  you  are  quite  certain 
^hat  she  deserves  it.   This  is  all  I  would  urge  in  poor  Fatima's 
*^balf — absolutely  all — not  a  word  more,  by  the  beard  of  the 
^^ophet.    If  she's  guilty,  down  with  her — heave  over  the  sack, 
f^^ay  with  it  into  the  Golden  Horn  bubble  and  squeak,  and 
Justice  being  done,  give  way,  men,  and  let  us  pull  back  to 
®^Pper. 

So  the  Major  did  not  in  any  way  object  to  Warrington's 
^^J^tinued  promenades  with  Miss  Laura,  but,  like  a  benevolent 
^^  gentleman,  encouraged  in  every  way  the  intimacy  of  that 
??^ple.  Were  there  any  exhibitions  in  town?  he  was  for 
'  Qorington  conducting  her  to  them.  If  Warrington  had  pro- 
^^ed  to  take  her  to  Vauxhall  itself,  this  most  complaisant  of 
^^Xi  would  have  seen  no  harm, — nor  would  Helen,  if  Pen- 
^^Xinis  the  elder  had  so  ruled  it, — nor  would  there  have  been 
^^y  harm  between  two  persons  whose  honour  was  entirely 
®tK>tles8, — between  Warrington,  who  saw  in  intimacy  a  pure. 
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of  their  journey  were  at  least  in  so  far  mitigated  that  they 
gbared  them  together. 

What  could  Fanny  expect  when  suddenly  brought  up  for 
sentence  before  a  couple  of  such  judges  ?  Nothiug  but  swift  con- 
demnation, awful  punishment,  merciless  dismissal!    Women 
are  cruel  critics  in  cases  such  as  that  in  which  poor  Fanny 
was  implicated ;  and  we  like  them  to  be  so ;  for,  besides  the 
guard  which  a  man  places  round  his  own  harem,  and  the 
defences  which  a  woman  has  in  her  heart,  her  faith,  and 
honour,  hasn't  she  all  her  own  friends  of  her  own  sex  to  keep 
watch  that  she  does  not  go  astray,  and  to  tear  her  to  pieces 
if  she  is  found  erring  ?    When  our  Mahmouds  or  Selims  of 
Baker  Street  or  Belgrave  Square  visit  their  Fatimas  with 
condign  punishment,   their  mothers  sew  up  Fatima's  sack 
for  her,  and  her  sisters  and  sisters-in-law  see  her  well  under 
water.   And  this  present  writer  does  not  say  nay ;  he  protests 
most  solemnly,  he  is  a  Turk  too.     He  wears  a  turban  and  a 
beard  like  another,  and  is  all  for  the  sack  practice,  Bismillah ! 
But  0  you  spotless,  who  have  the  right  of  capital  punishment 
vested  in  you,  at  least  be  very  cautious  that  you  make  away 
with  the  proper  (if  so  she  may  be  called)  person.     Be  very 
sure  of  the  fact  before  you  order  the  barge  out :  and  don't  pop 
your  subject  into  the  Bosphorus,  until  you  are  quite  certain 
that  she  deserves  it.   This  is  all  I  would  urge  in  poor  Fatima's 
behalf — absolutely  all — not  a  word  more,  by  the  beard  of  the 
Prophet.    If  she's  guilty,  down  with  her — heave  over  the  sack, 
away  with  it  into  the  Golden  Horn  bubble  and  squeak,  and 
justice  being  done,  give  way,  men,  and  let  us  pull  back  to 
supper. 

So  the  Major  did  not  in  any  way  object  to  Warriugton's 
continued  promenades  with  Miss  Laura,  but,  like  a  benevolent 
old  gentleman,  encouraged  in  every  way  the  intimacy  of  that 
couple.    Were  there  any  exhibitions  in  town?  he  was  for 
Warrington  conducting  her  to  them.    If  Warrington  had  pro- 
posed to  take  her  to  Yauxhall  itself,  this  most  complaisant  of 
uien  would  have  seen  no  harm, — nor  would  Helen,  if  Pen- 
dennis  the  elder  had  so  ruled  it, — nor  would  there  have  been 
any  harm  between  two  persons  whose  honour  was  entirely 
spotless, — between  Warrington,  who  saw  lq  intimacy  a  pure, 
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her  heart,  she  there  tenderly  nursed  it  and  clasped  it — sh^ 
there,  in  his  long  absences  and  her  constant  soUtudes,  silent^ 
brooded  over  it  and  fondled  it — and  when  after  this  she  cai^^^ 
to  London,  and  had  an  opportunity  of  becoming  rather  So- 
timate  with  Mr.  George  Warrington,  what  on  earth  was  to 
prevent  her  from  thinking  him  a  most  odd,  original,  agree- 
able, and  pleasing  person  ? 

A  long  time  afterwards,  when  these  days  were  over,  and 
Fate  in  its  own  way  had  disposed  of  the  various  persons  now 
assembled  in  the  dingy  building  in  Lamb  Court,  perhaps  some 
of  them  looked  back  and  thought  how  happy  the  time  was, 
and  how  pleasant  had  been  their  evening  talks  and  little  walks  ; 
and  simple  recreations  round  the  sofa  of  Pen  the  convalescent.  , 
The  Major  had  a  favourable  opinion  of  September  in  London  ; 
from  that  time  forward,  and  declared  at  his  clubs  and  in  | 
society  that  the  dead  season  in  town  was  often  pleasant, 
doosed  pleasant,  begad  !  He  used  to  go  home  to  his  lodgings 
in  Bury  Street  of  a  night,  wondering  that  it  was  already  so 
late,  and  that  the  evening  had  passed  away  so  quickly.  He 
made  his  appearance  at  the  Temple  pretty  constantly  in  the 
afternoon,  and  tugged  up  the  long  black  staircase  with  quite  a 
benevolent  activity  and  perseverance.  And  he  made  interest 
with  the  chef  at  Bays's  (that  renowned  cook,  the  superintend- 
once  of  whose  work  upon  Gastronomy  compelled  the  gifted 
author  to  stay  in  the  metropolis),  to  prepare  little  jellies, 
delicate  clear  soups,  aspics,  and  other  trifles  good  for  invalids, 
which  Morgan  the  valet  constantly  brought  down  to  the  little 
Lamb  Court  colony.  And  the  permission  to  drink  a  glass  or 
two  of  pure  sherry  being  accorded  to  Pen  by  Dr.  Goodenough, 
the  Major  told  with  almost  tears  in  his  eyes  how  his  noble 
friend  the  Marquis  of  Steyne,  passing  through  London  on  his 
way  to  the  Continent,  had  ordered  any  quantity  of  his  precious, 
his  priceless  Amontillado,  that  had  been  a  present  from  King 
Ferdinand  to  the  noble  Marquis,  to  be  placed  at  the  disposal 
of  Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis.  The  widow  and  Laura  tasted  it 
with  respect  (though  they  didn't  in  the  least  like  the  bitter 
flavour),  but  the  invalid  was  greatly  invigorated  by  it,  and 
Warrington  pronounced  it  superlatively  good,  and  proposed 
the  Major's  health  in  a  mock  speech  after  dinner  on  the  first 
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robbed  a  bird's  nest,  or  how  magnanimously  he  spared  it ; 
how  he  gave  a  shilling  to  the  old  woman  on  the  common, 
went  without  his  bread  and  butter  for  the  beggar-boy  who 
ne  into  the  yard — and  so  on.  One  to  another  the  sobbing 
men  sang  laments  upon  their  hero,  who,  my  worthy  reader 
i  long  since  perceived,  is  no  more  a  hero  than  either  one  of 
Being  as  he  was,  why  should  a  sensible  girl  be  so  fond  of 

This  point  has  been  argued  before  in  a  previous  unfortu- 
te  sentence  (which  lately  drew  down  all  the  wrath  of  Ireland 
on  the  writer's  head),  and  which  said  that  the  greatest 
ical-eut-throats  have  had  somebody  to  be  fond  of  them, 
d  if  those  monsters,  why  not  ordinary  mortals  ?  And  with 
lom  shall  a  young  lady  fall  in  love  but  with  the  person  she 
» ?  She  is  not  supposed  to  lose  her  heart  in  a  dream,  like 
Princess  in  the  "  Arabian  Nights ; "  or  to  plight  her  young 
betions  to  the  i)ortrait  of  a  gentleman  in  the  Exhibition,. 

a  sketch  in  the  Illustrated  London  News.  You  have  an 
stinct  within  you  which  inclines  you  to  attach  yourself  to* 
me  one.  You  meet  Somebody :  you  hear  Somebody  con- 
intly  praised :  you  walk,  or  ride,  or  waltz,  or  talk,  or  sit  in 
J  same  pew  at  church  with  Somebody:  you  meet  again, 
d  again,  and — **  Marriages  are  made  in  Heaven,"  your  dear 
kmma  says,  phining  your  orange-flower  wreath  on,  with 
r  blessed  eyes  dimmed  with  tears — and  there  is  a  weddiug 
^akfast,  and  you  take  off  your  white  satin  and  retire  to  your 
ich-and-four,  and  you  and  he  are  a  happy  pair. — Or,  the 
sir  is  broken  off,  and  then,  poor  dear  wounded  heart !  why 
en  you  meet  Somebody  Else,  and  twiae  your  young  affec- 
>n8  round  number  two.  It  is  your  nature  so  to  do.  Do 
wi  suppose  it  is  all  for  the  man's  sake  that  you  love,  and  not 
bit  for  your  own  ?  Do  you  suppose  you  would  drink  if  you 
ere  not  thirsty,  or  eat  if  you  were  not  hungry  ? 

80  then  Laura  liked  Pen  because  she  saw  scarcely  any- 
3dy  else  at  Fairoaks  except  Doctor  Portman  and  Captain 
landers,  and  because  his  mother  constantly  praised  her 
rthur,  and  because  he  was  gentlemanlike,  tolerably  good- 
>king  and  witty,  and  because,  above  all,  it  was  of  her  nature 
like  somebody.    And  having  once  received  this  image  into 
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I  wonder  how  that  poor  pale  Kttle  girl  in  the  black  bonnes  i 
who  used  to  stand  at  the  lamp-post  in  Lamb  Court  sometimes 
of  an  evening,  looking  up  to  the  open  windows  from  which  tb6> 
music  came,  liked  to  hear  it  ?    When  Pen's  bed-time  came  tie 
songs  were  hushed.     Lights  appeared  in  the  upper  room :  hn 
room,  whither  the  widow  used  to  conduct  him ;  and  then  the 
Major  and  Mr.  Warrington,  and  sometimes  Miss  Laura,  would 
have  a  game  at  ecarte  or  backganamon ;  or  she  would  sit  by 
working  a  pair  of  slippers  in  worsted — a  pair  of  gentlemen's 
slippers — they  might  have  been  for  Arthur  or  for  George  or 
for  Major  Pendennis :  one  of  those  three  would  have  given 
anything  for  the  sUppers. 

Whilst  such  business  as  this  was  going  on  within,  a  rather 
shabby  old  gentleman  would  come  and  lead  away  the  pak' 
girl  in  the  black  bonnet,  who  had  no  right  to  be  abroad  ui 
the  night  air,  and  the  Temple  porters,  the  few  laundresses, 
and  other  amateurs  who  had  been  listening  to  the  concert, 
would  also  disappear. 

Just  before  ten  o'clock  there  was  another  musical  per- 
formance, namely  that  of  the  chimes  of  St.  Clement's  clock 
in  the  Strand,  which  played  the  clear  cheerful  notes  of  a 
psalm,  before  it  proceeded  to  ring  its  ten  fatal  strokes.  As 
they  were  ringing,  Laura  began  to  fold  up  the  slippers; 
Martha  from  Fairoaks  appeared  with  a  bed-candle,  and  a 
constant  smile  on  her  face ;  the  Major  said,  "  God  bless  my 
soul,  is  it  so  late  ?  "  Warrington  and  he  left  their  unfinished 
game,  and  got  up  and  shook  hands  with  Miss  Bell.  Martha 
from  Fairoaks  lighted  them  out  of  the  passage  and  down  the 
stair,  and,  as  they  descended,  they  could  hear  her  bolting  and 
locking  "  the  sporting  door  "  after  them,  upon  her  young  mis- 
tress and  herself.  If  there  had  been  any  danger,  grinning 
Martha  said  she  would  have  got  down  "  that  thar  hooky  soord 
which  hung  up  in  gantleman's  room," — meaning  the  Damas- 
cus scimitar  with  the  name  of  the  Prophet  engraved  on  the 
blade  and  the  red-velvet  scabbard,  which  Percy  Sibwright, 
Esquire,  brought  back  from  his  tour  in  the  Levant,  along 
with  an  Albanian  dress,  and  which  he  wore  with  such  elegant 
effect  at  Lady  Mullinger's  fancy  ball,  Gloucester  Square,  Hyde 
Park.     It  entangled  itself  in  Miss  Kewsey's  train,  who  ap- 
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day  when  the  wine  was  served,  and  that  of  Lord  Steyne  and 
the  arbtocracy  in  general. 

Major  Pendennis  returned  thanks  with  the  utmost  gravity, 
and  in  a  speech  in  which  he  used  the  words  ''the  present 
occasion  "  at  least  the  proper  number  of  times.  Pen  cheered 
with  his  feeble  voice  from  his  arm-chair.  Warrington  taught 
Miss  Laura  to  cry  "  Hear  !  hear !  "  and  tapped  the  table  with 
his  knuckles.  Pidgeon  the  attendant  grinned,  and  honest 
Doctor  Goodenough  found  the  party  so  merrily  engaged,  when 
he  came  in  to  pay  his  faithful  gratuitous  visit. 

Warrington  knew  Sibwright,  who  lived  below,  and  that 

gallant  gentleman,  in  reply  to  a  letter  informing  him  of  the 

use  to  which  his  apartments  had  been  put,  wrote  back  the 

most  polite  and  flowery  letter  of  acquiescence.     He  placed 

his  chambers  at  the  service  of  their  fair  occupants,  his  bed 

at  their  disposal,  his  carpets  at  their  feet.     Everybody  was 

kindly  disposed  towards  the  sick  man  and  his  family.     His 

heart  (and  his  mother's  too,  as  we  may  fancy)  melted  within 

him  at  the  thought  of  so  much  good  feeling  and  good  nature. 

Let  Pen's  biographer  be  pardoned  for  alluding  to  a  time  not 

&r  distant  when  a  somewhat  similar  mishap  brought  him  a 

providential  friend,  a  kind  physician,  and  a  thousand  proofs 

of  a  most  touching  and  surprising  kindness  and  sympathy. 

There  was  a  piano  in  Mr.  Sibwright's  chamber  (indeed 
this  gentleman,  a  lover  of  all  the  arts,  performed  himself — 
and  exceedingly  ill  too — upon  the  instrument ;  and  had  had 
a  song  dedicated  to  him — the  words  l)y  himself,  the  air  by  his 
devoted  friend  Leopoldo  Twankidillo),  and  at  this  music-box, 
as  Mr.  Warrington  called  it,  Laura,  at  first  with  a  gi-eat  deal 
of  tremor  and  blushing  (which  became  her  very  much),  played 
and  sang,  sometimes  of  an  evening,  simple  airs,  and  old  songs 
of  home.     Her  voice  was  a  rich  contralto,  and  Warrington, 
who  scarcely  knew  one  tune  from  another,  and  who  had  but 
one  tune  or  bray  in  his  repertoire , — a  most  discordant  imita- 
tion of  "  God  save  the  King," — sat  rapt  in  delight  listening  to 
these  songs.     He  could  follow  their  rhythm  if  not  their  har- 
mony ;  and  he  could  watch,  with  a  constant  and  daily  grow- 
ing enthusiasm,  the  pure  and  tender  and  generous  creature 
'  who  made  the  music. 

VOL.  n.  c  c  X 
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I  wonder  how  that  poor  pale  little  girl  in  the  black  bonnet, 
who  used  to  stand  at  the  lamp-post  in  Lamb  Court  sometimes 
of  an  evening,  looking  up  to  the  open  windows  from  which  the 
music  came,  liked  to  hear  it  ?  When  Pen's  bed-time  came  the 
songs  were  hushed.  Lights  appeared  in  the  upper  room  :  Im 
room,  whither  the  widow  used  to  conduct  him ;  and  then  the 
Major  and  Mr.  Warrington,  and  sometimes  Miss  Laura,  would 
have  a  game  at  ecarte  or  backgammon ;  or  she  would  sit  by 
working  a  pair  of  slippers  in  worsted — a  pair  of  gentlemen's 
slippers — they  might  have  been  for  Arthur  or  for  George  or 
for  Major  Pendennis :  one  of  those  three  would  have  given 
anything  for  the  slippers. 

WTiilst  such  business  as  this  was  going  on  within,  a  rather 
shabby  old  gentleman  would  come  and  lead  away  the  pak* 
girl  in  the  black  bonnet,  who  had  no  right  to  be  abroad  ui 
the  night  air,  and  the  Temple  porters,  the  few  laundresses, 
and  other  amateurs  who  had  been  listening  to  the  concert, 
would  also  disappear. 

Just  before  ten  o'clock  there  was  another  musical  per- 
formance, namely  that  of  the  chimes  of  St.  Clement's  clock 
in  the  Strand,  which  played  the  clear  cheerful  notes  of  a. 
psalm,  before  it  proceeded  to  ring  its  ten  fatal  strokes.      Ab. 
they   were   ringing,  Laura  began   to  fold  up  the   slippers  ; 
Martha  from  Fairoaks  a^jpeared  with  a  bed-candle,  and  a 
constant  smile  on  her  face ;  the  Major  said,  "  God  bless  mj 
soul,  is  it  so  late  ?  "     Warrington  and  he  left  their  unfinished 
game,  and  got  up  and  shook  hands  with  Miss  Bell.     Martha 
from  Fairoaks  Hghted  them  out  of  the  passage  and  down  the 
stair,  and,  as  they  descended,  they  could  hear  her  bolting  and 
locking  **  the  sporting  door  "  after  them,  upon  her  yoimg  mis- 
tress and  herself.     If  there  had  been  any  danger,  grinning 
Martha  said  she  would  have  got  down  **  that  thar  hooky  soord 
which  hung  up  in  gantleman's  room," — meaning  the  Damas- 
cus scimitar  with  the  name  of  the  Prophet  engraved  on  the 
blade  and  the  red-velvet  scabbard,  w^hich  Percy  Sibwright, 
Esquire,  brought  back  from  his  tour  in  the  Levant,  along 
with  an  Albanian  dress,  and  which  he  wore  with  such  elegant 
effect  at  Lady  MuUinger's  fancy  ball,  Gloucester  Square,  Hyde 
Park.     It  entangled  itself  in  Miss  Kewsey's  train,  who  ap- 
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peared  in  the  dress  in  which  she,  with  her  mamma,  had  been 
presented  to  their  sovereign  (the  latter  by  the  L — d  Ch-ne-1- 
1-r's  lady),  and  led  to  events  which  have  nothing  to  with  this 
history.  Is  not  Miss  Kewsey  now  Mrs.  Sibwright  ?  Has 
Sibwright  not  got  a  county  court  ? — Good  night,  Laura  and 
Fairoaks  Martha.  Sleep  well  and  wake  happy,  pure  and  gentle 
lady. 

Sometimes  after  these  evenings  Warrington  would  walk  a 
little  way  with  Major  Pendennis — just  a  little  way — just  as 
far  as  the  Temple  gate — as  the  Strand — as  Charing  Cross — 
as  the  Club — he  was  not  going  into  the  Club  ?  Well,  as  far  as 
Bury  Street,  where  he  would  laughingly  shake  hands  on  the 
Major's  own  doorstep.  They  had  been  talking  about  Laura 
all  the  way.  It  was  wonderful  how  enthusiastic  the  Major, 
who,  as  we  know,  used  to  dislike  her,  had  grown  to  be  regard- 
ing the  young  lady.— **  Dev'lish  fine  girl,  begad. — Dev'lish 
well-mannered  girl — my  sister-in-law  has  the  manners  of  a 
duchess,  and  would  bring  up  any  girl  w^ell.  Miss  Bell's  a 
little  countrified.  But  the  smell  of  the  hawthorn  is  plea- 
sant, demmy.  How  she  blushes  !  Your  London  girls  would 
give  many  a  guinea  for  a  bouquet  like  that — natural  flowers, 
begad  !  And  she's  a  little  money  too — nothing  to  speak  of — 
but  a  pooty  Uttle  bit  of  money."  In  all  which  opinions  no 
doubt  Mr.  Warrington  agreed ;  and  though  he  laughed  as  he 
shook  hands  with  the  Major,  his  face  fell  as  he  left  his  veteran 
companion;  and  he  strode  back  to  chambers,  and  smoked 
pipe  after  pipe  long  into  the  night,  and  wrote  article  upon 
article,  more  and  more  savage,  in  lieu  of  firiend  Pen  disabled. 
Well,  it  was  a  happy  time  for  almost  all  parties  concerned. 
Pen  mended  daily.  Sleeping  and  eating  were  his  constant 
occupations.  His  appetite  was  something  frightful.  He  was 
ashamed  of  exhibiting  it  before  Laura,  and  almost  before 
his  mother,  who  laughed  and  applauded  him.  As  the  roast 
chicken  of  his  dinner  went  away  he  eyed  the  departing  friend 
with  sad  longing,  and  began  to  long  for  jelly,  or  tea,  or  what 
not.  He  was  like  an  ogre  in  devouring.  The  Doctor  cried 
stop,  but  Pen  would  not.  Nature  called  out  to  him  more 
loudly  than  the  Doctor,  and  that  kind  and  friendly  physician 
handed  him  over  with  a  very  good  grace  to  the  other  healer. 

c  c  2 
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And  here  let  us  speak  very  tenderly  and  in  the  strictest 
confidence  of  an  event  which  befell  him,  and  to  which  he 
never  liked  an  allusion.  During  his  delirium  the  ruthlesK 
Goodenough  ordered  ice  to  be  put  to  his  head,  and  all  his 
lovely  hair  to  be  cut.  It  was  done  in  the  time  of — of  the 
other  nurse,  who  left  every  single  hair  of  course  in  a  paper 
for  the  widow  to  count  and  treasure  up.  She  never  believed 
but  that  the  girl  had  taken  away  some  of  it,  but  then  women 
are  so  suspicious  upon  these  matters. 

When  this  direful  loss  was  made  visible  to  Major  Penden- 
nis,  as  of  course  it  was  the  first  time  the  elder  saw  the  poor 
young  man's  shorn  pate,  and  when  Pen  was  quite  out  of 
danger,  and  gaining  daily  vigour,  the  Major,  with  something 
like  blushes  and  a  queer  wink  of  his  eyes,  said  he  knew  of 
a— a  person— a  coiffeur,  in  fact — a  good  man,  whom  he  would 
send  down  to  the  Temple,  and  who  would — a — apply — a — a 
temporary  remedy  to  that  misfortime. 

Laura  looked  at  Warrington  with  the  archest  sparkle  in 
her  eyes — Warrington  fairly  burst  out  into  a  boohoo  of  laugh- 
ter: even  the  widow  W'as  obliged  to  laugh;  and  the  Major 
erubescent  confounded  the  impudence  of  the  young  folks,  and 
said  when  he  had  his  hair  cut  he  would  keep  a  lock  of  it  for 
Miss  Laura. 

Warruigton  voted  that  Pen  should  wear  a  barrister's  wig. 
There  was  Sibwright's  down  below,  which  would  become  him 
hugely.  Pen  said  **  Stuff,"  and  seemed  as  confused  as  his 
uncle ;  and  the  end  was  that  a  gentleman  from  Burlington 
Arcade  waited  next  day  upon  Mr.  Pendennis,  and  had  a 
private  interview  with  him  in  his  bedroom ;  and  a  week  after- 
wards the  same  individual  appeared  with  a  box  under  his 
arm,  and  an 'ineffable  grin  of  politeness  on  his  face,  and 
announced  that  he  had  brought  'ome  Mr.  Pendennis's  'ead 
of  'air. 

It  must  have  been  a  gi'and  but  melancholy  sight  to  see 
Pen  in  the  recesses  of  his  apartment,  sadly  contemplating  his 
ravaged  beauty  and  the  artificial  means  of  hiding  its  ruin. 
He  appeared  at  length  in  the  'ead  of  'an-;  but  Warrington 
lauglied  so  that  Pen  grew  sulky,  and  went  back  for  his  velvet 
cap,  a  neat  turban  which  the  fondest  of  mammas  had  worked 
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for  him.  Then  Mr.  Warrington  and  Miss  Bell  got  some  flowers 
off  the  ladies'  bonnets  and  made  a  wreath,  with  which  they 
decorated  the  wig  and  brought  it  out  in  procession,  and  did 
homage  before  it.  In  fact  they  indulged  in  a  hundred  sports, 
jocolarities,  waggeries,  and  petita  jeux  innocens :  so  that  the 
second  and  third  floors  of  Number  6,  Lamb  Court,  Temple, 
rang  with  more  cheerfulneaa  and  laughter  than  had  been 
known  in  those  precincts  for  many  a  long  day. 

At  last,  after  about  ten  days  of  this  life,  one  evening  when 


the  little  spy  of  the  court  came  out  to  take  her  usual  post  of 
observation  at  the  lamp,  there  was  no  music  from  the  second- 
floor  window,  there  were  no  iifihts  in  the  third-story  cham- 
bers, the  windows  of  each  were  open,  and  the  occujmnts  were 
gone.  Mrs.  Flanagan,  the  laundress,  told  Fanny  what  had 
happened.  The  ladies  and  all  the  party  bad  gone  to  Bich- 
mond  for  change  of  air.  The  antique  travelling  chariot  was 
broi^t  out  again  and  cushioned  with  many  pillows  for  Fen 
and  tua  mother ;  and  Miss  Laura  went  in  the  most  afFablo 
manner  in  the  omnibus  under  the  guardianship  of  Mr.  George 
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Warrington.  He  came  back  and  took  possession  of  his  old 
bed  that  night  in  the  vacant  and  cheerless  chambers,  and  to 
his  old  books  and  his  old  pipes,  but  not  perhaps  to  his  old 
sleep. 

The  widow  had  left  a  jar  full  of  flowers  upon  his  table, 
prettily  arranged,  and  when  he  entered  they  filled  the  solitary 
room  with  odour.     They  were  memorials  of  the  kind,  gentle 
souls  who  had  gone  away,  and  who  had  decorated  for  a  little 
while  that  lonely,  cheerless  place.     He  had  had  the  happiest 
days  of  his  whole  life,  George  felt — he  knew  it  now  they  were 
just  gone :  he  went  and  took  up  the  flowers,  and  put  his  face 
to  them,  smelt  them — perhaps  kissed  them.     As  he  put  them 
down,  he  rubbed  his  rough  hand  across  his  eyes  with  a  bitter 
word  and  laugh.     He  would  have  given  his  whole  life  and 
soul  to  win  that  prize  which  Arthur  rejected.     Did  she  want 
fame  ?    He  would  have  won  it  for  her : — devotion  ?— a  great 
heart  full  of  pent-up  tenderness  and  manly  love  and  gentle- 
ness was  there  for  her,  if  she  might  take  it.    But  it  might  not 
be.     Fate  had  ruled  otherwise.     '*  Even  if  I  could,  she  would 
not  have  me,"  George  thought.     "What  has  an  ugly,  rough 
old  fellow  like  me,  to  make  any  woman  like  him  ?   I'm  getting 
old,  and  I've  made  no  mark  in  life.     I've  neither  good  looks, 
nor  youth,  nor  money,  nor  reputation.     A  man  must  be  able 
to  do  somethmg  besides  stare  at  her  and  offer  on  his  knees 
his  micouth  devotion,  to  make  a  woman  like  him.     WTiat  can 
I  do  ?     Lots  of  young  fellows  have  passed  me  in  the  race— 
what  they  call  the  prizes  of  life  didn't  seem  to  me  worth  the 
trouble  of  the  struggle.     But  for  her.     If  she  had  been  mine 
and  liked  a  diamond — ah !  shouldn't  she  have  worn  it !    Psha, 
what  a  fool  I  am  to  brag  of  what  I  would  have  done !     We 
are  the  slaves  of  destiny.     Our  lots  are  shaped  for  us,  and 
mine  is  ordained  long  ago.     Come,  let  us  have  a  pipe,  and 
put  the  smell  of  these  flowers  out  of  court.     Poor  little  silent 
flowers  !     You'll  be  dead  to-morrow.     Wliat  business  had  you 
to  show  your  red  cheeks  in  this  dingy  place  ?  " 

By  his  bedside  George  found  a  new  Bible  which  the  widow 
had  placed  there,  with  a  note  inside  saying  that  she  had  not 
seen  the  book  amongst  his  collection  in  a  room  where  she  had 
npent  a  number  of  hours,  and  where  God  had  vouchsafed  to 


PENDENNIS.  199 

her  prayers  the  life  of  her  son,  and  that  she  gave  to  Arthur's 
friend  the  best  thing  she  could,  and  besought  him  to, read  in 
the  volume  sometimes,  and  to  keep  it  as  a  token  of  a  grateful 
mother's  regard  and  affection.  Poor  George  mournfully  kissed 
the  book  as  he  had  done  the  flowers;  and  the  morning 
found  him  still  reading  in  its  awful  pages,  in  which  so  many 
stricken  hearts,  in  which  so  many  tender  and  faithful  souls 
have  found  comfort  under  calamity,  and  refuge  and  hope  in 
affliction. 


< 
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CHAPTER  x^^. 
fanny's  occl'Pation'b  gone. 

OOD  Helen,  ever 
since  her  son's  ill- 
ness, bad  taken, 
as  vie  hare  seen, 
entire  possession 
of  the  young  man, 
of  his  drawers  and 
closets  and  all 
which  they  con- 
tained :  whether 
shirts  that  wanted 
buttons,  or  stock- 
ings that  requir- 
ed mending,  or, 
must  it  be  owned  ? 
letters  that  lay 
amongst  those  ar- 
ticles of  raiment,  and  which  of  course  it  was  necessary  that 
somebody  should  iiiiswtr  <luriug  Arthur's  weakened  and  in- 
capable condition.  Perhaps  Jlrs.  Pendennis  was  laudably 
<lefiirous  to  have  some  explanations  about  the  dreadful  Fanny 
Bolton  mystery,  regarding  which  she  had  never  breathed  a 
word  to  her  son,  though  it  was  present  in  her  mind  always, 
and  occasioned  her  inexpressible  anxiety  and  disquiet.  She 
had  caused  the  brass  knocker  to  be  screwed  off  the  inner  door 
of  tiie  chambers,  whereiipoii  the  postman's  startling  double 
rap  would,  as  she  justly  argued,  disturb  the  rest  of  her  patient, 
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and  she  did  not  allow  him  to  see  any  letter  which  arrived, 
whether  from  bootmakers  who  importmied  him,  or  hatters 
who  had  a  heavy  account  to  maka  up  against  next  Saturday, 
and  would  be  very  much  obliged  if  Mr.  Arthm*  Pendennis 
would  have  the  kindness  to  settle,  &c.  Of  these  documents, 
Pen,  who  was  always  freehanded  and  careless,  of  course  had 
his  share,  and  though  no  great  one,  one  quite  enough  to 
alarm  his  scrupulous  and  conscientious  mother.  She  had 
some  savings;  Pen's  magnificent  self-denial,  and  her  own 
economy,  amoimting  from  her  great  simplicity  and  avoidance 
of  show  to  parsimony  almost,  had  enabled  her  to  put  by  a 
little  sum  of  money,  a  part  of  which  she  delightedly  conse- 
crated to  the  paying  oflf  of  the  young  gentleman's  obligations. 
At  this  price,  many  a  worthy  youth  and  respected  reader 
would  hand  over  his  correspondence  to  his  parents;  and 
perhaps  there  is  no  greater  test  of  a  man's  regularity  and 
easiness  of  conscience  than  his  readiness  to  face  the  postman. 
Blessed  is  he  who  is  made  happy  by  the  sound  of  a  rat-tat ! 
The  good  are  eager  for  it :  but  the  naughty  tremble  at  the 
sound  thereof.  So  it  was  very  kind  of  Mrs.  Pendennis  doubly 
to  spare  Pen  the  trouble  of  hearing  and  answering  letters 
during  his  illness. 

There  could  have  been  nothing  in  the  young  man's  chests 
of  drawers  and  wardrobes  which  could  be  considered  as  in- 
culpating him  in  any  way,  nor  any  satisfactory  documents 
regarding  the  Fanny  Bolton  affair  found  there,  for  the  widow 
had  to  ask  her  brother-in-law  if  he  knew  anything  about  the 
odious  transaction,  and  the  dreadful  intrigue  in  which  her  son 
was  engaged.  When  they  were  at  Richmond  one  day,  and 
Pen  with  Warrington  had  taken  a  seat  on  a  bench  on  the 
terrace,  the  widow  kept  Major  Pendennis  in  consultation,  and 
laid  her  terrors  and  perplexities  before  him,  such  of  them  at 
least  (for,  as  is  the  wont  of  men  and  women,  she  did  not 
make  quite  a  clean  confession,  and  I  suppose  no  spendthrift 
asked  for  a  schedule  of  his  debts,  no  lady  of  fashion  asked 
by  her  husband  for  her  dressmaker's  bills,  ever  sent  in  the 
whole  of  them  yet) — such,  we  say,  of  her  perplexities,  at 
least,  as  she  chose  to  confide  to  her  Director  for  the  time 
being. 
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WTien,  then,  she  asked  the  Major  what  course  she  onght 
to  pursue,  about  this  dreadful — this  horrid  affair,  and  whether 
he  knew  anjrthing  regarding  it  ?  the  old  gentleman  puckered 
up  his  face,  so  that  you  could  not  teU  whether  he  was  smiling 
or  not;  gave  the  widow  one  queer  look  with  his  little  eyes; 
cast  them  down  to  the  carpet  again,  and  said,  "  My  dear,  good 
creature,  I  don*t  know  anything  about  it;  and  I  don't  wish 
to  know  anything  about  it ;  and,  as  you  ask  me  my  opinion, 
I  think  you  had  best  know  nothing  about  it  too.  Young  men 
will  be  young  men  ;  and,  begad,  my  good  ma'am,  if  you  think 
our  boy  is  a  Jo " 

"Pray,  spare  me  this,"  Helen  broke  in,  looking  very 
stately. 

"  My  dear  creature,  I  did  not  commence  the  conversation, 
permit  me  to  say,"  the  Major  said,  bowing  very  blandly. 

"  I  can't  bear  to  hear  such  a  sin — such  a  dreadful  sin — 
Hix>ken  of  in  such  a  way,"  the  widow  said,  with  tears  of  annoy- 
ance starting  from  her  eyes.  **  I  can't  bear  to  think  that  my 
boy  should  commit  such  a  crime.  I  wish  he  had  died,  almost, 
before  he  had  done  it.  I  don't  know  how  I  smTive  it  myself; 
for  it  is  breaking  my  heart,  Major  Pendennis,  to  think  that 
his  father's  son— my  child — whom  I  remember  so  good — oh, 
so  good,  and  full  of  honour! — should  be  fallen  so  dreadfully 
low,  as  to — as  to " 

**  As  to  flirt  with  a  little  grisette,  my  dear  creature  ?  "  said 
the  Major.  "Egad,  if  all  the  mothers  in  England  were  to 
break  their  hearts  because — Nay,  nay;  upon  my  word  and 
honour,  now,  don't  agitate  yourself,  don't  cry.  I  can't  bear 
to  see  a  woman's  tears — I  never  could — never.  But  how  do 
we  know  that  anything  serious  has  hapi>ened  ?  Has  Arthur 
said  anything  ?  " 

"  His  silence  confirms  it,"  sobbed  Mrs.  Pendennis,  behind 
her  pocket-handkerchief. 

"  Not  at  all.  There  are  subjects,  my  dear,  al)out  which  a 
young  fellow  cannot  surely  talk  to  his  mamma,"  insinuated 
the  brother-in-law. 

"  She  has  written  to  him,"  cried  the  lady,  behind  the 
caml)rie. 

"  What,  before  he  was  ill  ?     Nothing  more  likely." 
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tbiing  has  passed  between  this  girl  and  him  ?  Let's  see  the 
letter.  Her  heart  is  breaking;  pray,  pray,  write  to  me — 
liome  unhappy — unkind  father — your  nurse — poor  little  Fanny 
— spelt,  as  you  say,  in  a  manner  to  outrage  all  sense  of  de- 
corum. But,  good  heavens  !  my  dear,  what  is  there  in  this  ? 
onJy  that  the  little  devil  is  making  love  to  him  still.  Why 
she  didn't  come  into  his  chambers  until  he  was  so  delirious 
that  he  didn't  know  her.  What-d'you-call-'em,  Flanagan, 
the  laundress,  told  Morgan,  my  man,  so.  She  came  in  com- 
pany of  an  old  fellow,  an  old  Mr.  Bows,  who  came  most  kindly 
down  to  Stillbrook  and  brought  me  away — by  the  way,  I  left 
Iilm  in  the  cab,  and  never  paid  the  fare ;  and  dev'lish  kind  it 
^vas  of  him.    No,  there's  nothing  in  the  story." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  Thank  Heaven — thank  God  !  "  Helen 
cried.  "I'U  take  the  letter  to  Arthur  and  ask  him  now. 
I^ook  at  him  there.  He's  on  the  terrace  with  Mr.  Warring- 
ton. They  are  talking  to  some  children.  My  boy  was  always 
fond  of  children.  He's  innocent,  thank  God — thank  God ! 
X^€t  me  go  to  him." 

Old  Pendennis  had  his  own  opinion.     When  he  briskly 

took  the  not  guilty  side  of  the  case,  but  a  moment  before, 

"very  likely  the  old  gentleman  had  a  different  view  from  that 

^^Evliich  he  chose  to  advocate,  and  judged  of  Arthur  by  what 

lie  himself  would  have  done.     If  she  goes  to  Arthur,  and  he 

speaks  the  truth,  as  the  rascal  will,  it  spoils  all,  he  thought. 

And  he  tried  one  more  effort. 

"  My  dear,  good  soul,"  he  said,  taking  Helen's  hand  and 
^siug  it,  **as  your  son  has  not  acquainted  you  with  this 
^air,  think  if  you  have  any  right  to  examine  it.  As  you 
^Keve  him  to  be  a  man  of  honour,  what  right  have  you  to 
doubt  his  honour  in  this  instance  ?  Who  is  his  accuser  ?  An 
anonjmous  scoundrel  who  has  brought  no  specific  charge 
against  him.  If  there  were  any  such,  wouldn't  the  girl's 
P^ents  have  come  forward  ?  He  is  not  called  upon  to  rebut, 
nor  you  to  entertain  an  anonymous  accusation ;  and  as  for 
^Jelieving  him  guilty  because  a  gu-l  of  that  rank  happened  to 
^  in  his  rooms  acting  as  nurse  to  him,  begad  you  might  as 
"^^^  insist  upon  his  marrying  that  dem'd  old  Irish  gin-drink- 
"^8  laimdress,  Mrs.  Flanagan." 
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at  that  moment.    She  took  it  out  and  oflFered  it  to  her  brother- 
in-law. 

"Arther  Vendennis,  Esq.,''  he  read,  in  a  timid  little  sprawl- 
ing handwriting,  and  with  a  sneer  on  his  face.  "  Xo,  my  dear, 
I  won't  read  any  more.  But  you,  who  have  read  it,  may  tell 
me  what  the  letter  contains— only  prayers  for  his  health  m 
bad  spelling,  you  say — and  a  desire  to  see  him?  WeU — 
there's  no  harm  in  that.  And  as  vou  ask  me" — here  the 
Major  began  to  look  a  little  queer  for  his  own  jmrt,  and  put 
on  his  demure  look — '*  as  you  ask  me,  my  dear,  for  informa- 
tion, why,  I  don't  mind  telling  you  that — ah — that — ilorgan, 
my  man,  has  made  some  mquirits  regarding  this  aflfair,  and 
that — mv  fi'iend  Doctor  Goodenough  also  looked  into  it — and 
it  appears  that  this  i>erson  was  greatly  smitten  with  Arthur ; 
that  he  paid  for  her  and  took  her  to  Yauxhall  Gardens,  as 
Morgan  heard  from  an  old  acquaintance  of  Pen's  and  ours, 
an  Irish  gentleman,  who  was  very  nearly  once  having  the 
honour  of  being  the — from  an  Irishman,  in  fact; — that  the 
girl's  father,  a  violent  man  of  intoxicated  habits,  has  beaten 
her  mother,  who  persists  m  declaring  her  daughter's  entu-e 
innocence  to  her  husband  on  the  one  hand,  while  on  the  other 
she  told  Goodenough  that  Arthur  had  acted  like  a  brute  to 
her  child.  And  so  you  see  the  story  remains  in  a  mystery. 
Will  you  have  it  cleared  up  ?  I  have  but  to  ask  Pen,  and  he 
will  tell  me  at  once— he  is  as  honourable  a  man  as  ever 
lived." 

**  Honom*able  !  "  said  the  widow,  with  l)itter  scorn.  '*  Oh, 
brother,  what  is  this  you  call  honour  ?  If  my  boy  has  been 
guilty,  he  must  marry  her.  I  would  go  down  on  my  knees 
and  pray  him  to  do  so." 

**Good  God!  are  you  mad?"  screamed  out  the  Major; 
and  remembering  former  passages  ui  Arthiu^'s  history  and 
Helen's,  the  truth  came  across  his  mind  that,  were  Helen  to 
make  this  prayer  to  her  son,  he  would  marry  the  girl :  he  was 
wild  enough  and  obstinate  enough  to  commit  any  folly  when 
a  woman  he  loved  was  in  the  case.  "My  dear  sister,  have 
you  lost  your  senses  ?  "  he  continued  (after  an  agitated  pause, 
during  which  the  above  dreary  reflection  crossed  him) ;  and 
in  a  softened  tone,  "  WTiat  right  have  we  to  suppose  that  any- 
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thing  has  passed  between  this  girl  and  him  ?  Let's  see  the 
letter.  Her  heart  is  breaking;  pray,  pray,  write  to  me — 
home  unhappy — mikind  father — your  nurse — poor  little  Fanny 
— spelt,  as  you  say,  in  a  manner  to  outrage  all  sense  of  de- 
corum. But,  good  heavens  !  my  dear,  what  is  there  in  this  ? 
only  that  the  little  devil  is  making  love  to  him  still.  Why 
she  didn't  come  into  his  chambers  until  he  was  so  delirious 
that  he  didn't  know  her.  What-d'you-call-'em,  Flanagan, 
the  laundress,  told  Morgan,  my  man,  so.  She  came  in  com- 
pany of  an  old  fellow,  an  old  Mr.  Bows,  who  came  most  kindly 
down  to  Stillbrook  and  brought  me  away— by  the  way,  I  left 
him  in  the  cab,  and  never  paid  the  fare ;  and  dev'lish  kind  it 
was  of  him.     No,  there's  nothmg  in  the  story." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  Thank  Heaven— thank  God !  "  Helen 
cried.  "I'll  take  the  letter  to  Arthur  and  ask  him  now. 
Look  at  him  there.  He's  on  the  terrace  with  Mr.  Warring- 
ton. They  are  talking  to  some  children.  My  boy  was  always 
fond  of  children.  He's  innocent,  thank  God — thank  God ! 
Let  me  go  to  him." 

Old  Pendennis  had  his  own  opinion.  When  he  briskly 
took  the  not  guilty  side  of  the  case,  but  a  moment  before, 
very  likely  the  old  gentleman  had  a  different  view  from  that 
which  he  chose  to  advocate,  and  judged  of  Arthur  by  what 
he  himself  would  have  done.  If  she  goes  to  Arthur,  and  he 
speaks  the  truth,  as  the  rascal  will,  it  spoils  all,  he  thought. 
And  he  tried  one  more  effort. 

"  My  dear,  good  soul,"  he  said,  taking  Helen's  hand  and 
kissing  it,  **as  your  son  has  not  acquainted  you  with  this 
affair,  think  if  you  have  any  right  to  examine  it.  As  you 
beHeve  him  to  be  a  man  of  honour,  what  right  have  you  to 
doubt  his  honour  in  this  instance  ?  WTio  is  his  accuser  ?  An 
anonymous  scoundrel  who  has  brought  no  specific  charge 
against  him.  If  there  were  any  such,  wouldn't  the  girl's 
parents  have  come  forward  ?  He  is  not  called  upon  to  rebut, 
nor  you  to  entertain  an  anonymous  accusation ;  and  as  for 
believing  him  guilty  because  a  girl  of  that  r-ank  happened  to 
be  in  his  rooms  acting  as  nurse  to  him,  begad  you  might  as 
well  insist  upon  his  marrying  that  dem'd  old  Irish  gin-drink- 
ing laundress,  Mrs.  Flanagan." 
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'IIt  r:»>i  ^r-^anrr.  ItH  c<:rr  r~^l:  :..■  d-rath  at  Fair 

►-  H-rl  Litt  -  :*Jiir.z  :•:•  L:  "cjh  :o  :'"  ir.k  atoat  his  pas 
f-yir-  iL-rir-  Tl-irr-r'i  I.:  rlA.:>e  ir.  :l-r  xirld  for  making  a  littl* 
l:sk5.?::i.  ir-tf:-  a  cL*  I'-r.  i-i  T^-^rT  a  frZow  fetrils  on  his  0^ 
:'r.:i^i.:i.  'Sl^  a  l.ri^Ij  j-intrr  b:iSf:  'yhere  ihere's  nothing 
to  d:.  W-r  ni-:  'Ioc-tt  ''^-r-,  ai:::is«j  hizi:  we  mast  taki 
Lfn  a'T.i.i:  Lt"^  n-ev^r  r.trr^z.  acr:;i.i  except  :o  Paris  for  i 
Lirk.  ?i'r  n~:^:  :riT-eI  a  li::lr.  H-f  ni-^:  tavc  a  nurs^  witl 
Lir::.  t-  •  :iJLt:  ^ra:  ccrr  •:'  Lir::.  :.r  Gcrxienocirh  savs  he  hat 
^  •irT*l:.i]i  r:^rr>~  ^;~rak  •  :  ::  i.ii':  l>:k  frizhtcneil-,  ami  s( 
703  L:u.-:t  cini-e  rini  •s-n:.*;:  ani  I  ?::pp:f^  vou'U  take  Mia 
P^rll.  ar.i  I  rh:ili  lik-r  :•:•  ?.-k  Wirrlii^.rn  to  eoine.  Arthur'* 
devliiL  :*:■::  1  •:f  W^rrliLj:*.::.  Hr  o:\L.'t  do  ^thout  Warring 
ton.  W^arnn-n-:-::':?  laniilv  is  or*«r  o:  the  oldest  in  En£;Iand 
and  he  is  one  of  tL-_  l^st  vo:iii^  ft.-Lo'^s  I  ever  met  in  mv  life 
I  like  Lim  eseeediii-Iv." 

••  Dc-es  Mr.  Warrincton  know  anvthinc  al-out  this — thii 
a£!iair  ?  "  asktr^J  Helen.  '•  He  had  been  awav.  I  know,  for  tw( 
months  l^efore  it  happened :  Pen  wrote  me  so." 

••  Not  a  word — I — I've  aske^l  him  al<*iit  it.  I've  pumpec 
him.  He  ntver  heard  of  the  tninsaetion.  never ;  I  pledgi 
you  my  word,"  critnl  out  the  Major,  in  some  alarm.  **  And 
my  dear,  I  think  you  had  much  best  not  talk  to  him  alx)ut  11 
— much  Ix-st  not— of  course  not :  the  subject  is  most  dtlicatc 
and  painful." 

The  simple  widow  took  her  brother's  hand  and  presseil  it. 
"  Thank  vou,  brother,"  she  said.     *'  You  have  been  verv.  ven- 
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kind  to  me.  You  have  given  me  a  great  deal  of  comfort.  I'll 
go  to  my  room,  and  think  of  what  you  have  said.  This  ill- 
ness and  these — these  emotions — have  agitated"  me  a  great 
deal;  and  I'm  not  very  strong,  you  know.  But  I'll  go  and 
thank  God  that  my  boy  is  innocent.  He  is  innocent.  Isn't 
he,  sir  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  dearest  creature,  yes,"  said  the  old  fellow,  kiss- 
ing her  aflfectionately,  and  quite  overcome  by  her  tenderness. 
He  looked  after  her  as  she  retreated,  with  a  fondness  which 
was  rendered  more  piquant,  as  it  were,  by  the  mixture  of  a 
certain  scorn  which  accompanied  it.  **  Innocent !  "  he  said  ; 
"I'd  swear,  till  I  was  black  in  the  face,  he  was  innocent, 
rather  than  give  that  good  soul  pain." 

Having  achieved  this  victory,  the  fatigued  and  happy  war- 
rior laid  himself  down  on  the  sofa,  and  put  his  yellow  silk 
pocket-handkerchief  over  his  face,  and  indulged  in  a  snug  little 
nap,  of  which  the  dreams,  no  doubt,  were  very  pleasant,  as 
he  snored  with  refreshing  regularity.  The  young  men  sate, 
meanwhile,  dawdling  away  the  sunshiny  hours  on  the  terrace, 
very  happy,  and  Pen,  at  least,  very  talkative.  He  was  nar- 
rating to  Warrington  a  plan  for  a  new  novel,  and  a  new 
tragedy.  Warrington  laughed  at  the  idea  of  his  writing  a 
tragedy.  By  Jove,  he  would  show  that  he  could ;  and  he 
began  to  spout  some  of  the  lines  of  his  play. 

The  little  solo  on  the  wind  instrument  which  the  Major 
MS  performing  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Miss  Bell. 
She  had  been  on  a  visit  to  her  old  friend.  Lady  Eockminster, 
T^ho  had  taken  a  summer  villa  in  the  neighboiurhood ;  and 
who,  hearing  of  Arthur's  illness,  and  his  mother's  arrival  at 
Richmond,  had  visited  the  latter ;  and,  for  the  benefit  of  the 
former,  whom  she  didn't  like,  had  been  prodigal  of  grapes, 
partridges,  and  other  attentions.  For  Laura  the  old  lady  had 
a  great  fondness,  and  longed  that  she  should  come  and  stay 
with  her ;  but  Laura  could  not  leave  her  mother  at  this  junc- 
ture. Worn  out  by  constant  watching  over  Arthur's  health, 
Helen's  own  had  suffered  very  considerably;  and  Doctor  Good- 
enough  had  had  reason  to  prescribe  for  her  as  well  as  for  his 
.younger  patient. 

Old  Pendennis  started  up  on  the  entrance  of  the  young 


2IO  PENDENxXIS. 

at  Fairoaks;  and  perhaps  the  idea  of  passing  two  or  three 
months  there  did  not  amuse  the  yoimg  man.     ''  There  is  not 
a  soul  to  speak  to  in  the  place,"  he  said  to  Warrington.    "I 
can't  stand  old  Fortman's  sermons,  and  pompous  after-dinner 
conversation.     I  know  all  old  Glauders's  stories  about  the 
Peninsular  war.     The  Claverings  are  the  only  Christian  people 
in  the  neighbourhood,  and  they  are  not  to  be  at  home  before 
Christmas,  my  uncle  says :  besides,  Warrington,  I  want  to  get 
out  of  the  country.    Whilst  you  were  away,  confound  it,  I  had 
a  temptation,  from  which  I  am  very  thankful  to  have  escaped, 
and  which  I  count  that  even  my  illness  came  very  luckily  to 
put  an  end  to."     And  here  he  narrated  to  his  friend  the  cir- 
cumstances of  the  Vauxhall  aflfair,  with  which  the  reader  is- 
already  acquainted. 

Warrington  looked  very  grave  when  he  heard  this  story- 
Putting  the  moral  delinquency  out  of  the  question,  he  was- 
extremely  glad  for  Arthur's  sake  that  the  latter  had  escapec3L 
from  a  danger  which  might  have  made  his  whole  life  wretched  ^ 
**  which  certainly,"  said  Warrington,  "  would  have  occasion 
the  wretchedness  and  ruin  of  the  other  party.     And  yo 
mother  and — and  your  friends — what  a  pain  it  would  ha?' 
been  to  them !  "  urged  Pen's  companion,  Uttle  knowing  wh^^- 
grief  and  annoyance  these  good  people  had  already  suffered. 

**  Not  a  word  to  my  mother ! "  Pen  cried  out,  in  a  stai 
of  great  alarm.  **  She  would  never  get  over  it.  An  eschndu 
of  that  sort  would  kill  her,  I  do  believe.  And,"  he  added 
with  a  knowing  air,  and  as  if,  like  a  j'oung  rascal  of  a  Love 
lace,  he  had  been  engaged  in  what  are  called  affaires  de  cosu 
all  his  life,  "  the  best  way,  when  a  danger  of  that  sort  menaces^ 
is  not  to  face  it,  but  to  turn  one's  back  on  it  and  run." 

**  And  were  you  very  much  smitten  ?  "  Warrington  asked. 

"  Hm !  "  said  Lovelace.  "  She  dropped  her  h's,  but  shei^ 
was  a  dear  little  girl." 

O  Clarissas  of  this  life,  0  you  poor  little  ignorant  vain> 
foolish  maidens !  if  you  did  but  know  the  way  in  which  the^ 
Lovelaces  speak  of  you :  if  you  could  but  hear  Jack  talking  to-^ 
Tom  across  the  coffee-room  of  a  Club;  or  see  Ned  taking  your^ 
poor  little  letters  out  of  his  cigar-case,  and  handing  them> 
over  to  Charley,  and  Billy,  and  Harry  across  the  mess-roonL> 
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come  a  new  man.  Of  course,  Laura  would  not  forsake  her 
mother  ? 

Of  course  not.  It  was  about  Helen,  and  Helen  only — that 
is,  about  Arthur  too  for  her  sake — that  Laura  was  anxious. 
She  would  go  abroad  or  anywhere  with  Helen. 

And  Helen  having  thought  the  matter  over  for  an  hour 

in  her  room,  had  by  that  time  grown  to  be  as  anxious  for 

the  tour  as  any  schoolboy,  who  has  been  reading  a  book  of 

voyages,  is  eager  to  go  to  sea.    Whither  should  they  go  ?  the 

fiirther  the  better — to  some  place  so  remote  that  even  re- 

eoUection  could  not  follow  them  thither:  so  delightful  that 

Pen  should  never  want  to  leave  it — anywhere  so  that  he  could 

be  happy.     She  opened  her  desk  with  trembling  fingers  and 

iook  out  her  banker's  book,  and  counted  up  her  little  savmgs. 

If  more  was  wanted,  she  had  the  diamond  cross.     She  would 

l>orrow  from  Laura  again.     "Let  us  go— let  us  go,"  she 

-thought ;  "  directly  he  can  bear  the  journey  let  us  go  away. 

Come,  kind  Doctor  Goodenough — come  quick,  and  give  us 

leave  to  quit  England." 

The  good  Doctor  drove  over  to  dine  with  them  that  very 
^y.  "  If  you  agitate  yourself  so,"  he  said  to  her,  **  and  if 
jour  heart  beats  so,  and  if  you  persist  in  being  so  anxious 
sbout  a  young  gentleman  who  is  getting  well  as  fast  as  he 
can,  we  shall  have  you  laid  up,  and  Miss  Laura  to  watch  you ; 
and  then  it  will  be  her  turn  to  be  ill,  and  I  should  like  to 
know  how  the  deuce  a  doctor  is  to  live  who  is  obUged  to  come 
and  attend  you  all  for  nothing  ?  Mrs.  Goodenough  is  already 
jealous  of  you,  and  says,  with  perfect  justice,  that  I  fall  in 
love  with  my  patients.  And  you  must  please  to  get  out  of 
the  country  as  soon  as  ever  you  can,  that  I  may  have  a  little 
peace  in  my  family." 

When  the  plan  of  going  abroad  was  proposed  to  Arthur,  it 
'was  received  by  that  gentleman  with  the  greatest  alacrity  and 
enthusiasm.  He  longed  to  be  off  at  once.  He  let  his  musta- 
chios  grow  from  that  very  moment,  in  order,  I  suppose,  that 
be  might  get  his  mouth  into  training  for  a  perfect  French  and 
German  pronunciation;  and  he  was  seriously  disquieted  in 
his  mind  because  the  mustachios,  when  they  came,  were  of  a 
decidedly  red  colour.     He  had  looked  forward  to  an  autumn 
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'- >.:A  x-rTr:  j::i  T-rrr  n"i:L  smittrn*?"  Warrin^on  asked. 

'He::  I"  r/iii  L'-.TrLi-^e.  -  She  iropp^  her  L's.  but  she 
TEii.-.  i*  '^I'^r^ir  lir.l-:  rirl." 
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Lov<:iar:iis  r;p^.-ak  of  yv.:i :  if  you  c»juld  but  hear  Jack  talking  -to 
Torri  acrfjttr  ti.e  cofrre-room  of  a  Gub;  or  see  Ned  taking  voxor 
p//>r  littl^;  h.-tters  out  of  his  cigar-case,  and  handing  ihexn 
o'.^r  to  Charlev,  and  Billv,  and  Harrv  across  the  mess-rooxn 
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you  would  not  be  so  eager  to  write,  or  so  ready  to 
!  There's  a  sort  of  crime  which  is  not  complete  unless 
cky  rogue  boasts  of  it  afterwards ;  and  the  man  who  be- 
your  honour  in  the  first  place,  is  pretty  sure,  remember 
to  betray  your  secret  too. 

[fs  hard  to  fight,  and  it's  easy  to  &11,"  Warrington  said 
ily.  "  And  as  you  say,  Pendennis,  when  a  danger  like 
\  imminent,  the  best  way  is  to  turn  your  back  on  it  and 

ier  this  little  discourse  upon  a  subject  about  which  Pen 
have  talked  a  great  deal  more  eloquently  a  month  back, 
tnversation  reverted  to  the  plans  for  going  abroad,  and 
r  eagerly  pressed  his  friend  to  be  of  the  party.  War- 
n  was  a  part  of  the  family — a  part  of  the  cure.  Arthiu: 
e  should  not  have  half  the  pleasure  without  Warrington, 
it  George  said  No,  he  couldn't  go.  He  must  stop  at 
and  take  Pen's  place.  The  other  remarked  that  that 
^dless,  for  Shandon  was  now  come  back  to  London,  and 
r  was  entitled  to  a  holiday. 

Oon't  press  me,"  Warrington  said;  "I  can't  go.  I've 
iilar  engagements.  I'm  best  at  home.  I've  not  got  the 
r  to  travel,  that's  the  long  and  short  of  it — for  travelling 
noney,  you  know." 

lis  little  obstacle  seemed  fatal  to  Pen.  He  mentioned  it 
mother :  Mrs.  Pendennis  was  very  sorry ;  Mr.  War- 
n  had  been  exceedingly  kind ;  but  she  supposed  he  knew 
bout  his  affairs.  And  then,  no  doubt,  she  reproached 
f  for  selfishness  in  wishing  to  cai*ry  the  boy  oflF  and  have 
)  herself  altogether. 

iVhat  is  this  I  hear  from  Pen,  my  dear  Mr.  Warring- 
'  the  Major  asked  one  day,  when  the  pair  were  alone 
.fter  Warrington's  objection  had  been  stated  to  him. 
go  with  us  ?  We  can't  hear  of  such  a  thing — Pen  won't 
jU  without  you.  I  promise  you,  I'm  not  going  to  be  his 
He  must  have  somebody  with  him  that's  stronger 
lyer  and  better  able  to  amuse  him  than  a  rheumatic  old 
ike  me.  I  shall  go  to  Carlsbad  very  likely,  when  I've 
^ou  people  settle  dowTi.  Travelling  costs  nothing  now-a- 
-or  so  little !    And — and  pray,  Warrin^on,  I  remember 
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that  I  was  your  father's  very  old  friend,  and  if  you  and  ya 
brother  are  not  on  such  terms  as  to  enable  you  to — to  anti< 
pate  your  younger  brother's  allowance,  I  beg  you  to  make  i 
yom*  banker,  for  hasn't  Pen  been  getting  into  your  debt  the 
three  weeks  past,  during  which  you  have  been  doing  wh 
he  informs  me  is  his  work,  with  such  exemplary  talent  ai 
genius,  begad  ?  " 

Still,  in  spite  of  this  kind  offer  and  unheard-of  generosi 
on  the  part  of  the  Major,  George  Warrington  refused,  a] 
said  he  would  stay  at  home.  But  it  was  with  a  falteri: 
voice  and  an  irresolute  accent  which  showed  how  much  \ 
would  like  to  go,  though  his  tongue  persisted  in  saying  nay. 

But  the  Major's  persevering  benevolence  was  not  to 
baulked  in  this  way.  At  the  tea-table  that  evening,  Hel 
happening  to  be  absent  from  the  room  for  the  moment,  loc 
ing  for  Pen,  who  had  gone  to  roost,  old  Pendennis  returned 
the  charge,  and  rated  Warrington  for  refusing  to  join  in  tli, 
excursion.  **  Isn't  it  ungallant.  Miss  Bell  ?  "  he  said,  turnl] 
to  that  young  lady.  **  Isn't  it  unfriendly?  Here  we  ba^ 
been  the  happiest  party  in  the  world,  and  this  odious  selfig 
creature  breaks  it  up  !  " 

Miss  Bell's  long  eyelashes  looked  down  towards  her  te; 
cup :  and  Warrington  blushed  hugely,  but  did  not  spea- 
Neither  did  Miss  Bell  speak :  but  when  he  blushed  she  blusb< 
too. 

**  You  ask  him  to  come,  my  dear,"  said  the  benevolent  o 
gentleman,  "  and  then  perhaps  he  will  listen  to  you " 

**Why  should  Mr.  Warrmgton  listen  to  me?"  asked  t 
young  lady,  puttmg  the  query  to  her  teaspoon  seemingly,  a : 
not  to  the  Major. 

**  Ask  him  ;  you  have  not  asked  him,"  said  Pen's  artU 
uncle. 

**  I  should  be  very  glad  indeed  if  Mr.  Warrington  woi 
come,"  remarked  Laura  to  the  teaspoon. 

**  Would  you  ?  "  said  George. 

She  looked  up  and  said  **Yes."     Their  eyes  met. 
will  go  anywhere  you  ask  me,  or  do  anything,"  said  Geor 
lowly,  and  forcmg  out  the  words  as  if  they  gave  him  pain. 

Old  Pendennis  was  delighted ;  the  affectionate  old  creati 
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dapped  his  hands  and  cried  ''Bravo!  bravo!  It's  a  bargain — 
a  iMirgain,  begad !  Shake  hands  on  it,  young  people !  "  And 
Laora,  with  a  look  full  of  tender  brightness,  put  out  her  hand 
to  Warrington.  He  took  hers ;  his  face  indicated  a  strange 
agitation.  He  seemed  to  be  about  to  speak,  when  from  Fen's 
neighbouring  room  Helen  entered,  looking  at  them  as  the 
candle  which  she  held  hghted  her  pale  frightened  face. 

Laura  blushed  more  red  than  ever,  and  withdrew  her 
band. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  Helen  asked. 

"  It's  a  bargain  we  have  been  making,  my  dear  creature," 
Baid  the  Major  in  his  most  caressing  voice.  "  We  have  just 
bound  over  Mr.  Warrington  in  a  promise  to  come  abroad 
wih  ns." 

**  Indeed  I  "  Helen  said. 
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Indeed,  Arthur  had  had  some  talk  with  his  friend,  and 
told  him  more  at  large  what  his  adventures  had  been  ^ 
Fanny  (adventures  which  the  reader  knows  already),  and  what 
were  his  feelings  respecting  her.     He  was  very  thankful  that 
he  had  escaped  the  great  danger,  to  which  Warrington  said 
Amen  heartily ;  that  he  had  no  great  fault  wherewith  to  re- 
proach himself  in  regard  of  his  behaviour  to  her,  but  that  if 
they  parted,  as  they  must,  he  would  be  glad  to  say  a  God 
bless  her,  and  to  hope  that  she  would  remember  him  kindly. 
In  his  discourse  with  Warrington  he  spoke  upon  these  matters 
with  so  much  gi'avity,  and  so  much  emotion,  that  George,  who 
had  pronounced  himself  most  strongly  for  the  separation  too,    { 
began  to  fear  that  his  friend  was  not  so  well  cured  as  he 
boasted  of  being ;  and  that,  if  the  two  were  to  come  togethtf 
again,  all  the  danger  and  the  temptation  might  have  to  be 
fought  once  more.     And  with  what  result  ?     "  It  is  hard  to 
struggle,  Arthur,  and  it  is  easy  to  fall,"  Warrington  said: 
"  and  the  best  courage  for  us  poor  wretches  is  to  fly  froDft 
danger.     I  would  not  have  been  what  I  am  now,  had  I  prac- 
tised what  I  preach." 

•*  And  what  did  you  practise,  George  ? "  Pen  aske3.» 
eagerly.  "  I  knew  there  was  something.  Tell  us  about  i*> 
Warrington." 

**  There  was  something  that  can't  be  mended,  and  UlB** 
shattered  my  whole  fortunes  early,"  Warrington  answered- 
**  I  said  I  would  tell  you  about  it  some  day.  Pen ;  and  will* 
but  not  now.  Take  the  moral  \vithout  the  fable  now.  Pen,  lO-y 
boy :  and  if  you  want  to  see  a  man  whose  whole  life  has  beeJ^ 
wrecked  by  an  unlucky  rock  against  which  he  struck  as  a  bo^ 
— here  he  is,  Arthur,  and  so  I  warn  you." 

We  have  shown  how  Mr.  Huxter,  in  writing  home  to  hi^ 
Clavering  friends,  mentioned  that  there  was  a  fashionable 
club  in  London  of  which  he  was  an  attendant,  and  that  L»e 
was  there  in  the  habit  of  meeting  an  Irish  oflScer  of  distin^' 
tion,  who,  amongst  other  news,  had  given  that  intelligent^* 
regarding  Pendennis  which  the  young  surgeon  had  traa^' 
mitted  to  Clavering.  This  club  was  no  other  than  the  B&c^^ 
Kitchen,  where  the  disciple  of  Saint  Bartholomew  was  acca^' 
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relieved,  that  there  carae  no  letter  from  Fanny  ?  Though,  no 
doubt,  in  these  matters,  when  Lovelace  is  tired  of  Clarissa  (or 
the  contrai-y),  it  is  best  for  both  parties  to  break  at  once,  and 
each,  after  the  failure  of  the  attempt  at  union,  to  go  his  own 
way,  and  pursue  his  course  through  life  solitary ;  yet  oiu:  self- 
love,  or  our  pity,  or  our  sense  of  decency,  does  not  like  that 
sadden  bankruptcy.  Before  we  announce  to  the  world  that 
oar  firm  of  Lovelace  and  Go.  can't  meet  its  engagements,  we 
try  to  make  compromises;  we  have  mournful  meetings  of 
partners :  we  delay  the  putting  up  of  the  shutters,  and  the 
dreary  announcement  of  the  failure.  It  must  come :  but  we 
pawn  our  jewels  to  keep  things  going  a  little  longer.  On  the 
whole,  I  dare  say,  Pen  was  rather  annoyed  that  he  had  no 
remonstrances  from  Fanny.  What !  could  she  part  from  him, 
and  never  so  much  as  once  look  round  ?  could  she  sink,  and 
never  once  hold  a  little  hand  out,  or  cry  "  Help,  Arthur ! " 
KTell,  well:  they  don't  all  go  down  who  venture  on  that 
voyage.  Some  few  drown  when  the  vessel  founders;  but 
most  are  only  ducked,  and  scramble  to  shore.  And  the 
reader's  experience  of  A.  Pendennis,  Esquire,  of  the  Upper 
Temple,  will  enable  him  to  state  whether  that  gentleman  be- 
longed to  the  class  of  persons  who  were  likely  to  sink  or 
to  swim. 

Though  Pen  was  as  yet  too  weak  to  walk  half  a  mile ;  and 
might  not,  on  account  of  his  precious  health,  be  trusted  to 
take  a  drive  in  a  carriage  by  himself,  and  without  a  nurse  in 
attendance ;  yet  Helen  could  not  keep  watch  over  Mr.  War- 
rington too,  and  had  no  authority  to  prevent  that  gentleman 
from  going  to  London  if  business  called  him  thither.  Indeed, 
if  he  had  gone  and  stayed,  perhaps  the  widow,  from  reasons 
of  her  own,  would  have  been  glad;  but  she  checked  these 
selfish  wishes  as  soon  as  she  ascertained  or  owned  them ;  and, 
remembering  Warrington's  great  regard  and  services,  and 
constant  friendship  for  her  boy,  received  him  as  a  member  of 
her  family  almost,  with  her  usual  melancholy  kindness  and 
sabmissive  acquiescence.  Yet  somehow,  one  morning  when 
his  affairs  called  him  to  town,  she  divined  what  Warrington's 
errand  was,  and  that  he  was  gone  to  London  to  get  news 
about  Fanny  for  Pen. 
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Indeed,  Arthur  had  had  some  talk  with  his  friend,  and 
told  him  more  at  large  what  his  adventiures  had  been  with 
Fanny  (adventures  which  the  reader  knows  already),  and  what 
were  his  feelings  respecting  her.  He  was  very  thankful  that 
he  had  escaped  the  great  danger,  to  which  Warrington  said 
Amen  heartily ;  that  he  had  no  great  fault  wherewith  to  re- 
proach himself  in  regard  of  his  behaviour  to  her,  but  that  if 
they  parted,  as  they  must,  he  would  be  glad  to  say  a  God 
bless  her,  and  to  hope  that  she  would  remember  him  kindly. 
In  his  discourse  with  Warrington  he  spoke  upon  these  matters 
with  so  much  gravity,  and  so  much  emotion,  that  George,  who 
had  pronounced  himself  most  strongly  for  the  separation  too, 
began  to  fear  that  his  friend  was  not  so  well  ciured  as  he 
boasted  of  being ;  and  that,  if  the  two  were  to  come  together 
again,  all  the  danger  and  the  temptation  might  have  to  be 
fought  once  more.  And  with  what  result  ?  "  It  is  hard  to 
struggle,  Arthur,  and  it  is  easy  to  fall,"  Warrington  said: 
"and  the  best  courage  for  us  poor  wretches  is  to  fly  from 
danger.  I  would  not  have  been  what  I  am  now,  had  I  prac- 
tised what  I  preach." 

•*  And  what  did  you  practise,  George  ?  '*  Pen  asked, 
eagerly.  "  I  knew  there  was  something.  Tell  us  about  it, 
Warrington." 

"There  was  something  that  can't  be  mended,  and  that 
shattered  my  whole  fortunes  early,"  Warrington  answered. 
"  I  said  I  would  tell  you  about  it  some  clay.  Pen ;  and  will, 
but  not  now.  Take  the  moral  without  the  fable  now,  Pen,  my 
boy :  and  if  you  want  to  see  a  man  whose  whole  life  has  been 
wrecked  by  an  unlucky  rock  against  which  he  struck  as  a  boy 
— here  he  is,  Arthur,  and  so  I  warn  you." 

We  have  shown  how  Mr.  Huxter,  in  writing  home  to  his 
Clavering  friends,  mentioned  that  there  was  a  fashionable 
club  in  London  of  which  he  was  an  attendant,  and  that  he 
was  there  in  the  habit  of  meeting  an  Irish  oflScer  of  distinc- 
tion, who,  amongst  other  news,  had  given  that  inteUigence 
regarding  Pendennis  which  the  young  surgeon  had  trans- 
mitted to  Clavering.  This  club  was  no  other  than  the  Back 
Kitchen,  where  the  disciple  of  Saint  Bartholomew  was  accus- 


PENDENNIS,  217 

tomed  to  meet  the  General,  the  peculiarities  of  whose  brogue, 
appearance,  disposition,  and  general  conversation,  greatly  di- 
verted many  young  gentlemen  who  used  the  Back  Kitchen  as 
a  place  of  nightly  entertainment  and  refreshment.  Huxter, 
who  had  a  fine  natural  genius  for  mimicking  everythiug, 
whether  it  was  a  favourite  tragic  or  comic  actor,  a  cock  on  a 
dunghill,  a  corkscrew  going  iato  a  bottle  and  a  cork  issuing 
thence,  or  an  Irish  officer  of  genteel  connections  who  offered 
himself  as  an  object  of  imitation  with  only  too  much  readi- 
ness, talked  his  talk,  and  twanged  his  poor  old  long-bow 
whenever  drink,  a  hearer,  and  an  opportunity  occurred,  studied 
our  friend  the  General  with  peculiar  gusto,  and  drew  the 
honest  fellow  out  many  a  night.  A  bait,  consisting  of  six- 
pennyworth  of  brandy  and  water,  the  worthy  old  man  was 
sure  to  swallow :  and  under  the  influence  of  this  liquor,  who 
was  more  happy  than  he  to  tell  his  stories  of  his  daughter's 
triumphs  and  his  own,  m  love,  war,  drink,  and  polite  society? 
Thus  Huxter  was  enabled  to  present  to  his  friends  many 
pictures  of  Costigan:  of  Costigan  fighting  a  jewel  in  the 
Phaynix — of  Costigan  and  his  interview  with  the  Juke  of 
York — of  Costigan  at  his  sonunlaw's  teeble,  surrounded  by 
the  nobilitee  of  his  countree — of  Costigan  when  crying  drunk, 
at  which  time  he  was  in  the  habit  of  confidentially  lamenting 
his  daughter's  ingratichewd,  and  stating  that  his  grey  hairs 
were  hastening  to  a  praymachure  greeve.  And  thus  our 
friend  was  the  means  of  bringing  a  number  of  young  fellows 
to  the  Back  Kitchen,  who  consumed  the  landlord's  liquors 
whilst  they  relished  the  General's  peculiarities,  so  that  mine 
host  pardoned  many  of  the  latter's  foibles,  in  consideration  of 
the  good  which  they  brought  to  his  house.  Not  the  highest 
position  in  life  was  this  certainly,  or  one  which,  if  we  had  a 
reverence  for  an  old  man,  we  would  be  anxious  that  he  should 
occupy :  but  of  this  aged  buffoon  it  may  be  mentioned  that 
he  had  no  particular  idea  that  his  condition  of  life  was  not  a 
high  one,  and  that  iq  his  whiskied  blood  there  was  not  a 
black  drop,  nor  iq  his  muddled  brains  a  bitter  feeling  against 
any  mortal  being.  Evcfn  his  child,  his  cruel  Emily,  he  would 
have  taken  to  his  heart  and  forgiven  with  tears;  and  what 
more  can  one  say  of  the  Christian  charity  of  a  man  than  that 
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he  is  actuaUy  ready  to  forgke  those  who  hate  done  him  ev 
kindness,  and  with  whom  he  is  wrong  in  a  dispute  ? 

There  was  some  idea  amongst  the  yomig  men  who  : 
qnented  the  Back  Kitchen,  and  made  themselves  merry  ^ 
the  society  of  Captain  Gostigan,  that  the  Captain  mad 
mystery  regarding  his  lodgings  for  fear  of  duns,  or  froi 
desire  of  privacy,  and  lived  in  some  wonderful  place, 
would  the  landlord  of  the  premises,  when  questioned  u 
this  subject,  answer  any  inquiries ;  his  maxim  being  thai 
only  knew  gentlemen  who  frequented  that  room,  in  that  ro« 
that  when  they  quitted  that  room,  having  paid  their  sc 
as  gentlemen,  and  behaved  as  gentlemen,  his  commuc 
tion  with  them  ceased ;  and  that,  as  a  gentleman  himselj 
thought  it  was  only  impertinent  curiosity  to  ask  where 
other  gentleman  lived.  Costigan,  in  his  most  intoxicated 
confidential  moments,  also  evaded  any  replies  to  question 
hints  addressed  to  him  on  this  subject :  there  was  no  pt 
cular  secret  a1x)ut  it,  as  we  have  seen,  who  have  had  n 
than  once  the  honour  of  entering  his  apartments,  but  in 
vicissitudes  of  a  long  hfe  he  had  been  pretty  often  in 
habit  of  residing  in  houses  where  privacy  was  necessary 
his  comfort,  and  where  the  appearance  of  some  visitors  wo 
have  brou^^ht  him  anything  but  pleasure.  Hence  all  sorti 
legends  were  formed  by  wags  or  credulous  persons  respect 
his  place  of  abode.  It  was  stated  that  he  slept  habitui 
in  a  watch-lx)x  in  the  City ;  in  a  cab  at  a  mews,  where  a 
proprietor  gave  him  a  shelter ;  in  the  Duke  of  York's  Colui 
*tc.,  the  wildest  of  these  theories  l>eing  put  abroad  by  the  fi 
tious  and  imaginative  Huxter.  For  Huxey,  when  not  silec 
bv  the  company  of  "  swells,"  and  when  in  the  society  of 
own  friends,  was  a  very  different  feUow  to  the  youth  whom 
have  ft-on  cowed  by  Pen's  impertinent  airs,  and,  adorec 
his  fiiiuilv  at  h*«me,  was  the  life  and  soul  of  the  circle  wl 
he  met,  either  round  the  festive  l>oard  or  the  dissecting-tt 

On  one  brilliant  September  morning,  as  Huxter  was 
galins  himself  with  a  cup  of  coffee  at  a  stall  in  Covent  Gar 
haviiii:  spent  a  delicious  night  dancing  at  Vauxhall,  he  sj 
the  General  reelinc:  down  Henrietta  Street,  with  a  crow( 
hootin*:  blackiiuard  lovs  at  his  heels,  who  had  left  their  b 
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der  the  arches  of  the  river  betimes,  and  were  prowling 
)at  already  for  breakfast,  and  the  strange  liyelihood  of  the 
J.  The  poor  old  General  was  not  in  that  condition  when 
I  sneers  and  jokes  of  these  young  beggars  had  much  effect 
m  him :  the  cabmen  and  watermen  at  the  cabstand  knew 
1,  and  passed  their  comments  upon  him:  the  poUcemen 
ed  after  him,  and  warned  the  boys  off  him,  with  looks  of 
rn  and  pity:  what  did  the  scorn  and  pity  of  men,  the  jokes 
ribald  children,  matter  to  the  General  ?    He  reeled  along 

street  with  glassed  eyes,  having  just  sense  enough  to  know 
Ltber  he  was  bound,  and  to  pursue  his  accustomed  beat 
newards.  He  went  to  bed  not  knowing  how  he  had  reached 
as  often  as  any  man  in  London.  He  woke  and  found 
sself  there,  and  asked  no  questions ;  and  he  was  tacking 
>ut  on  this  daily  though  perilous  voyage,  when,  from  his 
Uon  at  the  coffee-stall,  Huxter  spied  him.  To  note  his 
nd,  to  pay  his  twopence  (indeed,  he  had  but  eightpence 
,  or  he  would  have  had  a  cab  from  Vauxhall  to  take  him 
le),  was  with  the  eager  Huxter  the  work  of  an  instant — 
tigan  dived  down  the  alleys  by  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  where 
shops,  oyster-shops,  and  theatrical  wardrobes  abound,  the 
3rietors  of  which  were  now  asleep  behind  their  shutters, 
he  pink  morning  lighted  up  their  chimneys ;  and  through 
je  courts  Huxter  followed  the  General,  until  he  reached 
castle  Street,  in  which  is  the  gate  of  Shepherd's  Inn. 
Here,  just  as  he  was  within  sight  of  home,  a  luckless  slice 
>range-peel  came  between  the  General's  heel  and  the  pave- 
nt,  and  caused  the  poor  old  fellow  to  faU  backwards. 

Huxter  ran  up  to  him  instantly,  and  after  a  pause,  during 
ich  the  veteran,  giddy  with  his  fall  and  his  previous  whisky, 
;hered,  as  he  best  might,  his  dizzy  brains  together,  the 
ing  surgeon  lifted  up  the  limping  General,  and  very  kindly 
I  good-naturedly  offered  to  conduct  him  to  his  home.  For 
18  time,  and  in  reply  to  the  queries  which  the  student  of 
licine  put  to  him,  the  muzzy  General  refused  to  say  where 
lodgings  were,  and  declared  that  they  were  hard  by,  and 
t  he  could  reach  them  without  diflBculty;  and  he  disen- 
ed  himself  from  Huxter's  arm,  and  made  a  rush,  as  if  to 

to  his  own  home  unattended :  but  he  reeled  and  lurched 
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80,  that  the  young  enrgeon  ineiHted  upon  acoompaaying  him, 
and,  with  many  Bootliing  expressioAa  and  cheering  and  con* 
aolatory  phrases,  succeeded  in  getting  the  General's  dirty  <dd 
hand  under  what  be  called  his  own  fin,  and  led  the  old  fellow, 
moaning  piteously,  across  the  street.  He  stopped  when  he 
came  to  the  ancient  gate,  ornamented  with  the  armorial  bear- 
ings of  the  venerable  Shepherd.  "  Here  'tis,"  said  he,  draw- 
ing up  at  the  portal,  and  he  made  a  Buccessful  pull  at  the  gate- 


bell,  which  presently  brought  out  old  Mr.  Solton,  the  porter, 
scowling  fiercely,  and  grumbling  as  he  was  used  to  do  every 
morning  when  it  became  liia  turn  to  let  in  that  early  bird. 

Coatigan  tried  to  hold  Bolton  for  a  moment  in  genteel 
conversation,  but  the  other  surlily  would  not.  "  Don't  bother 
me,"  he  said ;  "  go  to  your  hown  bed,  Capting,  and  don't  keep 
honest  men  out  of  theirs."  So  the  Captain  tacked  across  the 
square  and  reached  his  own  staircase,  np  which  he  stnmbled, 
with  the  worthy  Hnxter  at  his  heela.    Costigan  had  a  key  of 
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luB  own,  which  Hoxter  inserted  into  the  keyhole  for  him,  so 
that  there  was  no  need  to  call  up  little  Mr.  Bows  from  the 
deep  into  which  the  old  musician  had  not  long  since  fallen, 
and  Hoxter  having  aided  to  disrobe  his  tipsy  patient,  and 
ascertained  that  no  bones  were  broken,  helped  him  to  bed,  and 
applied  compresses  and  water  to  one  of  his  knees  and  shins, 
which,  with  the  pair  of  trousers  which  encased  them,  Gostigan 
had  severely  torn  in  his  fall.  At  the  General's  age,  and  with 
his  habit  of  body,  such  wounds  as  he  had  inflicted  on  himself 
are  slow  to  heal:  a  good  deal  of  inflammation  ensued,  and  the 
old  fellow  lay  ill  for  some  days  sufferiug  both  pain  and  fever. 

Mr.  Huxter  undertook  the  case  of  his  interesting  patient 
with  great  confidence  and  alacrity,  and  conducted  it  with  be- 
coming skill.  He  visited  his  friend  day  after  day,  and  con- 
soled him  with  Uvely  rattle  and  conversation  for  the  absence 
of  the  society  which  Gostigan  needed,  and  of  which  he  was  an 
ornament;  and  he  gave  special  instructions  to  the  invalid's 
nurse  about  the  quantity  of  whisky  which  the  patient  was  to 
take — instructions  which,  as  the  poor  old  fellow  could  not  for 
many  days  get  out  of  his  bed  or  sofa  himself,  he  could  not  by 
any  means  infringe.  Bows,  Mrs.  Bolton,  and  om-  little  friend 
Fanny,  when  able  to  do  so,  officiated  at  the  General's  bedside, 
and  the  old  warrior  was  made  as  comfortable  as  possible  under 
his  calamity. 

Thus  Huxter,  whose  affable  manners  and  social  turn  made 
him  quickly  intimate  with  persons  in  whose  society  he  fell, 
became  pretty  soon  intimate  in  Shepherd's  Inn,  both  with 
our  acquaintances  in  the  garrets  and  those  in  the  Porter's 
Lodge.  He  thought  he  had  seen  Fanny  somewhere :  he  felt 
certain  that  he  had ;  but  it  is  no  wonder  that  he  should  not 
accurately  remember  her,  for  the  poor  little  thing  never  chose 
to  tell  him  where  she  had  met  him  :  he  himself  had  seen  her 
at  a  period  when  his  own  views  both  of  persons  and  of  right 
and  wrong  were  clouded  by  the  excitement  of  drinking  and 
dancing,  and  also  Uttle  Fanny  was  very  much  changed  and 
worn  by  the  fever  and  agitation,  and  passion  and  despair, 
which  the  past  three  w^eks  had  poured  upon  the  head  of  that 
little  victim.  Borne  down  was  the  head  now,  and  very  pale 
and  wan  the  face ;  and  many  and  many  a  time  the  sad  eyes 
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had  looked  into  the  postman's,  as  he  came  to  the  Inn,  and 
the  sickened  heart  had  sunk  as  he  passed  away.  When  Mr. 
Costigan's  accident  occurred,  Fanny  was  rather  glad  to  have 
an  opportunity  of  being  useful  and  doing  something  kind — 
something  that  would  make  her  forget  her  own  little  sorrows 
perhaps:  she  felt  she  bore  them  better  whilst  she  did  her 
duty,  though  I  dare  say  many  a  tear  dropped  into  the  old 
Irishman's  gruel.  Ah,  me !  stir  the  gruel  well,  and  have 
courage,  little  Fanny !  If  everybody  who  has  suffered  from 
your  complaint  were  to  die  of  it  straightway,  what  a  fine  year 
the  undertakers  would  have  ! 

^Vhether  from  compassion  for  his  only  patient,  or  deUght 
in  his  society,  Mr.  Huxter  found  now  occasion  to  visit  Costigan 
two  or  three  times  in  the  day  at  least,  and  if  any  of  the 
members  of  the  Porter's  Lodge  family  were  not  in  attendance 
on  the  General,  the  young  doctor  was  sure  to  have  some  parti- 
cular directions  to  address  to  them  at  their  own  place  of  habi- 
tation. He  was  a  kind  fellow ;  he  made  or  purchased  toys  for 
the  children ;  he  brought  them  apples  and  brandy-balls ;  he 
brouglit  a  mask  and  frightened  them  with  it,  and  caused  a 
smile  upon  the  face  of  pale  Fanny.  He  called  Mrs.  Bolton 
Mrs.  B.,  and  was  very  intimate,  familiar,  and  facetious  with 
that  lady,  quite  different  from  that  "  'aughty  'artless  beast,"  as 
Mrs.  Bolton  now  denominated  a  certain  j'oung  gentleman  of  our 
acquaintance,  and  whom  she  now  vowed  she  never  could  al>ear. 

It  was  from  this  lady,  who  was  very  free  in  her  conversa- 
tion, that  Huxter  presently  learnt  what  was  the  illness  which 
was  evidently  preying  upon  little  Fan,  and  what  had  been 
Pen's  behaviour  regarding  her.  Mrs.  Bolton's  account  of  the 
transaction  was  not,  it  may  be  imagined,  entirely  an  impartial 
narrative.  One  would  have  thought  from  her  story  that  the 
young  gentleman  had  employed  a  course  of  the  most  per- 
severing and  flagitious  artifices  to  win  the  girl's  heart,  had 
broken  the  most  solemn  promises  made  to  her,  and  was  a 
wretch  to  be  hated  and  chastised  by  every  champion  of 
woman.  Huxter,  in  his  present  frame  of  mind  resj>ecting 
Arthur,  and  suffering  under  the  latter's  contumely,  was  ready, 
of  course,  to  take  all  for  granted  that  was  said  in  the  disfavour 
of  this  unfortunate  convalescent.     But  why  did  he  not  write 
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home  to  Clavering,  as  he  had  done  previously,  giving  an  ac- 
count of  Pen's  misconduct,  and  of  the  particulars  regarding  it, 
which  had  now  come  to  his  knowledge  ?  He  once,  in  a  letter 
to  his  hrother-in-law,  announced  that  that  nice  young  man^  Mr. 
Pendennis,  had  escaped  narrowly  from  a  fever,  and  that  no 
doubt  all  Clavering,  tchere  he  was  so  poptdaVy  would  be  pleased 
at  hiB  recovery ;  and  he  mentioned  that  he  had  an  interesting 
ease  of  compound  fracture,  an  oflScer  of  distinction,  which  kept 
him  in  town;  but  as  for  Fanny  Bolton,  he  made  no  more 
mention  of  her  in  his  letters — no  more  than  Pen  himself  had 
made  mention  of  her.  0  you  mothers  at  home,  how  much 
do  you  think  you  know  about  your  lads  ?  How  much  do  you 
think  you  know  ? 

But  with  Bows,  there  was  no  reason  why  Huxter  should 
not  speak  his  mind,  and  so,  a  very  short  time  after  his  con- 
versation with  Mrs.  Bolton,  Mr.  Sam  talked  to  the  musician 
about  his  early  acquaintance  with  Pendennis ;  described  him 
as  a  confounded  conceited  blackguard,  and  expressed  a  deter- 
mination to  punch  his  impudent  head  as  soon  as  ever  he 
should  be  well  enough  to  stand  up  like  a  man. 

Then  it  was  that  Bows  on  his  part  spoke,  and  told  his 
version  of  the  story,  whereof  Arthur  and  little  Fan  were  the 
hero  and  heroine;  how  they  had  met  by  no  contrivance  of 
the  former,  but  by  a  blunder  of  the  old  Irishman,  now  in  bed 
with  a  broken  shin — how  Pen  had  acted  with  manliness  and 
self-control  in  the  business — how  Mrs.  Bolton  was  an  idiot; 
and  he  related  the  conversation  which  he,  Bows,  had  had  with 
Pen,  and  the  sentiments  uttered  by  the  young  man.  Perhaps 
Bows's  story  caused  some  twinges  of  conscience  in  the  breast 
of  Pen's  accuser,  and  that  gentleman  frankly  owned  that  he 
had  been  wrong  with  regard  to  Arthur,  and  withdrew  his  pro- 
ject for  punching  Mr.  Pendennis's  head. 

But  the  cessation  of  his  hostility  for  Pen  did  not  diminish 
Huxter'fl  attentions  to  Fanny,  which  unlucky  Mr.  Bows  marked 
with  his  usual  jealousy  and  bitterness  of  spirit.  '*  I  have  but 
to  like  anybody,"  the  old  fellow  thought,  **  and  somebody  is 
sure  to  be  preferred  to  me.  It  has  been  the  same  ill  luck 
with  me  since  I  was  a  lad,  until  now  that  I  am  sixty  years 
old.    What  can  I  expect  better  than  to  be  laughed  at  ?    It  is 
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for  the  young  to  succeed,  and  to  be  happy,  and  not  for  old 
fools  like  me.  I've  played  a  second  fiddle  all  through  life," 
he  said,  with  a  bitter  laugh ;  '*  how  can  I  suppose  the  luck  is 
to  change  after  it  has  gone  against  me  so  long  ?  "  This  was 
the  selfish  way  in  which  Bows  looked  at  the  state  of  afEairs : 
though  few  persons  would  have  thought  there  was  any  cause 
for  his  jealousy,  who  looked  at  the  pale  and  grief-stricken 
countenance  of  the  hapless  little  girl,  its  object.  Fanny  re- 
ceived Huxter's  good-natured  efforts  at  consolation  and  kind 
attentions  kindly.  She  laughed  now  and  again  at  his  jokes 
and  games  with  her  little  sisters,  but  relapsed  quickly  into  a 
dejection  which  ought  to  have  satisfied  Mr.  Bows  that  the 
new-comer  had  no  place  in  her  heart  as  yet,  had  jealous  Mr. 
Bows  been  enabled  to  see  with  clear  eyes. 

But  Bows  did  not.  Fanny  attributed  Pen's  silence  some- 
how to  Bows's  interference.  Fanny  hated  him.  Fanny  treated 
Bows  with  constant  cruelty  and  injustice.  She  turned  from 
him  when  he  spoke — she  loathed  his  attempts  at  consolation. 
A  hard  life  had  Mr.  Bows,  and  a  cruel  return  for  his  regard. 

When  Warrington  came  to  Shepherd's  Inn  as  Pen's  am- 
bassador, it  was  for  Mr.  Bows's  apartments  he  inquired  (no 
doubt  uix)n  a  previous  agreement  with  the  principal  for  whom 
he  acted  in  this  delicate  negotiation),  and  he  did  not  so  much 
as  catch  a  glimpse  of  Miss  Fanny  when  he  stopped  at  the 
Inn-gate  and  made  his  inquiry.  Warrington  was,  of  course, 
directed  to  the  musician's  chambers,  and  found  him  tending 
the  patient  there,  from  whose  chamber  he  came  out  to  wait 
upon  his  guest.  We  have  said  that  they  had  been  previously 
known  to  one  another,  and  the  pair  shook  hands  with  suffi- 
cient cordiality.  After  a  little  preliminary  talk,  Warrington 
said  that  he  had  come  from  his  friend  Arthur  Pendennis,  and 
from  his  family,  to  thank  Bows  for  his  attention  at  the  com- 
mencement of  Pen's  illness,  and  for  his  kindness  in  hastening 
into  the  country  to  fetch  the  Major. 

Bows  replied  that  it  was  but  his  duty:  he  had  never 
thought  to  have  seen  the  young  gentleman  alive  again  when 
he  went  in  search  of  Pen's  relatives,  and  he  was  very  glad  of 
Mr.  Pendennis's  recovery,  and  that  he  had  his  friends  with 
him.     "  Lucky  are  they  who  have  friends,  Mr.  Warrington," 
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said  the  musician.  '^  I  might  be  up  in  this  garret  and  nobody 
would  care  for  me,  or  mind  whether  I  was  aUve  or  dead.'* 

"What !  not  the  General,  Mr.  Bows?"  Warrington  asked. 

"  The  General  likes  his  whisky-bottle  more  than  anything 
in  life,"  the  other  answered ;  "  we  Uve  together  from  habit 
and  convenience ;  and  he  cares  for  me  no  more  than  you  do. 
What  is  it  you  want  to  ask  me,  Mr.  Warripgton  ?  You  ain't 
come  to  visit  me,  I  know  very  well.  Nobody  comes  to  visit 
me.  It  is  about  Fanny,  the  porter's  daughter,  you  are  come — 
I  see  that  very  well.  Is  Mr.  Pendennis,  now  he  has  got  well, 
anxious  to  see  her  again  ?  Does  his  lordship  the  Sultan  pro- 
pose to  throw  his  'ankerchief  to  her  ?  She  has  been  very  ill, 
sir,  ever  since  the  day  when  Mrs.  Pendennis  turned  her  out  of 
doors — kind  of  a  lady,  wasn't  it?  The  poor  girl  and  myself 
found  the  young  gentleman  raving  in  a  fever,  knowing  nobody, 
with  nobody  to  tend  him  but  his  drunken  laundress — she 
watched  day  and  night  by  him.  I  set  off  to  fetch  his  uncle. 
Mamma  comes  and  turns  Fanny  to  the  right-about.  Uncle 
comes  and  leaves  me  to  pay  the  cab.  Carry  my  compliments 
to  the  ladies  and  gentleman,  and  say  we  are  both  very  thank- 
ful, very.  Why,  a  countess  couldn't  have  behaved  better ;  and 
for  an  apothecary's  lady,  as  I'm  given  to  understand  Mrs. 
Pendennis  was — I'm  sure  her  behaviour  is  most  uncommon 
aristocratic  and  genteel.  She  ought  to  have  a  double-gilt 
pestle  and  mortar  to  her  coach.*' 

It  was  from  Mr.  Huxter  that  Bows  had  learned  Pen's 
parentage,  no  doubt,  and  if  he  took  Pen's  part  against  the 
young  surgeon,  and  Fanny's  against  Mr.  Pendennis,  it  was 
because  the  old  gentleman  was  in  so  savage  a  mood,  that  his 
humour  was  to  contradict  everybody. 

Warrington  was  curious,  and  not  ill  pleased  at  the  musi- 
cian's taunts  and  irascibility.  '*  I  never  heard  of  these  trans- 
actions," he  said,  "  or  got  but  a  very  imperfect  account  of 
them  from  Major  Pendennis-  What  was  a  lady  to  do?  I 
think  (I  have  never  spoken  with  her  on  the  subject)  she  had 
some  notion  that  the  young  woman  and  my  friend  Pen  were 
on— on  terms  of — of  an  intimacy  which  Mrs.  Pendennis  could 
not,  of  course,  recognise " 

"Oh,  of  course  not,  sir.     Speak  out,  sir;  say  what  you 
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mean  at  once,  that  the  young  gentleman  of  the  Temple 
made  a  victim  of  the  girl  of  Shepherd's  Inn,  eh  ?  And  so 
was  to  be  turned  out  of  doors — or  brayed  alive  in  the  doi 
gilt  pestle  and  mortar,  by  Jove !  No,  Mr.  Warrington,  t 
was  no  such  thing :  there  was  no  victimising,  or  if  there 
Mr.  Arthur  was  the  victim,  not  the  girl.  He  is  an  ho 
fellow,  he  is,  though  he  is  conceited,  and  a  puppy  sometii 
He  can  feel  like  a  man,  and  run  away  from  temptation  li 
man.  I  own  it,  though  I  suffer  by  it,  I  own  it.  He  b 
heart,  he  has :  but  the  girl  hasn't,  sir.  That  girl  will  do  i 
thing  to  win  a  man,  and  fling  him  away  without  a  pang. 
If  she's  flung  away  herself,  sir,  she'll  feel  it  and  cry. 
had  a  fever  when  Mrs.  Pendennis  turned  her  out  of  do< 
and  she  made  love  to  the  Doctor,  Doctor  Goodenough,  ' 
came  to  cure  her.    Now  she  has  taken  on  with  another  cha 

another  sawbones,  ha,  ha !  d it,  sir,  she  likes  the  pe 

and  mortar,  and  hangs  round  the  pill-boxes,  she's  so  fon* 
*em,  and  she  has  got  a  fellow  from  Saint  Bartholomew's,  ^ 
grins  through  a  horse-collar  for  her  sisters,  and  charms  a' 
her  melancholy.  Go  and  see,  sir :  very  likely  he's  in  the  lo 
now.  If  you  want  news  about  Miss  Fanny,  you  must  as' 
the  Doctor's  shop,  sir,  not  of  an  old  fiddler  like  me — G 
bye,  sir.     There's  my  patient  calling." 

And  a  voice  was  heard  from  the  Captain's  bedroo 
well-known  voice,  which  said,  "  I'd  loike  a  dthrop  of  dtl 
Bows,  I'm  thirstee."     And  not  sorry,  perhaps,  to  heai 
such  was  the  state  of  things,  and  that  Pen's  forsake 
consoling  herself,  Warrington  took  his  leave  of  the  ir 
musician. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  he  passed  the  lodge  door 
Mr.  Huxter  was  in  the  act  of  frightening  the  childrc 
the  mask  whereof  we  have  spoken,  and  Fanny  was 
languidly  at  his  farces.  Warrington  laughed  bitterly, 
all  women  like  that?"  he  thought.  "I  think  the 
that's  not,"  he  added,  with  a  sigh. 

At  Piccadilly,  waiting  for  the  Richmond  omnibu/ 
fell  in  with  Major  Pendennis,  bound  in  the  same 
and  he  told  the  old  gentleman  of  what  he  had  seen  x 
respecting  Fanny. 
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Major  Pendennis  was  highly  delighted :  and  as  might  be 
pected  of  such  a  philosopher,  made  precisely  the  same  ob- 
rvation  as  that  which  had  escaped  from  Warrington.  "All 
men  are  the  same,"  he  said,  ^^ha  petite  se  console.  Daymy, 
ten  I  used  to  read  '  Telemaque '  at  school,  Calypso  ne  pouvait 
consoler, — ^you  know  the  rest,  Warrington, — I  used  to  say  it 
s  absard.  Absard,  by  Gad,  and  so  it  is.  And  so  she*s  got  a 
^soupirant,  has  she,  the  little  porteress?  Dayvlish  nice  Uttle 
•1.  How  mad  Pen  will  be — eh,  Warrington  ?  But  we  must 
eak  it  to  him  gently,  or  he'll  be  in  such  a  rage  that  he  will 

going  after  her  again.    We  must  menager  the  young  fellow." 

"I  think  Mrs.  Pendennis  ought  to  know  that  Pen  acted 
ry  well  in  the  business.  She  evidently  thinks  him  guilty, 
d  according  to  Mr.  Bows,  Arthur  behaved  like  a  good  fel- 
r,"  Warrington  said. 

"My  dear  Warrington,"  said  the  Major,  with  a  look  of 
ae  alarm.  "  In  Mrs.  Pendennis's  agitated  state  of  health 
1  that  sort  of  thing,  the  best  way,  I  think,  is  not  to  say  a 
gle  word  about  the  subject — or,  stay,  leave  it  to  me :  and 

talk  to  her — break  it  to  her  gently,  you  know,  and  that 
t  of  thing.  I  give  you  my  word  I  will.  And  so  Calypso's 
Lsoled,  is  phe?"  And  he  sniggered  over  this  gratifying 
th,  happy  in  the  corner  of  the  omnibus  during  the  rest  of 
t  journey. 

Pen  was  very  anxious  to  hear  from  his  envoy  what  had 
m  the  result  of  the  latter's  mission;  and  as  soon  as  the 
)  young  men  could  be  alone,  the  ambassador  spoke  in  reply 
Arthur's  eager  queries. 

"  You  remember  your  poem.  Pen,  of  '  Ariadne  in  Naxos,'  " 
krrington  said ;  "  devilish  bad  poetry  it  was,  to  be  sure." 

"  Apres  ?  "  asked  Pen,  in  a  great  state  of  excitement. 

"When  Theseus  left  Ariadne,  do  you  remember  what 
jpened  to  her,  young  fellow  ?  " 

"  It's  a  lie,  it's  a  lie !  You  don't  mean  that !  "  cried  out 
a,  starting  up,  his  face  turning  red. 

"  Sit  down,  stoopid,"  Warrington  said,  and  with  two  fingers 
shed  Pen  back  into  his  seat  again.  "  It's  better  for  you  as 
s,  young  one,"  he  said  sadly,  in  reply  to  the  savage  flush  in 
thur's  face. 
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fAJOH  Pendenius  fulfiUed  his^ 
.  promise  to  "Wftrrington  ao  far  a^ 
to  satisfy  his  own  conscience, 
and  in  so  far  to  ease  poor  Helciia. 
nith  regard  to  lier  sou,  »s  to 
moke  her  nndertttand  tliat  all 
conuection  between  Arthur  and 
the  odious  little  gate-keeper  waa 
at  an  end,  and  tbat  she  need 
have  no  further  anxiety  with 
re^^pect  to  an  imprudent  at- 
tachment or  a  degrading  mar- 
riage on  Pen's  part.  And  that 
3'oung  fellow's  mind  was  also 
relieved  (after  he  had  recovered 
^-~iK^-i^=^       ~  the   shock   to  his   vanity)    by 

thinking  that  Miss  -fanny  was 
not  f;oing  to  die  of  love  for  him,  and  that  no  unpleasant  con- 
sequcnecs  were  to  he  apprehended  from  the  luckless  and  brief 
connection. 

So  the  whole  party  were  free  to  carry  into  effect  then-  pro- 
jectwl  Continental  trip,  and  Arthur  Pendennis,  rentier,  voy- 
agcant  avec  Madame  Pendennis  et  Ttfademoiselle  Bell,  and 
George  Warrington,  particulier,  age  de  32  ans,  taille  6  pieds 
(anglais),  figure  ordinaire,  cheveux  noir.i,  barbe  idem,  &p., 
procured  passports  from  the  consul  of  H.M.  the  King  of  the 
Belgians  at  Dover,  and  passed  over  &.'om  tbat  port  to  Oetend, 
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whence  the  party  took  their  way  leisurely,  visiting  Bruges  and 
Ghent  on  their  way  to  Brussels  and  the  Bhine.    It  is  not  our 
purpose  to  describe  this  oft-travelled  tour,  or  Laura's  delight 
at  the  tranquil  and  ancient  cities  which  she  saw  for  the  first 
time,  or  Helen's  wonder  and  interest  at  the  Beguine  convents 
which  they  visited,  or  the  almost  terror  with  which  she  saw 
the  black- veiled  nuns  with  outstretched  arms  kneeling  before 
the  illuminated  altars,  and  beheld  the  strange  pomps  and 
ceremonials  of  the  Catholic  worship.     Barefooted  friars  in  the 
streets,  crowned  images  of  Saints  and  Virgins  in  the  churches, 
before  which  people  were  bowing  down  and  worshipping,  in 
direct  defiance,  as  she  held,  of  the  written  law;  priests  in 
gorgeous  robes,  or  lurking  in   dark  confessionals,  theatres 
opened  and  people  dancing  on  Sundays; — all  these  new  sights 
CMid  manners  shocked  and  bewildered  the  simple  country  lady; 
&iid  when  the  young  men  after  their  evening  drive  or  walk 
^€tumed  to  the  widow  and  her  adopted  daughter,  they  found 
their  books  of  devotion  on  the  table,  and  at  their  entrance 
Xaura  would  commonly  cease  reading  some  of  the  psalms  or 
"the  sacred  pages  which,  of  all  others,  Helen  loved.     The  late 
events  connected  with  her  son  had  cruelly  shaken  her ;  Laura 
watched  with  intense,  though  hidden  anxiety,  every  movement 
of  her  dearest  friend ;  and  poor  Pen  was  most  constant  and 
afifectionate  in  waiting  upon  his  mother,  whose  wounded  bosom 
yearned  with  love  towards  him,  though  there  was  a  secret  be- 
tween them,  and  an  anguish  or  rage  almost  on  the  mother's 
part,  to  think  that  she  was  dispossessed  somehow  of  her  son's 
heart,  or  that  there  were  recesses  in  it  which  she  must  not  or 
dared  not  enter.     She  sickened  as  she  thought  of  the  sacred 
days  of  boyhood  when  it  had  not  been  so —when  her  Arthur's 
heart  had  no  secrets,  and  she  was  his  all  in  all:  when  he 
poured  his  hopes  and  pleasures,  his  childish  griefs,  vanities, 
triumphs  into  her  willing  and  tender  embrace ;  when  her  home 
was  his  nest  still;  and  before  fate,  selfishness,  nature,  had 
driven  him  forth  on  wayward  wings— to  range  on  his  own 
flight — to  sing  his  own  song — and  to  seek  his  own  home  and 
his  own  mate.    Watching  this  devouring  care  and  racking 
disappointment  in  her  friend,  Laura  once  said  to  Helen,  "  If 
Pen  had  loved  me  as  you  wished,  I  should  have  gained  him, 
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■ :.  :^'  1:1- r  i  •-  7  -'Z.  ZClzljuk.  I  know  I  should  ;  and  I 
•  ■.':-'  zi-  rrr"-  ZC'ji.  J',  ij'.a  fcoow  what  it  is  to  love 
L-  V-  .,  I  -i_i:.i.  *  — ljjl  Z-jtii..  rfidii:^,  agreed  to  this  portion 
jf  Mi-  7  :-  -  ill  17"  f  ^3»r— -ji.  tii:»ur-L  rir  protested  against  the 
i  -:l--  ;;t.r-  J  ■:  r.^  :>Ln  I  r;r:ci:»r^:  Miss  Laura  was  right 
11  » "iL  •- lvhj- ir.i  LiiC  TTiL  r-zLrd  to  the  latter  assertion 
-r-;:»-vit.l  *  'iiiL'.  r  ^  iz.  .u'i  Liji  rt-t>:iTed  truism — love  is  au 
^: :_"  t:'j_  -_r  r  --  l1  "  ""• '  Lui  iJl  dav  with  a  woman. 
."•LU-'i  ijLr  -LLvf.  f-.rzj  •!-  irLTfair,  laiJorf' bills,  parliamentary 
I'l-L-f..  lzjI  iiiT  iir:^!-.  iiiJiT'r  wlji:  to  think  of;  Delia  has  to 
T'  '  r  l:».'I.-  I'LJZi  c — Zfuniic  i?  iLr  ciak  «or  the  post),  and 
f'Liiif  TT  LI:'-  Z»T-iL  ir  "Lijt  rT  i-r  tbr  honevsuckle  whoso  arms 
T^^'z  L  »  -'  "■  -^  li  r:  ij.*:  ••:.  I'-lii  :•  Is  it  not  vour  nature 
T.  '.rrtj  L :*:•■-::  L-f  :V:*  Li-f  £ir-:f  tbtin.  to  twine  round  his 
trzLx  LL-i  'iLiz:s:  -JirrT :  lij5  I'lh: :l*s  to  stand  like  a  British 
HILL  ttSl  'i_r  i-^^-r  HI  i-i  :  rri'iirr  p:»cket,  while  the  pretty 


"L:  JrLi'vr^L-?  iiiii  .iJT  Lf:Tz:r»aiiii^i  our  friends  to  the 
Ti.:>:  i  r:'jT  :—  .  .rf:  ^_tzi  :l  "in&ri  tLr  l»c^t,  giWng  the  chief 
•  iLLT-r  :  iL-.  _r:_-  r  17^  ".it: .  :l  ::  'VViLrr:::ri-:'n.  He  himself  was 
"••:  :iL  i  L  s  ':  r.- :  ->::  :  :'_:  i-Sr  : :  ::  zn-^t  man,  a  friend  of 
Lif  7*f:-:  tL:._  f.  zn.  1:  :  r  :i.«>fi  'tO  'jin  his  sister-in-law 
&t  iIt  .--n_  r.  -:.:-rji::--  ..:•: .  '^'nL'iL-tT  the  fiarty  was  l»onnd. 
Ti-.  !I:.-  :  -.«:_>■..:  :_-_-_:  ::.i:  lis  I.i.::  atientions  to  his  sick 
fii_-T  ":.:,:  rirLr"  :.7  L^::::  s  J-TLt  rrlsiTition — and  thouphthe 


1:-^     :  :ir  '^^.r::. ::::: 


rTr  :lii^rT  c-5,  ihr  phiasauts  were 
sTill  :  ":.-  fi.:  :.:  ^';l_'  r«.  *•:.  -^^ :■.-:>.  iLf  nolJe  owner  then  was ; 
cl:  I-L:r''_:*  *■•.::•:£  li^nfrl:  r:  :l:at  hcvsritaMe  mansion  and 
•lisT'.r:-.  '  :1-.:-.  -::':.  -rri:  .■::iL:r:  :o  bimsrlf.  A  roval  Puke, 
^on-r  rrTiri-Trf  :  z:>. ,  f-'zir  ilLisTrijus  stausmen,  and  some 
TlTi'.a:::  >::~ '•  vi^iTv:  :: :  ::  .i:i  iiv  cjJ  fvllow's  heart  good  to 
s-r  i-i?  ::.:::■.  :::  :*_-.  M  -  •:  ■  J  .*-  ar^o-r.irst  the  list  of  the  dLs- 
ti:.-::"*!.:  ::z::..\:."  t':.; .'-  :1.:  Marr^is  of  Ste^"ne  was  enter- 
tair.i:  z  :'.:  iii?  ,  ::::::rsr  li.usc  a:  Stillbrook.  He  was  a  ven- 
us-rfu-  ani  ;'.r:'.-A:::  r-.rsr.a^r  i::  a  e  ^:;ntrv  house.  He  enter- 
taine-i  :::v  v:::::^  rj.- ::  w::h  ri--tr  l:::lv  anecdotes  and  orinnses 
storivs  r'z  :hrir  >h>:::r.^  T"^r::ts  or  is  their  smoking-room, 
where  they  lan^hi^i  a:  Lim  :\::  i  t:^::::  him.    He  was  obseiiuious 
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with  the  ladies  of  a  morning,  in  the  rooms  dedicated  to  them. 
He  walked  the  new  arrivals  about  the  park  and  gardens,  and 
showed  them  the  carte  du  pays^  and  where  there  was  the  best 
view  of  the  mansion,  and  where  the  most  favourable  point  to 
look  at  the  lake :  he  showed  where  the  timber  was  to  be  felled, 
and  where  the  old  road  went  before  the  new  bridge  was  built, 
and  the  hill  cut  down ;  and  where  the  place  in  the  wood  was 
where  old  Lord  Lynx  discovered  Sir  Phelim  O'Neal  on  his 
knees  before  her  ladyship,  &c.  &c. ;  he  called  the  lodge- 
keepers  and  gardeners  by  their  names :  he  knew  the  number 
of  domestics  that  sat  down  in  the  housekeeper's  room,  and 
how  many  dined  in  the  servants'  hall;  he  had  a  word  for 
everybody,  and  about  everybody,  and  a  Uttle  against  every- 
body. He  was  invaluable  in  a  country  house,  in  a  word: 
and  richly  merited  and  enjoyed  his  vacation  after  his  labours. 
And  perhaps  whilst  he  was  thus  deservedly  enjoying  himself 
with  his  country  friends,  the  Major  was  not  ill  pleased  at 
transferring  to  Warrington  the  command  of  the  family  expe- 
dition to  the  Continent,  and  thus  perforce  keeping  him  in  the 
service  of  the  ladies, — a  servitude  which  George  was  only  too 
willing  to  undergo,  for  his  friend's  sake,  and  for  that  of  a 
society  which  he  found  daily  more  delightful.  Warrington 
was  a  good  German  scholar,  and  was  willing  to  give  Miss 
Laura  lessons  in  the  language,  who  was  very  glad  to  improve 
herself;  though  Pen,  for  his  part,  was  too  weak  or  lazy  now 
to  resume  his  German  studies.  Warrington  acted  as  courier 
and  interpreter ;  Warrington  saw  the  baggage  in  and  out  of 
ships,  inns,  and  carriages,  managed  the  money  matters,  and 
put  the  Uttle  troop  into  marching  order.  Warrington  found 
out  where  the  English  church  was,  and,  if  Mrs.  Pendennis 
and  Miss  Laura  were  inclined  to  go  thither,  walked  with  great 
decorum  along  with  them.  Warrington  walked  by  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis's  donkey,  when  that  lady  went  out  on  her  evening  ex- 
cursions ;  or  took  carriages  for  her ;  or  got  Galignani  for 
her ;  or  devised  comfortable  seats  under  the  lime-trees  for  her, 
when  the  guests  paraded  after  dinner,  and  the  Kursaal  band 
at  the  bath,  where  our  tired  friends  stopped,  performed  their 
pleasant  music  under  the  trees.  Many  a  fine  whiskered  Prus- 
ma  or  French  dandy,  come  to  the  bath  for  the  **  Trente-eU 
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quarante"  cast  glances  of  louging  towards  the  pretty  freeh- 
coloured  English  girl  who  accompanied  the  pale  widow,  and 
wonld  have  longed  to  take  a  turn  with  her  at  the  galop  or 
the  waltz.  But  Laura  did  not  appear  in  the  ball-room,  except 
once  or  twice,  when  Fen  voncbsafed  to  walk  with  her ;  and  as 


for  Warrington,  that  rough  diamond  had  not  had  the  polisli 
of  a  dancing  master,  and  he  did  not  know  how  to  waltz, — 
though  he  would  have  Hked  to  loarn,  if  he  could  have  bad 
such  a  partner  as  Laura — Such  a  partner !  psha,  what  had  a 
stiff  bachelor  to  do  with  partners  and  waltzing  ?  what  was  he 
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about,  dancing  attendance  here  ?  drinking  in  sweet  pleasure 
at  a  risk  he  knows  not  of  what  after  sadness,  and  regret,  and 
lonely  longing  ?  But  yet  he  stayed  on.  You  would  have  said 
he  was  the  widow's  son,  to  watch  his  constant  care  and  watch- 
folness  of  her ;  or  that  he  was  an  adventurer,  and  wanted  to 
marry  her  fortune,  or,  at  any  rate,  that  he  wanted  some  very 
great  treasure  or  benefit  from  her, — and  very  likely  he  did, — 
for  ours,  as  the  reader  has  possibly  already  discovered,  is  a 
Selfish  Story,  and  almost  every  person,  according  to  his  na- 
ture, more  or  less  generous  than  George,  and  according  to  the 
way  of  the  world  as  it  seems  to  us,  is  occupied  about  Number 
One.  So  Warrington  selfishly  devoted  himself  to  Helen,  who 
selfishly  devoted  herself  to  Pen,  who  selfishly  devoted  himself 
to  himself  at  this  present  period,  having  no  other  personage 
or  object  to  occupy  him,  except,  indeed,  his  mother's  health, 
which  gave  him  a  serious  and  real  disquiet ;  but  though  they 
sate  together,  they  did  not  talk  much,  and  the  cloud  was 
always  between  them. 

Every  day  Laura  looked  for  Warrington,  and  received  him 
with  more  frank  and  eager  welcome.  He  found  himself  talk- 
ing to  her  as  he  didn't  know  himself  that  he  could  talk.  He 
found  himself  performing  acts  of  gallantry  which  astounded 
him  after  the  performance :  he  found  himself  looking  blankly 
in  the  glass  at  the  crows'-feet  round  his  eyes,  and  at  some 
streaks  of  white  in  his  hair,  and  some  intrusive  silver  bristles 
in  his  grim  blue  beard.  He  found  himself  looking  at  the 
young  bucks  at  the  bath — at  the  blond,  tight-waisted  Ger- 
mans— ^at  the  capering  Frenchmen,  with  their  lacquered  mus- 
tachios  and  trim  varnished  boots — at  the  EngUsh  dandies, 
Pen  amongst  them,  with  their  calm  domineering  air,  and 
insolent  languor :  and  envied  each  one  of  these  some  excel- 
lence or  quality  of  youth,  or  good  looks,  which  he  possessed, 
and  of  which  Warrington  felt  the  need.  And  every  night,  as 
the  night  came,  he  quitted  the  httle  circle  with  greater  re- 
luctance; and,  retiring  to  his  own  lodging  in  their  neigh- 
bourhood, felt  himself  the  more  lonely  and  unhappy.  The 
widow  could  not  help  seeing  his  attachment.  She  under- 
stood, now,  why  Major  Pendennis  (always  a  tacit  enemy  of 
her  darling  project)  had  been  so  eager  that  Warrington  should 
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be  of  their  party.  Laura  frankly  owned  her  great,  her  en- 
thusiastic, regard  for  him :  and  Arthur  would  make  no  move- 
ment. Arthm*  did  not  choose  to  see  what  was  going  on ;  or 
did  not  care  to  prevent,  or  actually  encouraged,  it.  She 
remembered  his  often  having  said  that  he  could  not  under- 
stand how  a  man  proposed  to  a  woman  twice.  She  was  in 
torture — at  secret  feud  with  her  son,  of  all  objects  in  the  world 
the  dearest  to  her — in  doubt,  which  she  dared  not  express  to 
herself,  about  Laura — averse  to  Warrington,  the  good  and 
generous.  No  wonder  that  the  healing  waters  of  Bosenbad 
did  not  do  her  good,  or  that  Doctor  von  Glauber,  the  bath 
physician,  when  he  came  to  visit  her,  found  that  the  poor 
lady  made  no  progress  to  recovery.  Meanwhile  Pen  got  well 
rapidly;  slept  with  immense  perseverance  twelve  hours  out 
of  the  twenty- four;  ate  huge  meals;  and,  at  the  end  of  a 
couple  of  months,  had  almost  got  back  the  bodily  strength 
and  weight  which  he  had  possessed  before  his  illness. 

After  they  had  passed  some  fifteen  days  at  their  place  of 
rest  and  refreshment,  a  letter  came  from  Major  Pendennis 
annoimcing  his  speedy  arrival  at  Bosenbad,  and,  soon  after 
the  letter,  the  Major  himself  made  his  appearance,  accom- 
panied by  Morgan,  his  faithful  valet,  without  whom  the  old 
gentleman  could  not  move.  When  the  Major  travelled  he 
wore  a  jaunty  and  juvenile  travelling  costume;  to  see  his 
back  still,  you  would  have  taken  him  for  one  of  the  young 
fellows  whose  slim  waists  and' youthful  appearance  Warrington 
was  beginning  to  envy.  It  was  not  until  the  worthy  man 
began  to  move,  that  the  observer  remarked  that  Time  had 
weakened  his  ancient  knees,  and  had  unkindly  interfered  to 
impede  the  action  of  the  natty  little  varnished  boots  in  which 
the  gay  old  traveller  still  pmched  his  toes.  There  were  mag- 
nates, both  of  our  own  coimtry  and  of  foreign  nations,  present 
that  autumn  at  Bosenbad.  The  elder  Pendennis  read  over 
the  strangers'  list  with  great  gratification  on  the  night  of  his 
arrival,  was  pleased  to  find  several  of  his  acquaintances  among 
the  great  folks,  and  would  have  the  honour  of  presenting  his 
nephew  to  a  German  Grand  Duchess,  a  Bussian  Princess,  and 
an  English  Marquis,  before  many  days  were  over:  nor  was 
Pen  by  any  means  averse  to  making  the  acquaintance  of 
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these  great  personages,  having  a  Uking  for  polite  life,  and  all 
the  splendours  and  amenities  belonging  to  it.      That  very 
evening  the  resolute  old  gentleman,  leaning  on  his  nephew's 
arm,  made  his  appearance  in  the  halls  of  the  Kursaal,  and 
lost  or  won  a  napoleon  or  two  at  the  table  of  Trente-et- 
quarante.     He  did  not  play  to  lose,  he  said,  or  to  win ;  but  he 
did  as  other  folks  did,  and  betted  his  napoleon  and  took  his 
lack  as  it  came.    He  pointed  out  the  Bussians  and  Spaniards 
gambling  for  heaps  of  gold,  and  denounced  their  eagerness 
as  something  sordid  and  barbarous;  an  English  gentleman 
should  play  where  the  fashion  is  play,  but  should  not  elate  or 
depress  himself  at  the  sport ;  and  he  told  how  he  had  seen  his 
friend  the  Marquis  of  Steyne,  when  Lord  Gaunt,  lose  eighteen 
thousand  at  a  sitting,  and  break  the  bank  three  nights  run- 
ning at  Paris,  without  ever  showing  the  least  emotion  at  his 
defeat  or  victory — "  And  that's  what  I  call  being  an  English 
gentleman.   Pen,   my  dear  boy,''   the   old   gentleman  said, 
warming  as  he  prattled  about  his  recollections — **  what  I  call 
the  great  manner  only  remains  with  us  and  with  a  few  fami- 
Ues  in  France."     And  as  Eussian  Princesses  passed  him, 
whose  reputation  had  long  ceased  to  be  doubtful,  and  damaged 
English  ladies,  who  are  constantly  seen  in  company  of  their 
faithful  attendant  for  the  time  being  in  these  gay  haunts 
of  dissipation,  the  old  Major,  with  eager  garrulity  and  mis- 
chievous relish,  told  his  nephew  wonderful  particulars  regard- 
ing the  lives  of  these  heroines ;  and  diverted  the  young  man 
with  a  thousand  scandals.     Egad,  he  felt  himself  quite  young 
again,  he  remarked  to  Pen,  as,  rouged  and  gi'inning,  her 
enormous  chasseur  behind  her  bearing  her  shawl,  the  Prin- 
cess Obstropski   smiled  and   recognised   and   accosted   him. 
He  remembered  her  in  '14  when  she  was  an  actress  of  the 
Paris  Boulevards,  and  the  Emperor  Alexander's  aide-de-camp 
Obstropski  (a  man  of  great  talents,  who  knew  a  good  deal 
about  the  Emperor  Paul's  death,  and  was  a  devil  to  play) 
married  her.     He  most  courteously  and  respectfully  asked 
leave  to  call  upon  the  Princess,  and  to  present  to  her  his 
nephew,  Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis;  and  he  pointed  out  to  the 
latter  a  hqjf-dozen  of  other  personages  whose  names  were  as 
famous,  and  whose  histories  were  as  edifying.     What  would 
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poor  Helen  have  thought  could  she  hav«  heard  those  tales,  or 
known  to  what  kind  of  people  her  brother-in-lsw  was  pre- 
senting her  son  ?  Only  once,  leaning  on  Arthur's  arm,  she 
had  passed  through  the  room  where  the  green  tables  were 
prepared  for  play,  and  the  croaking  croupiers  were  calling 
out  their  fatal  words  of  liovge  gagne  and  Couleur  perd.  She 
had  shrunk  terrified  out  of  the  Pandemonium,  imploring  Fen, 
extorting  from  him  a  promise,  on  his  word  of  honour,  that 
he  would  never  play  at  those  tables ;  and  the  scene  which  so 


frightened  the  simple  widow,  only  amused  the  worldly  old 
veteran,  and  made  him  young  again  I  He  could  breathe  the 
air  cheerfully  which  stifled  her.  Her  right  was  not  hia  right : 
his  food  was  her  poison.  Human  creatures  are  constituted 
thus  differently,  and  with  this  variety  the  marvellous  world  is 
peopled.  To  the  credit  of  Mr.  Pen,  let  it  be  said,  that  he 
kept  honestly  the  promise  made  to  his  mother,  and  stoutly 
told  his  uncle  of  hia  intention  to  abide  by  it. 

^Vhen  the  Major  arrived,  hie  presence  somehow  cast  a 
damp  upon  at  least  three  of  the  persons  of  our  little  party— 


PENDENNIS.  237 

upon  Laura,  who  had  anything  but  respect  for  him;  upon 
Warrington,  whose  manner  towards  him  showed  an  involun- 
tary haughtiness  and  contempt;  and  upon  the  timid  and 
alarmed  widow,  who  dreaded  lest  he  should  interfere  with  her 
darling,  though  almost  desperate,  projects  for  her  boy.  And, 
radeed,  the  Major,  unknown  to  himself,  was  the  bearer  of 
tidings  which  were  to  bring  about  a  catastrophe  in  the  a£fairs 
of  all  our  friends. 

Pen  with  his  two  ladies  had  apartments  in  the  town  of 
Bosenbad;  honest  Warrington  had  lodgings  hard  by;  the 
Major,  on  arrival  at  Bosenbad,  had,  as  befitted  his  dignity, 
taken  up  his  quarters  at  one  of  the  great  hotels,  at  the 
''Roman  Emperor"  or  the  "Four  Seasons,"  where  two  or 
three  hundred  gamblers,  pleasure-seekers,  or  invaUds,  sate 
down  and  over-ate  themselves  daily  at  the  enormous  table- 
d'hote.  To  this  hotel  Pen  went  on  the  morning  after  the 
Major's  arrival,  dutifully  to  pay  his  respects  to  his  uncle,  and 
found  the  latter's  sitting-room  duly  prepared  and  arranged 
by  Mr.  Morgan,  with  the  Major's  hats  brushed,  and  his  coats 
laid  out:  his  despatch-boxes  and  umbrella-cases,  his  guide- 
books, passports,  maps,  and  other  elaborate  necessaries  of  the 
Enghsh  traveller,  all  as  trim  and  ready  as  they  could  be  in 
their  master's  own  room  in  Jermyn  Street.  Everything  .was 
ready,  from  the  medicine-bottle  fresh  filled  from  the  pharma- 
cien's,  down  to  the  old  fellow's  prayer-book,  without  which 
he  never  travelled,  for  he  made  a  point  of  appearing  at  the 
English  church  at  every  place  which  he  honoured  with  a  stay. 
"Everybody  did  it,"  he  said;  "every  English  gentleman  did 
it : "  and  this  pious  man  would  as  soon  have  thought  of  not 
calling  upon  the  English  ambassador  in  a  Continental  town, 
as  of  not  showing  himself  at  the  national  place  of  worship. 

The  old  gentleman  had  been  to  take  one  of  the  baths  for 
which  Eosenbad  is  famous,  and  which  everybody  takes,  and 
hifl  after-bath  toilet  was  not  yet  completed  when  Pen  arrived. 
The  elder  called  out  to  Arthur  in  a  cheery  voice  from  the 
inner  apartment,  in  which  he  and  Morgan  were  engaged,  and 
the  valet  presently  came  in,  bearing  a  Uttle  packet  to  Pen's 
address — Mr.  Arthur's  letters  and  papers,  Morgan  said,  which 
he  had  brought  from  Mr.  Arthur's  chambers  in  London,  and 


238  PENDENNIS. 

which  consisted  chiefly  of  numbers  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette^ 
which  our  friend  Mr.  Finucane  thought  his  collaborateurvfoxjli 
like  to  see.  The  papers  were  tied  together :  the  letters  in  an 
envelope,  addressed  to  Pen,  in  the  last-named  gentleman's 
handwriting. 

Amongst  the  letters  there  was  a  little  note  addressed,  as  a 
former  letter  we  have  heard  of  had  been,  to  "  Arther  Penden- 
nis,  Esquire,"  which  Arthur  opened  with  a  start  and  a  blush, 
and  read  with  a  very  keen  pang  of  interest,  and  sorrow,  and 
regard.  She  had  come  to  Arthur's  house,  Fanny  Bolton  said 
— and  found  that  he  was  gone — gone  away  to  Germany  with- 
out ever  leaving  a  word  for  her — or  answer  to  her  last  letter, 
in  which  she  prayed  but  for  one  word  of  kindness — or  the 
books  which  he  had  promised  her  in  happier  times,  before  he 
was  ill,  and  which  she  should  like  to  keep  in  remembrance  of 
him.  She  said  she  would  not  reproach  those  who  had  found 
her  at  his  bedside  when  he  was  in  the  fever,  and  knew  nobody, 
and  who  had  turned  the  poor  girl  away  without  a  word.  She 
thought  she  should  have  died,  she  said,  of  that,  but  Doctor 
Goodenough  had  kindly  tended  her,  and  kep  her  life,  when, 
perhaps,  the  keeping  of  it  was  of  no  good,  and  she  forgave 
everybody :  and  as  for  Arthur,  she  would  pray  for  him  for  ever. 
And  when  he  was  so  ill,  and  they  cut  off  his  haii*,  she  had 
made  so  free  as  to  keep  one  little  lock  for  herself,  and  that 
she  owned.  And  might  she  still  keep  it,  or  would  his  mamma 
order  that  that  should  l)e  gave  up  too  ?  She  was  willing  to 
obey  him  in  all  things,  and  couldn't  but  remember  that  once 
he  was  so  kind,  oh  !  so  good  and  kind  !  to  his  poor  Fanny. 

When  Major  Pendennis,  fresh  and  smirking  from  his 
toilet,  came  out  of  his  bedroom  to  his  sitting-room,  he  found 
Arthur,  with  this  note  before  him,  and  an  expression  of  sa- 
vage anger  on  his  face,  which  surprised  the  elder  gentleman. 
"What  news  from  London,  my  boy?"  he  rather  faintly 
asked ;  "  are  the  duns  at  you,  that  you  look  so  glum  ?  " 

"  Do  you  know  anything  about  this  letter,  sir  ?  "  Arthui* 
asked. 

**  Wliat  letter,  my  good  sir  ?  "  said  the  other  drily,  at  once 
perceiving  what  had  happened. 

**  You   know   what   I   mean— about,   about   Miss— about 
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Fanny  Bolton — the  poor  dear  little  girl,"  Arthur  broke  out. 
"When  was  she  in  my  room?  Was  she  there  when  I  was 
delirious — I  fancied  she  was — was  she  ?  Who  sent  her  out  of 
my  chambers?  Who  intercepted  her  letters  to  me?  Who 
dared  to  do  it  ?    Did  you  do  it,  uncle  ?  '* 

**  It's  not  my  practice  to  tamper  with  gentlemen's  letters, 
or  to  answer  damned  impertinent  questions,"  Major  Penden- 
nis  cried  out,  in  a  great  tremor  of  emotion  and  indignation. 
"There  was  a  girl  in  your  rooms  when  I  came  up  at  great 
personal  inconvenience,  daymy — and  to  meet  with  a  return  of 
this  kind  for  my  a£fection  to  you,  is  not  pleasant,  by  Gad,  sir 
— ^not  at  all  pleasant." 

"  That's  not  the  question,  sir,"  Arthur  said  hotly — "  and 
— and,  I  beg  your  pardon,  imcle.  You  were,  you  always  have 
been,  most  kind  to  me:  but  I  say  again,  did  you  say  any- 
thing harsh  to  this  poor  girl  ?  Did  you  send  her  away  from 
me?" 

"  I  never  spoke  a  word  to  the  girl,"  the  uncle  said,  "  and 
I  never  sent  her  away  from  you,  and  know  no  more  about  her, 
and  wish  to  know  no  more  about  her,  than  about  the  man  in 
the  moon." 

"Then  it's  my  mother  that  did  it,"  Arthur  broke  out. 
"Did  my  mother  send  that  poor  child  away  ?  " 

"I  repeat  I  know  nothing  about  it,  sir,"  the  elder  said 
tastily.     "  Let's  change  the  subject,  if  you  please." 

"I'll  never  forgive  the  person  who  did  it,"  said  Arthur, 
boimcing  up  and  seizing  his  hat. 

The  Major  cried  out,  "  Stop,  Arthur,  for  God's  sake, 
stop ! "  but  before  he  had  uttered  his  sentence,  Arthur  had 
rushed  out  of  the  room,  and  at  the  next  minute  the  Major 
saw  him  striding  rapidly  down  the  street  that  led  towards  his 
home. 

"  Get  breakfast ! "  said  the  old  fellow  to  Morgan,  and  he 
wagged  his  head  and  sighed  as  he  looked  out  of  the  window. 
"  Poor  Helen — poor  soul !  There'll  be  a  row.  I  knew  there 
would :  and  begad  all  the  fat's  in  the  fire." 

When  Pen  reached  home  he  only  found  Warrington  in  the 
ladies'  drawing-room,  waiting  their  arrival  in  order  to  conduct 
them  to  the  place  where  the  little  EngUsh  colony  at  Bosenbad 
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held  their  Sunday  church.  Helen  and  Laura  had  not  ap- 
peared as  yet ;  the  former  was  ailing,  and  her  daughter  was 
with  her.  Pen's  wTath  was  so  great  that  he  could  not  defer 
expressing  it.  He  flimg  Fanny's  letter  across  the  table  to  his 
friend.  **  Look  there,  Warruigton,"  he  said ;  "  she  tended  me 
in  my  illness,  she  rescued  me  out  of  the  jaws  of  death,  and 
this  is  the  way  they  have  treated  the  dear  Uttle  creature. 
They  have  kept  her  letters  from  me;  they  have  treated  me 
like  a  child,  and  her  like  a  dog,  poor  thing !  My  mother  has 
done  this." 

"  If  she  has,  you  must  remember  it  is  your  mother,"  War- 
rington interposed. 

"It  only  makes  the  crime  the  greater,  because  it  is  she 
who  has  done  it,"  Pen  answered.  "  She  ought  to  have  been 
the  i)oor  girl's  defender,  not  her  enemy;  she  ought  to  go  down 
on  her  knees  and  ask  pardon  of  her.  I  ought !  I  will !  I  am 
shocked  at  the  cruelty  which  has  been  shown  her.  What? 
She  gave  me  her  all,  and  this  is  her  return !  She  sacrifices 
everything  for  me,  and  they  spurn  her !  " 

**  Hush  !  "  said  Warrington,  "  they  can  hear  you  from  the 
next  room." 

**  Hear  ?  let  them  hear !  "  Pen  cried  out,  only  so  much  the 
louder.  "  Those  may  overhear  my  talk  who  intercept  my 
letters.  I  say  this  poor  girl  has  been  shamefully  used,  and  I 
will  do  my  best  to  right  her ;  I  will." 

The  door  of  the  neighbouring  room  opened,  and  Laura 
came  forth  with  pale  and  stern  face.  She  looked  at  Pen  with 
glances  from  which  beamed  pride,  defiance,  aversion.  **  Arthur, 
your  mother  is  very  ill,"  she  said;  **it  is  a  pity  that  you  should 
speak  so  loud  as  to  disturb  her." 

**  It  is  a  pity  that  I  should  have  been  obliged  to  speak  at 
all,"  Pen  answered.  **  And  I  have  more  to  say  before  I  have 
done." 

**  I  should  think  what  j'^ou  have  to  say  will  hardly  be  fit 
for  me  to  hear,"  Laura  said,  haughtily. 

**  You  are  welcome  to  hear  it  or  not,  as  you  like,"  said  Mr. 
Pen.     **  I  shall  go  in  now,  and  speak  to  my  mother." 

Laura  came  rapidly  forward,  so  that  she  should  not  be 
overheard  by  her  friend  within.     **  Not  now,  sir,"  she  said  to 
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Pen.  "  You  may  kill  her  if  you  do.  Your  conduct  has  gone 
fiur  enough  to  make  her  wretched." 

"  What  conduct  ?  "  cried  out  Pen,  in  a  fury.  "  Who  dares 
impugn  it  ?  Who  dares  meddle  with  me  ?  Is  it  you  who  are 
the  instigator  of  this  persecution  ?  '* 

"  I  said  before  it  was  a  subject  of  which  it  did  not  become 
me  to  hear  or  to  speak/'  Laura  said.  "  But  as  for  Mamma, 
if  she  had  acted  otherwise  than  she  did  with  regard  to — to 
the  person  about  whom  you  seem  to  take  such  an  interest,  it 
would  have  been  I  that  must  have  quitted  your  house,  and 
not  that — that  person." 

"  By  heavens !  this  is  too  much,"  Pen  cried  out,  with  a 
violent  execration. 

"Perhaps  that  is  what  you  wished,"  Laura  said,  tossing 
her  head  up.  "  No  more  of  this,  if  you  please ;  I  am  not  ac- 
customed to  hear  such  subjects  spoken  of  in  such  language ;  " 
and  with  a  stately  curtsey  the  yoimg  lady  passed  to  her  friend's 
room,  looking  her  adversary  full  in  the  face  as  she  retreated 
and  closed  the  door  upon  him. 

Pen  was  bewildered  with  wonder,  perplexity,  fury,  at  this 
monstrous  and  unreasonable  persecution.  He  burst  out  into 
a  loud  and  bitter  laugh  as  Laura  quitted  him,  and  with  sneers 
and  revilings,  as  a  man  who  jeers  under  an  operation,  ridi- 
culed at  once  his  own  pain  and  his  persecutor's  anger.  The 
laugh,  which  was  one  of  bitter  humour,  and  no  unmanly  or 
unkindly  expression  of  suffering  under  most  cruel  and  im- 
merited  torture,  was  heard  in  the  next  apartment,  as  some  of 
his  unlucky  previous  expressions  had  been,  and,  like  them, 
entirely  misinterpreted  by  the  hearers.  It  struck  like  a  dagger 
into  the  wounded  and  tender  heart  of  Helen ;  it  pierced  Laura, 
and  inflamed  the  high-spirited  girl  with  scorn  and  anger. 
"  And  it  was  to  this  hardened  libertine,"  she  thought — **  to 
this  boaster  of  low  intrigues,  that  I  had  given  my  heart 
away."  "  He  breaks  the  most  sacred  laws,"  thought  Helen. 
"  He  prefers  the  creature  of  his  passion  to  his  own  mother ; 
and  when  he  is  upbraided,  he  laughs,  and  glories  in  his 
crime.  *  She  gave  me  her  all,'  I  heard  him  say  it,"  argued  the 
poor  widow;  "and  he  boasts  of  it,  and  laughs,  and  breaks 
his  mother's  heart."    The  emotion,  the  shame,  the  grief,  the 
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mortification  almost  killed  her.     She  felt  she  should  die  of  his 
unkindness. 

Warrington  thought  of  Laura's  speech — "  Perhaps  that  is 
what  you  wished."  "  She  loves  Pen  still,"  he  said.  "  It  was 
jealousy  made  her  speak." — "  Come  away,  Pen.  Come  away, 
and  let  us  go  to  church  and  get  calm.  You  must  explain  this 
matter  to  your  mother.  She  does  not  appear  to  know  the 
truth :  nor  do  you  quite,  my  good  fellow.  Come  away,  and  let 
us  talk  about  it."  And  again  he  muttered  to  himself,  " '  Per- 
haps that  is  what  you  wished.'  Yes,  she  loves  him.  Why 
shouldn't  she  love  him  ?  Whom  else  would  I  have  her  love  ? 
What  can  she  be  to  me  but  the  dearest  and  the  fairest  and 
the  best  of  women  ?  " 

So,  leaving  the  women  similarly  engaged  within,  the  two 
gentlemen  walked  away,  each  occupied  with  his  own  thoughts, 
and  silent  for  a  considerable  space.  ''  I  must  set  this  matter 
right,"  thought  honest  George,  **as  she  loves  him  still — I  must 
set  his  mother's  mind  right  about  the  other  woman."  And 
with  this  charitable  thought,  the  good  fellow  began  to  tell  more 
at  large  what  Bows  had  said  to  him  regarding  Miss  Bolton's 
behaviour  and  fickleness,  and  he  described  how  the  girl  was 
no  better  than  a  light-mmded  flirt ;  and,  perhaps,  he  exagge- 
rated the  good-htfiuour  and  contentedness  which  he  had  him- 
self, as  he  thought,  witnessed  in  her  behaviour  in  the  scene 
with  Mr.  Huxter. 

Now,  all  Bows's  statements  had  been  coloured  by  an  msane 
jealousy  and  rage  on  that  old  man's  part ;  and  instead  of  al- 
laying Pen's  renascent  desire  to  see  his  little  conquest  again, 
Warrington's  accoimts  inflamed  and  angered  Pendennis,  and 
made  him  more  anxious  than  before  to  set  himself  right,  as 
he  persisted  in  phrasing  it,  with  Fanny.  They  arrived  at  the 
eliurch  door  presently;  but  scarce  one  word  of  the  sersdce, 
and  not  a  syllable  of  Mr.  Shamble's  sermon,  did  either  of  them 
comprehend,  probably — so  much  was  each  engaged  with  bis 
own  private  speculations.  The  Major  came  up  to  them  after 
the  service,  with  his  well-brushed  hat  and  wig,  and  his  jaun- 
tiest, most  cheerful,  air.  He  complimented  them  upon  being 
seen  at  church ;  again  he  said  that  every  commc-il-faut  i>er- 
son  made  a  point  of  attending  the  English  service  abroad; 
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and  he  walked  back  with  the  young  men,  prattling  to  them  in 
garrulous  good-humour,  and  making  bows  to  his  acquaint- 
ances as  they  passed ;  and  thinking  innocently  that  Pen  and 
George  were  both  highly  delighted  by  his  anecdotes,  which 
they  suffered  to  run  on  in  a  scornful  and  silent  acquiescence. 
At  the  time  of  Mr.  Shamble's  sermon  (an  erratic  Anglican 
divine,  hired  for  the  season  at  places  of  English  resort,  and 
addicted  to  debts,  drinking,  and  even  to  roulette,  it  was  said). 
Pen,  chafing  under  the  persecution  which  his  womankind  in- 
flicted upon  him,  had  been  meditating  a  great  act  of  revolt 
and  of  justice,  as  he  had  worked  himself  up  to  believe ;  and 
Warrington  on  his  part  had  been  thinking  that  a  crisis  in  his 
affairs  had  likewise  come,  and  that  it  was  necessary  for  him 
to  break  away  from  a  connection  which  every  day  made  more 
and  more  wretched  and  dear  to  him.    Yes,  the  time  was  come. 
He  took  those  fatal  words,  "  Perhaps  that  is  what  you  wished," 
as  a  text  for  a  gloomy  homily,  which  he  preached  to  himself, 
in  the  dark  crypt  of  his  own  heart,  whilst  Mr.  Shamble  was 
feebly  giving  utterance  to  his  sermon. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 
"faiboaes  to  let." 

UB  poor  mdow  {with  the  assistance  a 
ber  &iithful  Martha  of  Fairoaks,  vhc 
laugbed  and  wondered  at  the  GernuD 
)  -ways,  and  superintended  the  affairs  oJ 
the  simple  household}  had  made  a  little 
feast  in  honour  of  Major  Fendeimia'a 
arrival,  of  which,  however,  only  the 
Major  and  his  two  younger  friends 
partook,  for  H*len  sent  to  say  thai 
she  was  too  unwell  to  dine  at  their  table,  and  Laura  bore  hei 
company.  The  Major  talked  for  the  party,  and  did  not  per 
ceive,  or  choose  to  perceive,  what  a  gloom  and  silence  per 
vadcd  the  other  two  sharers  of  the  modest  dinner.  It  wai 
evening  before  Helen  and  Laura  came  into  the  sittiug-roon 
to  join  the  company  there.  She  came  in  leaning  on  Laura 
with  her  back  to  the  waning  light,  so  that  Arthur  could  no 
see  how  pallid  and  woe-stricken  her  face  was ;  and  as  sh 
went  up  to  Pen,  whom  she  had  not  seen  daring  the  day,  an- 
placed  her  fond  arms  ou  bis  shoulder,  and  kissed  him  tenderlj 
Laura  left  ber,  and  moved  away  to  another  part  of  the  rooa 
Pen  remarked  that  his  motlier's  voice  and  her  whole  fraiLi 
trembled,  her  hand  was  clammy  cold  as  she  put  it  up  to  U 
forehead,  piteously  embracing  liim.  The  sjwctacle  of  he 
misery  only  added,  somt-how,  to  the  wrath  and  testiness  c 
the  young  man.  He  scarcely  returned  the  kiss  which  tU 
sufft-ring  lady  gave  him  ;  and  the  countenance  with  which  h. 
met  the  appeal  of  ber  look  was  hard  and  cruel.     "  She  perse 
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cutes  me,"  he  thought  within  himself,  "  and  she  comes  to  me 
^th  the  air  of  a  martyr."  **  You  look  very  ill,  my  child," 
she  said.  "  I  don't  like  to  see  you  look  in  that  way."  And 
she  tottered  to  a  sofa,  still  holding  one  of  his  passive  hands 
in  her  thin  cold  clinging  lingers. 

"I  have  had  much  to  annoy  me.  Mother,"  Pen  said,  with 

a  throbbing  breast :  and  as  he  spoke  Helen's  heart  began  to 

beat  so,  that  she  sate  almost  dead  and  speechless  with  terror. 

Warrington,  Laura,  and  Major  Pendennis,  all  remained 

breathless,  aware  that  the  storm  was  about  to  break. 

"I  have  had  letters  from  London,"  Arthur  continued, 
**  and  one  that  has  given  me  more  pain  than  I  ever  had  in 
xny  life.  It  tells  me  that  former  letters  of  mine  have  been 
intercepted  and  purloined  away  from  me ; — that — that  a  young 
creature  who  has  shown  the  greatest  love  and  care  for  me,  has 
iDeen  most  cruelly  used  by — by  you.  Mother." 

"For  God's  sake,  stop,"  cried  out  Warrington.     "She's 
ill— don't  you  see  she  is  ill  ?  " 

"  Let  him  go  on,"  said  the  widow,  faintly. 
"Let  him  go  on  and  kill  her,"  said  Laura,  rushing  up  to 
ier  mother's  side.     "  Speak  on,  sir,  and  see  her  die." 

"It  is  you  who  are  cruel,"  cried  Pen,  more  exasperated 
and  more  savage,  because  his  own  heart,  naturally  soft  and 
Weak,  revolted  indignantly  at  the  injustice  of  the  very  suffer- 
ing which  was  laid  at  his  door.     "  It  is  you  who  are  cruel, 
^who  attribute  all  this  pain  to  me :  it  is  you  who  are  cruel 
^^th  your  wicked  reproaches,  your  wicked  doubts  of  me,  your 
'vricked  persecutions  of  those  who  love  me, — yes,  those  who 
love  me,  and  who  brave  everything  for  me,  and  whom  you 
despise  and  trample  upon  because  they  are  of  lower  degree 
iihan  you.     Shall  I  tell  you  what  I  will  do, — what  I  am  re- 
solved to  do,  now  that  I  know  what  your  conduct  has  been  ? 
— I  will  go  back  to  this  poor  girl  whom  you  turned  out  of  my 
doors,  and  ask  her  to  come  back  and  share  my  home  with  me. 
I'll  defy  the  pride  which  persecutes  her,  and  the  pitiless  sus- 
picion which  insults  her  and  me." 

"  Do  you  mean.  Pen,  that  you "  here  the  widow,  with 

eager  eyes  and  outstretched  hands,  was  breaking  out,  but 
Laura  stopped  her :  "  Silence,  hush,  dear  Mother,"  she  cried. 
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and  the  widow  hushed.  Savagely  as  Pen  spoke,  she  was  only 
too  eager  to  hear  what  more  he  had  to  say.  "  Gro  on,  Arthur, 
go  on,  Arthur,*'  was  all  she  said,  almost  swooning  away  as  she 
spoke. 

**  By  Gad,  I  say  he  shan't  go  on,  or  I  won't  hear  him,  by 
Gad,"  the  Major  said,  trembling  too  in  his  wrath.  '*  If  you 
choose,  sir,  after  all  we've  done  for  you,  after  all  I've  done  for 
you  myself,  to  insult  your  mother  and  disgrace  your  name,  by 
allying  yourself  with  a  low-born  kitchen-girl,  go  and  do  it,  by 
Gad, — but  let  us,  ma'am,  have  no  more  to  do  with  him.  I 
wash  my  hands  of  you,  sir, — I  wash  my  hands  of  you.  I'm 
an  old  fellow, — I  ain't  long  for  this  world.  I  come  of  as  an- 
cient and  honourable  a  family  as  any  in  England,  and  I  did 
hope,  before  I  went  off  the  hooks,  by  Gad,  that  the  fellow  that 
I'd  liked,  and  brought  up,  and  nursed  through  life,  by  Jove, 
would  do  something  to  show  me  that  our  name — yes,  the  name 
of  Pendennis,  was  left  undishonoured  behind  us ;  but  if  he 
won't,  dammy,  I  say,  amen.  By  G — ,  both  my  father  and 
my  brother  Jack  were  the  proudest  men  in  England,  and  I 
never  would  have  thought  that  there  would  come  this  disgrace 
to  my  name, — never — and — and  I'm  ashamed  that  it's  Arthur 
Pendennis."  The  old  fellow's  voice  here  broke  off  into  a  sob: 
it  was  the  second  time  that  Arthur  had  brought  tears  from 
those  wrinkled  lids. 

The  sound  of  his  breaking  voice  stayed  Pen's  anger  in- 
stantly, and  he  stopped  pacing  the  room,  as  he  had  been 
doing  until  that  moment.  Laura  was  by  Helen's  sofa ;  and 
Warrington  had  remained  hitherto  an  almost  silent  but  not 
uninterested  spectator  of  the  family  storm.  As  the  parties 
were  talking,  it  had  grown  almost  dark;  and  after  the  lull 
which  succeeded  the  passionate  outbreak  of  the  Major,  George's 
deep  voice,  as  it  here  broke  trembling  into  the  twilight  room, 
was  heard  with  no  small  emotion  by  all. 

**  Will  you  let  me  tell  you  something  about  myself,  my 
kind  friends?"  he  said, — **you  have  been  so  good  to  me, 
ma'am— you  have  been  so  kind  to  me,  Laura — I  hope  I  may 
call  you  so  sometimes — my  dear  Pen  and  I  have  been  such 
friends  that — that  I  have  long  wanted  to  tell  you  my  story 
such  as  it  is,  and  would  have  told  it  to  you  earlier  but  that  it 
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is  a  sad  one  and  contain's  another's  secret.  However,  it 
may  do  good  for  Arthur  to  know  it — it  is  right  that  every 
one  here  should.  It  will  divert  you  from  thinking  about  a 
subject  which,  out  of  a  fatal  misconception,  has  caused  a  great 
deal  of  pain  to  all  of  you.  May  I  please  tell  you,  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis?" 

"Pray  speak,"  was  all  Helen  said;  and  indeed  she  was 
not  much  heeding;  her  mind  was  full  of  another  idea  with 
which  Pen's  words  had  supplied  her,  and  she  was  in  a  terror 
of  hope  that  what  he  had  hinted  might  be  as  she  wished. 

George  filled  himself  a  bumper  of  wine  and  emptied  it,  and 
b^^an  to  speak.  **  You  all  of  you  know  how  you  see  me,"  he 
said, — "  a  man  without  a  desire  to  make  an  advance  in  the 
world :  careless  about  reputation ;  and  living  in  a  garret  and 
from  hand  to  mouth,  though  I  have  friends  and  a  name,  and 
I  dare  say  capabilities  of  my  own,  that  would  serve  me  if  I 
bad  a  mind.  But  mind  I  have  none.  I  shall  die  in  that 
garret  most  likely,  and  alone.  I  nailed  myself  to  that  doom 
in  early  life.  Shall  I  tell  you  what  it  was  that  interested  me 
about  Arthur  years  ago,  and  made  me  inclined  towards  him 
when  I  first  saw  him  ?  The  men  from  our  college  at  Oxbridge 
brought  up  accounts  of  that  early  affair  with  the  Chatteris 
actress,  about  whom  Pen  has  often  talked  to  me  since ;  and 
who,  but  for  the  Major's  generalship,  might  have  been  j^our 
daughter-in-law,  ma'am.  I  can't  see  Pen  in  the  dark,  but  he 
blushes,  I'm  sure ;  and  I  dare  say  Miss  Bell  does ;  and  my 
friend  Major  Pendennis,  I  dare  say,  laughs  as  he  ought  to  do 
—for  he  won.  What  would  have  been  Arthur's  lot  now  had 
he  been  tied  at  nineteen  to  an  illiterate  woman  older  than 
himself,  with  no  qualities  in  common  between  them,  to  make 
one  a  companion  for  the  other,  no  equality,  no  confidence, 
and  no  love,  speedily  ?  What  could  he  have  been  but  most 
miserable  ?  And  when  he  spoke  just  now  and  threatened  a 
similar  union,  be  sure  it  was  but  a  threat  occasioned  by  anger, 
which  you  must  give  me  leave  to  say,  ma'am,  was  very  natural 
on  his  part,  for  after  a  generous  and  manly  conduct— let  me 
say  who  know  the  circumstances  well — most  generous  and 
manly  and  self-denying  (which  is  rare  with  him),— he  has 
met  from  some  friends  of  his  with  a  most  imkind  suspicion. 
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and  has  had  to  complain  of  the  unfair  treatment  of  another 
innocent  person,  towards  whom  he  and  you  all  are  under  much 
ohligation." 

The  widow  was  going  to  get  up  here,  and  Warrington, 
seeing  her  attempt  to  rise,  said,  "  Do  I  tire  you,  ma*am  ?  " 

**0h  no— go  on — go  on,"  said  Helen,  delighted,  and  he 
continued. 

**  I  Hked  him,  you  see,  because  of  that  early  history  of  his, 
which  had  come  to  my  ears  in  college  gossip,  and  because  I 
like  a  man,  if  you  will  pardon  me  for  saying  so,  Miss  Laura, 
who  shows  that  he  can  have  a  great  unreasonable  attachment 
for  a  woman.  That  was  why  we  became  friends — and  are  all 
friends  here — for  always,  aren't  we  ?  "  he  added,  in  a  lower 
voice,  leaning  over  to  her,  "and  Pen  has  been  a  great  comfort 
and  companion  to  a  lonely  and  unfortunate  man. 

**  I  am  not  complaining  of  my  lot,  you  see ;  for  no  man's 
is  what  he  would  have  it;  and  up  in  my  garret,  where  you 
left  the  flowers,  and  with  my  old  books  and  my  pipe  for  a  wife, 
I  am  pretty  contented,  and  only  occasionally  envy  other  men, 
whose  careers  in  life  are  more  brilliant,  or  who  can  solace 
their  ill  fortune  by  what  Fate  and  my  own  fault  have  depriveA^ 
me  of— the  affection  of  a  woman  or  a  child."    Here  ther^^ 
came  a  sigh  from  somewhere  near  Warrington  in  the  darl^^ 
and  a  hand  was  held  out  in  his  direction,  which,  however,  w^^g 
instantly  withdrawn,  for  the  prudery  of  our  females  is  suc"^^ 
that  before  all  expression  of  feeling,  or  natural  kindness  a^^j 
regard,  a  woman  is  taught  to  think  of  herself  and  the  p^:-o. 
prieties,  and  to  be  ready  to  blush  at  the  very  slightest  notic^^ . 
and  checking,  as,  of  course,  it  ought,  this  spontaneous  motion 
modesty  drew  up  again,  kindly  friendship  shrank  back  asharciej 
of  itself,  and  Warrington  resumed  his  history.     "  My  fate  is 
such  as  I  made  it,  and  not  lucky  for  me  or  for  others  involved 
in  it. 

**I,  too,  had  an  adventure  before  I  went  to  college;  and 
there  was  no  one  to  save  me  as  Major  Pendennis  saved  Pen. 
Pardon  me.  Miss  Laura,  if  I  tell  this  story  before  you.  It  is 
as  well  that  you  all  of  you  should  hear  my  confession.  Before 
I  went  to  college,  as  a  boy  of  eighteen,  I  was  at  a  private 
tutor's,  and  there,  like  Arthur,  I  became  attached,  or  fancied 
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I  was  attached,  to  a  woman  of  a  much  lower  degree  and  a 
greater  age  than  my  own.    You  shrink  from  me '' 

"No,  I  don't,"  Lamra  said,  and  here  the  hand  went  out 
resolutely,  and  laid  itself  in  Warrington's.  She  had  divined 
his  story  from  some  previous  hints  let  fall  by  him,  and  his 
first  words  at  its  conmiencement. 

"  She  was  a  yeoman's  daughter  in  the  neighbourhood," 
Warrington  said,  with  rather  a  faltering  voice,  "and  I  fancied 
— what  all  young  men  fancy.  Her  parents  knew  who  my 
father  was,  and  encouraged  me,  with  all  sorts  of  coarse  arti- 
fices and  scoundrel  flatteries,  which  I  see  now,  about  their 
house.  To  do  her  justice,  I  own  she  never  cared  for  me,  but 
was  forced  into  what  happened  by  the  threats  and  com- 
pulsion of  her  family.  Would  to  God  that  I  had  not  been 
deceived:  but  in  these  matters  we  are  deceived  because  we 
wish  to  be  so,  and  I  thought  I  loved  that  poor  woman. 

"  What  could  come  of  such  a  marriage  ?  I  found,  before 
long,  that  I  was  married  to  a  boor.  She  could  rrot  comprehend 
one  subject  that  interested  me.  Her  dulness  palled  upon  me 
till  I  grew  to  loathe  it.  And  after  some  time  of  a  wretched, 
furtive  union — I  must  tell  you  all — I  found  letters  somewhere 
(and  such  letters  they  were !)  which  showed  me  that  her  heart, 
such  as  it  was,  had  never  been  mine,  but  had  always  belonged 
to  a  person  of  her  own  degree. 

"  At  my  father's  death,  I  paid  what  debts  I  had  contracted 
at  college,  and  settled  every  shilling  which  remained  to  me  in 
an  annuity  upon — upon  those  who  bore  my  name,  on  condi- 
tion that  they  should  hide  themselves  away,  and  not  assume 
it.  They  have  kept  that  condition,  as  they  would  break  it, 
for  more  money.  If  I  had  earned  fame  or  reputation,  that 
woman  would  have  come  to  claim  it :  if  I  had  made  a  name 
for  myself,  those  who  had  no  right  to  it  would  have  borne  it  ; 
and  I  entered  Ufe  at  twenty,  God  help  me — hopeless  and 
mined  beyond  remission.  I  was  the  boyish  victim  of  vulgar 
cheats,  and,  perhaps,  it  is  only  of  late  I  have  found  out  how 
hard — ah,  how  hard — it  is  to  forgive  them.  I  told  you  the 
moral  before.  Pen ;  and  now  I  have  told  you  the  fable.  Be- 
ware how  you  marry  out  of  your  degree.  I  was  made  for  a 
better  lot  than  this,  I  think :  but  God  has  awarded  me  this 
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one— and  so,  you  see,  it  is  for  me  to  look  on,  and  see  others 
successful  and  others  happy,  with  a  heart  that  shall  be  as 
little  bitter  as  possible." 

"  By  Gad,  sir,"  cried  the  Major,  in  high  good-humour,  "  I 
intended  you  to  marry  Miss  Laura  here." 

"And,  by  Gad,  Master  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  thousand 
pound,"  Warrington  said. 

**How  d'ye  mean  a  thousand?  it  was  only  a  pony,  sir,'* 
replied  the  Major  simply,  at  which  the  other  laughed. 

As  for  Helen,  she  was  so  delighted,  that  she  started  up, 
and  said,  "  God  bless  you — God  for  ever  bless  you,  Mr.  War- 
rington ! "  and  kissed  both  his  hands,  and  ran  up  to  Pen,  and 
fell  into  his  arms. 

"  Yes,  dearest  Mother,"  he  said  as  he  held  her  to  him,  and 
with  a  noble  tenderness  and  emotion,  embraced  and  forgave 
her.  "I  am  innocent,  and  my  dear,  dear  mother  has  done 
me  a  wrong." 

**0h,  yes,  my  child,  I  have  wronged  you,  thank  God,  I 
have  wronged  you  !  "  Helen  whispered.  "  Come  away,  Arthur 
— not  here — I  want  to  ask  my  child  to  forgive  me — and — and 
my  God  to  forgive  me;  and  to  bless  you,  and  love  you,  my 
son." 

He  led  her,  tottering,  into  her  room,  and  closed  the  door, 
as  the  three  touched  spectators  of  the  reconciliation  looked  on 
in  pleased  silence.  Ever  after,  ever  after,  the  tender  accents 
of  that  voice  faltering  sweetly  at  his  ear — the  look  of  the  sacred 
eyes  beaming  with  an  affection  unutterable — the  quiver  of  the 
fond  lips  smiling  mournfully — were  remembered  by  the  young 
man.  And  at  his  best  moments,  and  at  his  hours  of  trial  and 
grief,  and  at  his  times  of  success  or  well-doing,  the  mother's 
face  looked  down  upon  him,  and  blessed  him  with  its  gaze  of 
pity  and  purity,  as  he  saw  it  in  that  night  when  she  yet 
lingered  with  him ;  and  when  she  seemed,  ere  she  quite  left 
him,  an  angel,  transfigured  and  glorified  with  love — for  which 
love,  as  for  the  greatest  of  the  bounties  and  wonders  of  God's 
provision  for  us,  let  us  kneel  and  thank  Our  Father. 

The  moon  had  risen  by  this  time ;  Arthur  recollected  well 
afterwards  how  it  Hglited  up  his  mother's  sweet  pale  face. 
Their  talk,  or  his  rather,  for  she  scarcely  could  speak,  was 
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more  tender  and  confidential  than  it  had  been  for  years  before. 
He  was  the  frank  and  generous  boy  of  her  early  days  and 
love.  He  told  her  the  story,  the  mistake  regarding  which  had 
caused  her  so  much  pain — his  struggles  to  fly  from  tempta- 
tion, and  his  thankfulness  that  he  had  been  able  to  overcome 
it.  He  never  would  do  the  girl  wrong,  never ;  or  wound  his 
own  honour  or  his  mother's  pure  heart.  The  threat  that  he 
would  return  was  uttered  in  a  moment  of  exasperation,  of 
which  he  repented.  He  never  would  see  her  again.  But  his 
mother  said,  Yes,  he  should ;  and  it  was  she  who  had  been 
proud  and  culpable — and  she  would  like  to  give  Fanny  Bolton 
something — and  she  begged  her  dear  boy's  pardon  for  opening 
the  letter — and  she  would  write  to  the  young  girl,  if, — if  she 
had  time.  Poor  thing!  was  it  not  natural  that  she  should 
love  her  Arthur  ?  And  again  she  kissed  him,  and  she  blessed 
him. 

As  they  were  talking  the  clock  struck  nine,  and  Helen 
reminded  him  how,  when  he  was  a  little  boy,  she  used  to  go 
up  to  his  bedroom  at  that  hour,  and  hear  him  say  Our  Father. 
And  once  more,  oh,  once  more,  the  young  man  fell  down  at 
his  mother's  sacred  knees,  and  sobbed  out  the  prayer  which 
the  Divine  Tenderness  uttered  for  us,  and  which  has  been 
echoed  for  twenty  ages  since  by  millions  of  sinful  and  humbled 
men.  And  as  he  spoke  the  last  words  of  the  supplication,  the 
mother's  head  fell  down  on  her  boy's,  and  her  arms  closed 
round  him,  and  together  they  repeated  the  words  "for  ever 
and  ever,"  and  "  Amen." 

A  little  time  after,  it  might  have  been  a  quarter  of  an 
hour,  Laura  heard  Arthur's  voice  calling  from  within,  "Laura! 
Laura ! "  She  rushed  into  the  room  instantly,  and  found  the 
young  man  still  on  his  knees,  and  holding  his  mother's  hand. 
Helen's  head  had  sunk  back  and  was  quite  pale  in  the  moon. 
Pen  looked  round,  scared  with  a  ghastly  terror.  "Help, 
Laura,  help ! "  he  said — "  she's  fainted— she's " 

Laura  screamed,  and  fell  by  the  side  of  Helen.  The  shriek 
brought  Warrington  and  Major  Pendennis  and  the  servants  to 
the  room.  The  sainted  woman  was  dead.  The  last  emotion 
of  her  soul  here  was  joy,  to  be  henceforth  unchequered  and 
eternal.     The  tender  heart  beat  no  more ;  it  was  to  have  no 
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more  pangs,  no  more  doubts,  no  more  griefs  and  trials.  Ita 
last  throb  was  love;  and  Helen's  last  breath  was  a  benedic- 
tion. 

The  melancholy  party  bent  their  way  speedily  homewards, 
and  Helen  was  laid  by  her  husband's  side  at  Glavering,  in  the 
old  church  where  she  had  prayed  so  often.  For  a  while  Laura 
went  to  stay  with  Doctor  Portman,  who  read  the  service  over 
his  dear  sister  departed,  amidst  his  own  sobs  and  those  of 
the  httle  congregation  which  assembled  round  Helen's  tomb. 
There  were  not  many  who  cared  for  her,  or  who  spoke  of  her 
when  gone.  Scarcely  more  than  of  a  nun  in  a  cloister  did 
people  know  of  that  pious  and  gentle  lady.  A  few  words 
among  the  cottagers  whom  her  bounty  was  accustomed  to 
relieve,  a  little  talk  from  house  to  house  at  Glavering,  where 
this  lady  told  how  their  neighbour  died  of  a  complaint  of  the 
heart;  whilst  that  speculated  upon  the  amount  of  property 
which  the  widow  had  left;  and  a  third  wondered  whether 
Arthur  would  let  Fairoaks  or  live  in  it,  and  expected  that  he 
would  not  be  long  getting  through  his  property, — this  was  all, 
and  except  with  one  or  two  who  cherished  her,  the  kind  soul 
was  forgotten  by  the  next  market-day.  Would  you  desire  that 
grief  for  you  should  last  for  a  few  more  weeks?  and  does  after- 
life seem  less  solitary,  provided  that  our  names,  when  we  "  go 
down  into  silence,"  are  echoing  on  this  side  of  the  grave  yet 
for  a  little  while,  and  human  voices  are  still  talking  about  us  ? 
She  was  gone,  the  pure  soul,  whom  only  two  or  three  loved 
and  knew.  The  great  blank  she  left  was  in  Laura's  heart,  to 
whom  her  love  had  been  everj-thing,  and  who  had  now  but 
to  worship  her  memory.  **  I  am  glad  that  she  gave  me  her 
blessing  before  she  went  away,"  Warrington  said  to  Pen ;  and 
as  for  Arthur,  with  a  humble  acknowledgment  and  wonder  at 
so  much  affection,  ho  hardly  dared  to  ask  of  Heaven  to  make 
him  worthy  of  it,  though  he  felt  that  a  saint  there  was  inter- 
ceding for  him. 

All  the  lady's  affairs  were  found  in  perfect  order,  and  her 
little  projvrty  ready  for  transmission  to  her  son,  in  trust  for 
whom  she  held  it.  Pai>ers  in  her  desk  showed  that  she  had 
long  been  aware  of  the  complaint,  one  of  the  heart,  under 
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Trhich  she  laboured,  and  knew  that  it  would  suddenly  remove 
her :  and  a  prayer  was  found  m  her  handwritmg,  asking  that 
her  end  might  be,  as  it  was,  in  the  arms  of  her  son. 

Laura  and  Arthur  talked  over  her  sayings,  all  of  which  the 
former  most  fondly  remembered,  to  the  young  man's  shame 
somewhat,  who  thought  how  much  greater  her  love  had  been 
for  Helen  than  his  own.  He  referred  himself  entirely  to 
Laura  to  know  what  Helen  would  have  wished  should  be 
done;  what  poor  persons  she  would  have  liked  to  reUeve; 
what  legacies  or  remembrances  she  would  have  wished  to 
transmit.  They  pa.cked  up  the  vase  which  Helen  in  her 
gratitude  had  destined  to  Doctor  Goodenough,  and  duly  sent 
it  to  the  kind  Doctor ;  a  silver  coffee-pot,  which  she  used,  was 
sent  off  to  Doctor  Portman ;  a  diamond  ring,  with  her  hair, 
was  given  with  affectionate  greeting  to  Warrington. 

It  must  have  been  a  hard  day  for  poor  Laura  when  she 
went  over  to  Fairoaks  first,  and  to  the  little  room  which  she 
had  occupied,  and  which  was  hers  no  more,  and  to  the  widow's 
own  blank  chamber  in  which  those  two  had  passed  so  many 
beloved  hours.  There,  of  course,  were  the  clothes  in  the 
wardrobe,  the  cushion  on  which  she  prayed,  the  chair  at  the 
toilette :  the  glass  that  was  no  more  to  reflect  her  dear  sad 
&ce.  After  she  had  been  here  awhile.  Pen  knocked  and  led 
her  downstairs  to  the  parlour  again,  and  made  her  drink  a 
little  wine,  and  said,  ''  God  bless  you,"  as  she  touched  the 
glass.  "Nothing  shall  ever  be  changed  in  your  room,"  he 
said — "  it  is  always  your  room — it  is  always  my  sister's  room. 
Shall  it  not  be  so,  Laura  ?  "  and  Laura  said,  **  Yes !  " 

Among  the  widow's  papers  was  found  a  packet,  marked  by 
the  widow  "  Letters  from  Laura's  father,"  and  which  Arthur 
gave  to  her.  They  were  the  letters  which  had  passed  between 
the  cousins  in  the  early  days  before  the  marriage  of  either  of 
them.  The  ink  was  faded  in  which  they  were  written :  the 
tears  dried  out  that  both  perhaps  had  shed  over  them:  the 
grief  healed  now  whose  bitterness  they  chronicled ;  the  friends 
doubtless  united  whose  parting  on  earth  had  caused  to  both 
pangs  so  cruel.  And  Laura  learned  fully  now  for  the  first 
time  what  the  tie  was  which  had  bound  her  so  tenderly  to 
Helen:  how  faithfully  her  more  than  mother  had  cherished 
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her  father's  memory,  how  truly  she   had  loved  him,  how 
meekly  resigned  him. 

One  legacy  of  his  mother's  Pen  remembered,  of  which 
Laura  could  have  no  cognizance.     It  was  that  wish  of  Helen's 
to  make  some  present  to  Fanny  Bolton ;  and  Pen  wrote  to 
her,  putting  his  letter  under  an  envelope  to  Mr.  Bows,  and 
requesting  that  gentleman  to  read  it  before  he  delivered  it  to 
Fanny.     "Dear  Fanny,"  Pen  said,  "I  have  to  acknowledge 
two  letters  from  you,  one  of  which  was  delayed  in  my  illness" 
(Pen  found  the  first  letter  in  his  mother's  desk  after  her  de- 
cease, and  the  reading  it  gave  him  a  strange  pang),  "  and  to 
thank  you,  my  kind  nurse  and  friend,  who  watched  me  so 
tenderly  during  my  fever.     And  I  have  to  tell  you  that  the 
last  words  of  my  dear  mother,  who  is  no  more,  were  words  of 
good- will  and  gratitude  to  you  for  nursing  me :  and  she  said 
she  would  have  written  to  you,  had  she  had  time — that  she 
would  like  to  ask  your  pardon  if  she  had  harshly  treated  you 
— and  that  she  would  beg  you  to  show  your  forgiveness  by 
accepting  some  token  of  friendship  and  regard  from  her." 
Pen  concluded  by  saying  that  his  friend,  George  Warrington, 
Esq.,  of  Lamb  Court,  Temple,  was  trustee  of  a  little  sum  of 
money,  of  which  the  interest  would  be  paid  to  her  until  she 
became  of  age,  or  changed  her  name,  which  would  always  be 
affectionately  remembered  by  her  grateful  friend,  A.  Pen- 
dennis.     The  sum  was  in  truth  but  small,  although  enough  to 
make  a  little  heiress  of  Fanny  Bolton ;  whose  parents  were 
appeased,  and  whose  father  said  Mr.  P.  had  acted  quite  as  the 
gentleman — though  Bows  growled  out  that  to  plaster  a  wounded 
heart  with  a  bank-note  was  an  easy  kind  of  sympathy ;  and 
poor  Fanny  felt  only  too  clearly  that  Pen's  letter  was  one  of 
farewell. 

"  Sending  hundred-pound  notes  to  porters'  daughters  is 
all  dev'lish  well,"  old  Major  Pendennis  said  to  his  nephew 
(whom,  as  the  proprietor  of  Fairoaks  and  the  head  of  the 
family,  he  now  treated  with  marked  deference  and  civility), 
**  and  as  there  was  a  little  ready  money  at  the  bank,  and  your 
poor  mother  wished  it,  there's  perhaps  no  harm  done.  But, 
my  good  lad,  I'd  have  you  to  remember  that  you've  not  above 
five  hundred  a  year,  though,  thanks  to  me,  the  world  gives 


PENDENNIS.  255 

you  credit  for  being  a  doosid  deal  better  oflf;  and,  on  my 
knees,  I  beg  you,  my  boy,  don't  break  into  your  capital. 
Stick  to  it,  sir;  don't  speculate  with  it,  sir;  keep  your  land, 
and  don't  borrow  on  it.  Tatham  tells  me  that  the  Chatteris 
branch  of  the  railway  may — will  almost  certainly  pass  through 
Clavering,  and  if  it  can  be  brought  on  this  side  of  the  Brawl, 
sir,  and  through  your  fields,  they'll  be  worth  a  dev'lish  deal  of 
money,  and  your  five  hundred  a  year  will  jump  up  to  eight  or 
nine.  Whatever  it  is,  keep  it,  I  implore  you,  keep  it.  And  I 
say,  Pen,  I  think  you  should  give  up  living  in  those  dirty 
chambers  in  the  Temple  and  get  a  decent  lodging.  And  I 
should  have  a  man,  sir,  to  wait  upon  me ;  and  a  horse  or  two 
in  town  in  the  season.  All  this  will  pretty  well  swallow  up 
your  income,  and  I  know  you  must  live  close.  But  remember 
you  have  a  certain  place  in  society,  and  you  can't  aflford  to  cut 
a  poor  figure  in  the  world.  What  are  you  going  to  do  in  the 
winter  ?  You  don't  intend  to  stay  down  here,  or,  I  suppose, 
to  go  on  writing  for  that— what-d'ye-call-'em— that  news- 
paper ?  " 

"Warrington  and  I  are  going  abroad  again,  sir,  for  a 
little,  and  then  we  shall  see  what  is  to  be  done,"  Arthur 
replied. 

"  And  you'll  let  Fairoaks,  of  course.  Good  school  in  the 
neighbourhood ;  cheap  country :  dev'lish  nice  place  for  East 
India  colonels,  or  families  wanting  to  retire.  I'll  speak  about 
it  at  the  club;  there  are  lots  of  fellows  at  the  club  want  a 
place  of  that  sort." 

"  I  hope  Laura  will  live  in  it  for  the  winter,  at  least,  and 
will  make  it  her  home,"  Arthur  replied :  at  which  the  Major 
pish'd  and  psha'd,  and  said  that  there  ought  to  be  convents, 
begad,  for  EngUsh  ladies,  and  wished  that  Miss  Bell  had  not 
been  there  to  interfere  with  the  arrangements  of  the  family, 
and  that  she  would  mope  herself  to  death  alone  in  that  place. 

Indeed,  it  would  have  been  a  very  dismal  abode  for  poor 
Laura,  who  was  not  too  happy  either  in  Doctor  Portman's 
household,  and  in  the  town  where  too  many  things  reminded 
her  of  the  dear  parent  whom  she  had  lost.  But  old  Lady 
Rockminster,  who  adored  her  young  friend  Laura,  as  soon  as 
she  read  in  the  paper  of  her  loss,  and  of  her  presence  in  the 
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country,  rushed  over  from  Baymouth,  where  the  old  lady  was 
staying,  and  insisted  that  Laura  should  remain  six  months, 
twelve  months,  all  her  life  with  her ;  and  to  her  Ladyship's 
house,  Martha  from  Fairoaks,  as/ciwmc  dc  chambre,  accom- 
panied her  young  mistress. 

Pen  and  Warrington  saw  her  depart.  It  was  diflScult  to 
say  which  of  the  young  men  seemed  to  regard  her  the  most 
tenderly.  "  Your  cousin  is  pert  and  rather  vulgar,  my  dear, 
but  he  seems  to  have  a  good  heart,**  little  Lady  Bockminster 
said,  who  said  her  say  about  everybody — "  but  I  like  Blue- 
beard best.     Tell  me,  is  he  toudie  au  cosur?  '* 

"  Mr.  Warrington  has  been  long — engaged,"  Laura  said, 
dropping  her  eyes. 

''  Nonsense,  child !  And  good  heavens,  my  dear !  that's  a 
pretty  diamond  cross.  WTiat  do  you  mean  by  wearing  it  in 
the  morning  ?  " 

"  Arthur — my  brother,  gave  it  me  just  now.     It  was— it 

was "     She  could  not  finish  the  sentence.     The  carriage 

passed  over  the  bridge,  and  by  the  dear  dear  gate  of  Fairoaks 
— home  no  more. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

OLD    FRIENDS. 

TT  chanced  at  that  great  English 
feBtival,  at  which  all  London 
takes  a  holiday  upon  Epsom 
Downs,  that  a  great  number 
of  the  personages  to  whom  we 
have  been  introduced  in  the 
course  of  this  history,  were 
assembled  to  see  the  Derby, 
In  a  comfortable  open  carriage, 
which  had  been  brought  to  the 
ground  by  a  pair  of  horses, 
might  be  seen  Mrs.  Bungay,  of 
:ernoster  Row,  attired  like  Solomon  in  all  hie  glory,  and 
.'mg  by  ber  side  modest  Sirs.  Shandon,  for  whom,  since  the 
Qmencement  of  their  acquaintance,  the  worthy  publiaher'a 
y  had  maintained  a  steady  friendship,  Bungay,  having 
reated  himself  with  a  copious  luncheon,  was  madly  Bhymg 
the  sticks  hard  by,  till  the  perspiration  ran  off  his  bald 
«.  Shandon  was  shambling  about  among  the  drinking- 
,tB  and  gipsies:  Finucane  constant  in  attendance  on  the 
)  ladies,  to  whom  gentlemen  of  their  acquaintance,  and 
mected  with  the  publishing  bouse,  came  up  to  pay  a  visit- 
Among  others,  Mr.  Ai-cher  came  up  to  make  her  his  bow, 
\  told  Mrs.  Bungay  who  was  on  the  course.  Yonder  was 
t  Prime  Minister :  his  lordship  had  just  told  him  to  back 
rax  for  the  race  ;  but  Archer  thought  MufBneer  the  better 
rse.    He  pointed  out  countless  dukes  and  grandees  to  the 
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doligbteii  Mrs.  Bungay.  "  Look  yonder  in  the  Grand  Stand," 
he  sjiid.  *'  There  sits  the  Chinese  Ambassador  with  the  Man- 
darins of  his  suite.  Fou-choo-foo  brought  me  over  letters  of 
introiluction  from  the  Governor-General  of  India,  my  most 
intimate  friend,  and  I  was  for  some  time  very  kind  to  him, 
and  be  had  his  chopsticks  laid  for  him  at  my  table  whenever 
ho  chose  to  come  and  iline.  But  he  brought  his  own  cook 
with  him,  and — would  you  beUeve  it,  Mrs.  Bungay  ? — one  day, 
when  I  was  out,  and  the  Ambassador  was  with  Mrs.  Archer 
in  our  garden  eating  gooseberries,  of  which  the  Chinese  are 
passionately  fond,  the  beast  of  a  cook,  seeing  my  wife's  dear 
little  Blenheim  si^iniel  j  that  we  had  from  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
lK»rough  himself,  whose  ancestor's  life  Mrs.  Archer's  great- 
great-grandfather  saved  at  the  battle  of  Malplaquet),  seized 
uiKin  the  poor  Uttle  devil,  cut  his  throat,  and  skinned  him, 
and  served  him  up  stuffed  with  forced-meat  in  the  second 
course." 

•'  Law  I  "  Siiid  Mrs.  Bungay. 

••  You  mav  fancv  mv  wife's  agonv  when  she  knew  what 
had  hapi^encd  !  The  cook  came  screaming  upstairs,  and  told 
us  that  she  had  found  ^xx^r  Fido's  skin  in  the  area,  just  after 
we  had  all  of  us  tasted  of  the  dish  !  She  never  would  speak 
to  the  Ambassador  again — never:  and,  uix>n  my  word,  he 
has  novt-r  Kt-n  to  dine  with  us  since.  The  Lord  Mayor,  who 
did  me  the  honour  to  dine,  liked  the  tlish  very  much ;  and, 
oaten  with  groen  jxas,  it  tastes  rather  like  duck." 

'•  You  don't  s;iy  so,  now  I  "  cried  the  astonished  publisher's 
ladv. 

« 

'•  Fact,  uixMi  my  word.  Look  at  that  lady  in  blue,  seated 
by  the  Ambass;ulor:  that  is  Lady  Flammgo,  and  they  say 
she  is  going  to  Ix^  marritxl  to  him,  and  return  to  Pekin  with 
his  Excellency.  She  is  getting  her  feet  squeezed  down  on 
purix>se.  But  she'll  only  cripple  herself,  and  will  never  be 
able  to  do  it — never.  My  wife  has  the  smallest  foot  in  Eng- 
land, and  wears  shoes  for  a  six-vears-old  child ;  but  what  is 
that  to  a  Chinese  ladv's  f^v»t,  Mrs.  Buniniv  ? '' 

'•  Who  is  that  carriage  as  Mr.  Pendennis  is  with,  Mr. 
Arolu T  ?  "  Mrs.  Bungay  presently  askotl.  "  He  and  Mr.  War- 
rington was  here  jest  now.     He's  'aughty  in  his  manners^ 
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that  Mr.  Pendennis,  and  well  he  may  be,  for  I'm  told  he 
keeps  tip-top  company.  'As  he  'ad  a  large  fortune  left  him, 
Mr.  Archer  ?    He's  in  black  still,  I  see." 

"  Eighteen  hundred  a  year  in  land,  and  twenty-two  thou- 
sand five  hundred  in  the  Three-and-a-half  per  Cents. ;  that's 
about  it,"  said  Mr.  Archer. 

"  Law !  why  you  know  everything,  Mr.  A. ! "  cried  the 
lady  of  Paternoster  Bow. 

"  I  happen  to  know,  because  I  was  called  in  about  poor 
Mrs.  Pendennis's  will,"  Mr.  Archer  replied.  '*  Pendennis's 
uncle,  the  Major,  seldom  does  anything  without  me ;  and  as 
he  is  likely  to  be  extravagant  we've  tied  up  the  property,  so 
that  he  can't  make  ducks-and-drakes  with  it. — How  do  you 
do,  my  lord? — Do  you  know  that  gentleman,  ladies?  You 
have  read  his  speeches  in  the  House  ;  it  is  Lord  Eochester." 

"Lord  Fiddlestick,"  cried  out  Finucane,  from  the  box. 
"  Sure  it's  Tom  Staples,  of  the  Morning  Advertiser,  Archer." 

"Is  it?"  Archer  said,  simply.  "Well,  I'm  very  short- 
sighted, and  upon  my  word  I  thought  it  was  Eochester.  That 
gentleman  with  the  double  opera-glass  (another  nod)  is  Lord 
John ;  and  the  tall  man  with  him,  don't  you  know  him  ?  is 
Sir  James." 

"You  know  'em  because  you  see  *em  in  the  House," 
growled  Finucane. 

"  I  know  them  because  they  are  kind  enough  to  allow  me 
to  call  them  my  most  intimate  friends,"  Archer  continued. 
*'Look  at  the  Duke  of  Hampshire;  what  a  pattern  of  a 
fine  old  EngUsh  gentleman !  He  never  misses  *  the  Derby.' 
*  Archer,'  he  said  to  me  only  yesterday,  *  I  have  been  at  sixty- 
five  Derbies  1  appeared  on  the  field  for  the  first  time  on  a  pie- 
bald pony  when  I  was  seven  years  old,  with  my  father,  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  and  Colonel  Hanger ;  and  only  missing  two 
races, — one  when  I  had  the  measles  at  Eton,  and  one  in  the 
Waterloo  year,  when  I  was  with  my  friend  Wellington  in 
Flanders.* " 

"And  who  is  that  yellow  carriage,  with  the  pink  and 
yellow  parasols,  that  Mr.  Pendennis  is  talking  to,  and  ever  so 
many  gentlemen  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Bungay. 

"  That  is  Lady  Clavering,  of  Clavering  Park,  next  estate 
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to  my  friend  Pendennis.  That  is  the  young  son  and  heir 
upon  the  box ;  he's  awfully  tipsy,  the  little  scamp !  and  the 
young  lady  is  Miss  Amory,  Lady  Clavering's  daughter  by  a 
first  marriage,  and  uncommonly  sweet  upon  my  friend  Pen- 
dennis ;  but  I've  reason  to  think  he  has  his  heart  fixed  else- 
where. You  have  heard  of  young  Mr.  Foker — the  great 
brewer,  Foker,  you  know — he  was  going  to  hang  himself  in 
consequence  of  a  fatal  passion  for  Miss  Amory,  who  refused 
him,  but  was  cut  down  just  in  time  by  his  valet,  and  is  now 
abroad,  under  a  keeper." 

**  How  happy  that  young  fellow  is !  "  sighed  Mrs.  Bungay. 
"  Who'd  have  thought  when  he  came  so  quiet  and  demure  to 
dine  with  us,  three  or  four  years  ago,  he  would  turn  out  such 
a  gi'and  character  !  Why,  I  saw  his  name  at  Court  the  other 
day,  and  presented  by  the  Marquis  of  Steyne  and  all ;  and  in 
every  party  of  the  nobility  his  name's  down  as  sure  as  a  gun." 

"  I  introduced  him  a  good  deal  when  he  first  came  up  to 
town,"  Mr.  Archer  said,  '*  and  his  imcle.  Major  Pendennis, 
did  the  rest.  Hallo !  There's  Cobden  here,  of  all  men  in  the 
world !  I  must  go  and  speak  to  him.  Good-bye,  Mrs.  Bun- 
gay.    Good  morning,  Mrs.  Shandon." 

An  horn-  previous  to  this  time,  and  at  a  different  part  of 
the  course,  there  might  have  been  seen  an  old  stage-coach,  on 
the  battered  roof  of  which  a  crowed  of  shabby  raffs  were  stamp- 
ing and  hallooing,  as  the  great  event  of  the  day — the  Derbj 
race — rushed  over  the  green  sward,  and  by  the  shouting 
millions  of  people  assembled  to  view  that  magnificent  scene. 
This  was  Wheeler's  (the  "  Harlequin's  Head  ")  drag,  which  had 
brought  dow^n  a  company  of  choice  spirits  from  Bow  Street, 
with  a  slap-up  luncheon  in  the  "  boot."  As  the  whirling  race 
flashed  by,  each  of  the  choice  spirits  bellowed  out  the  name  of 
the  horse  or  the  colours  which  he  thought  or  he  hoped  might 
be  foremost.  **  The  Cornet !  "  **  It's  Muffineer !  "  "  It's  blue 
sleeves  !  "  **  Yallow  cap !  yallow  cap !  yallow  cap  ! "  and  so 
forth,  yelled  the  gentlemen  sportsmen,  during  that  dehcious 
and  thrilUng  minute  before  the  contest  was  decided ;  and  as 
the  fluttering  sif}^al  blew  out,  showing  the  number  of  the 
famous  horse  Podasokus  as  winner  of  the  race,  one  of  the 
gentlemen  on  the  **  Harlequin's  Head  "  drag  sprang  up  off  th^ 
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roof,  as  if  he  was  a  pigeon  and  about  to  fly  away  to  London 
or  York  with  the  newB. 

But  his  elation  did  not  lift  him  many  inches  from  his 
etanding-piace,  to  which  he  came  down  again  on  the  instant, 
causing  the  boards  of  the  crazy  old  coach-roof  to  crack  with 
the  weight  of  his  joy.  "  Hurray,  hurray !  "  he  bawled  out, 
"  Podssokas  is  the  horse !  Supper  for  ten,  Wheeler,  my  boy. 
Ask  you  all  round  of  coarse,  and  damn  the  expense." 


And  the  gentlemen  on  the  carriage,  the  shabby  swag- 
gerers, the  dubious  bucks,  said,  "  Thank  you— congratulate 
yon,  Colonel ;  sup  with  you  with  pleasure : "  and  whispered 
to  one  another,  "  The  Colonel  stands  to  win  fifteen  hundred, 
and  he  got  the  odds  from  a  good  man,  too." 

And  each  of  the  shabby  bucks  and  dusky  dandies  began  to 
eye  his  neighbour  with  suspicion,  lest  that  neighbour,  taking 
W  advantage,  should  get  Uie  Colonel  into  a  lonely  place  and 
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borrow  money  of  him.  And  the  winner  on  Fodasokus  could 
not  be  alone  during  the  whole  of  that  afternoon,  so  closely  did 
his  friends  watch  him  and  each  other. 

At  another  part  of  the  course  j^ou  might  have  seen  a  vehicle, 
certainly  more  modest,  if  not  more  shabby,  than  that  battered 
coach  which  had  brought  down  the  chrice  spirits  from  the 
**  Harlequin's  Head ; "  this  was  cab  No.  2002,  which  had  con- 
veyed a  gentleman  and  two  ladies  from  the  cabstand  in  the 
Strand :  whereof  one  of  the  ladies,  as  she  sate  on  the  box  of 
the  cab  enjoying  with  her  mamma  and  their  companion  a 
repast  of  lobster-salad  and  bitter  ale,  looked  so  fresh  and 
pretty  that  many  of  the  splendid  young  dandies  who  were 
strolling  about  the  course,  and  enjoying  themselves  at  the 
noble  diversion  of  Sticks,  and  talking  to  the  beautifully-dressed 
ladies  in  the  beautiful  carriages  on  the  hill,  forsook  these 
fascinations  to  have  a  glance  at  the  smiling  and  rosy-cheeked 
lass  on  the  cab.    The  blushes  of  j'outh  and  good-humour 
mantled   on  the  girl's   cheeks,   and  played  over  that   fai^r 
countenance  like  the  pretty  shining  cloudlets  on  the  seren^ 
sky  overhead ;  the  elder  lady's  cheek  was  red  too ;  but  tlu^-^ 
was  a  permanent  mottled  rose,  deepening  only  as  it  receive  ^ 
fresh  draughts  of  pale  ale  and  brandy-and-water,  until  h^^j 
face  emulated  the  rich  shell  of  the  lobster  which  she  devoure  ^, 

The  gentleman  who  escorted  these  two  ladies  was  merest 
active  in  attendance  upon  them :  here  on  the  course,  as     ^g 
had  been  during  the  prcAaous  journey.     During  the  whole       of 
that  animated  and  delightful  drive  from  London,  his  jokes  Ir^ad 
never  ceased.     He  spoke  up  undauntedly  to  the  most  a\w-/QJ 
drags  full  of  the  biggest  and  most  solemn  guardsmen ;  a?^  ^ 
the  humblest  donkey-chaise  in  which  Bob  the  dustman  ^Tas 
driving  Molly  to  the  race.     He  had  fired  astonishing  voUe^g 
of  what  is  called  **  chaff"  into  endless  windows  as  he  pass^ed- 
into  lines  of  gi'inning  girls'  schools ;  into  little  regiments  of 
shouting   urchins   hurraying   behind   the   railings  of  their 
Classical  and  Commercial  Academies ;  into  casements  whence 
smiling  maid-servants,  and  nurses  tossing  babies,  or  demure 
old  maiden  ladies  with  dissenting  countenances,  were  looking. 
And  the  pretty  girl  in  the  straw  bonnet  with  pink  ribbon, 
and  her  mamma,  the  devourer  of  lobsters,  had  both  agreed 
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that  when  he  was  in  ''spirits'*  there  was  nothing  like  that 
Mr.  Sam.  He  had  crammed  the  cab  with  trophies  won  from 
the  bankrupt  proprietors  of  the  Sticks  hard  by,  and  with 
countless  pincushions,  wooden  apples,  backy-boxes,  Jack-in- 
the-boxes,  and  Uttle  soldiers.  He  had  brought  up  a  gipsy 
with  a  tawny  child  in  her  arms  to  tell  the  fortunes  of  the  ladies : 
and  the  only  cloud  which  momentarily  obscured  the  sunshine 
of  that  happy  party,  was  when  the  teller  of  fate  informed  the 
young  lady  that  she  had  had  reason  to  beware  of  a  fair  man, 
who  was  false  to  her :  that  she  had  had  a  bad  illness,  and  that 
she  would  find  that  a  dark  man  would  prove  true. 

The  girl  looked  very  much  abashed  at  this  news :  her 
mother  and  the  young  man  interchanged  signs  of  wonder  and 
intelligence.  Perhaps  the  conjuror  had  used  the  same  words 
to  a  hundred  different  carriages  on  that  day. 

Making  his  way  solitary  amongst  the  crowd  and  the  car- 
riages, and  noting,  according  to  his  wont,  the  various  circum- 
stances and  characters  which  the  animated  scene  presented, 
a  young  friend  of  ours  came  suddenly  upon  cab  2002,  and 
the  little  group  of  persons  assembled  on  the  outside  of  the 
vehicle.     As  he  caught  sight  of  the  young  lady  on  the  box, 
she  started  and  turned  pale :  her  mother  became  redder  than 
ever:  the  heretofore  gay  and  triumphant  Mr.  Sam  imme- 
<iiately  assumed  a  fierce  and  suspicious  look,  and  his  eyes 
turned  savagely  from  Fanny  Bolton  (whom  the  reader,  no 
^onbt,  has  recognised  in  the  young  lady  of  the  cab)  to  Arthur 
Tendennis,  advancing  to  meet  her. 

Arthur,  too,  looked  dark  and  suspicious  on  perceiving  Mr. 
Samuel  Huxter  in  company  with  his  old  acquaintances :  but 
Tiis  suspicion  was  that  of  alarmed  morality,  and,  I  dare  say, 
highly  creditable  to  Mr.  Arthur:  like  the  suspicion  of  Mrs. 
Lynx,  when  she  sees  Mr.  Brown  and  Mrs.  Jones  talking  to- 
gether, or  when  she  remarks  Mrs.  Lamb  twice  or  thrice  in  a 
handsome  opera-box.     There  may  be  no  harm  in  the  conver- 
sation of  Mr.  B.  and  Mrs.  J. :  and  Mrs.  Lamb's  opera-box 
(though  she  notoriously  can't  afford  one)  may  be  honestly 
come  by :  but  yet  a  moralist  like  Mrs.  Lynx  has  a  right  to  the 
little  precautionary  fright :  and  Arthur  was  no  doubt  justified 
in  adopting  that  severe  demeanour  of  his. 
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Fanny'3  heart  began  to  patter  violently:  Haxter*s  fists, 
plunged  into  the  pockets  of  his  paletot,  clenched  themselves 
involuntarily,  and  armeil  themselves,  as  it  were,  in  ambush : 
Mrs.  Bolton  began  to  talk  with  all  her  might,  and  with  a 
wonderful  volubility :  and  Lor  I  she  was  so  'appy  to  see  Mr. 
Pendennis,  and  how  well  he  was  a  lookin',  and  we'd  been 
talkin'  about  Mr.  P.  only  jest  before ;  hadn't  we,  Fanny  ?  and 
if  this  was  the  famous  Hepsom  races  that  they  talked  so  much 
about,  she  didn't  care,  for  her  part,  if  she  never  saw  them 
again.  And  how  was  Major  Pendennis,  and  that  kind  Mr. 
Warrington,  who  brought  Mr.  P.'s  great  kindness  to  Fanny  ? 
and  she  never  would  forget  it,  never:  and  Mr.  Warrington 
was  so  tall,  he  almost  broke  his  'ead  up  against  their  lodge 
door.  You  recollect  Mr.  Warrington  a  knockin'  of  his  head— 
don't  vou,  Fannv  ? 

WTiilst  Mrs.  Bolton  was  so  discoursing,  I  wonder  how 
many  thousands  of  thoughts  passed  through  Fanny's  mind, 
and  what  dear  times,  sad  struggles,  lonely  griefs,  and  subse- 
quent shamefaced  consolations  were  recalled  to  her.     What 
pangs  had  the  i)Oor  little  thing,  as  she  thought  how  much  she 
had  loved  him,  and  that  she  loved  him  no  more  ?     There  he 
stood,  about  whom  she  was  going  to  die  ten  months  since, 
dandified,  supercilious,  with  a  black  crape  to  his  white  hat, 
and  jet  buttons  in  his  shirt-front:  and  a  pink  in  his  coat,  that 
some  one  else  had  probably  given  him:  with  the  tightest 
lavender-coloured  gloves  sewn  with  black :  and  the  smallest 
of  canes.     And  Mr.  Huxter  wore  no  gloves,  and  great  Blucher 
boots,  and  smelt  very  much  of  tobacco  certainly ;  and  looked,, 
oh,  it  must  be  owned,  he  looked  as  if  a  bucket  of  water  would 
do  him  a  great  deal  of  good!     All  these  thoughts,  and  a» 
nijTiad   of   others,   rushed   through   Fanny's   mind   as  heir 
mamma  was  delivering  herself  of  her  speech,  and  as  the  girl  ^ 
from  under  her  eyes,  surveyed  Pendennis — sm'veyed  him  eiL  — 
tirely  from  head  to  foot,  the  circle  on  his  white  forehead  tha** 
his  hat  left  when  he  lifted  it  (his  beautiful,  beautiful  hair  ha,<3 
grown  again),  the  trinkets  at  his  watch-chain,  the  ring  on  his 
hand  under  his  glove,  the  neat  shining  boot,  so,  so  unlike 
Sam's  highlow ! — and  after  her  hand  had  given  a  little  twit- 
tering pressure  to  the  lavender-coloured  kid  grasp  which  was 
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leld  out  to  it,  and  after  her  mother  had  delivered  herself  of 
ler  speech,  all  Fanny  could  find  to  say  was, — **  This  is  Mr. 
Samuel  Huxter,  whom  you  knew  formerly,  I  believe,  sir ;  Mr. 
Samuel,  you  know  you  knew  Mr.  Pendennis  formerly — and — 
ind,  will  you  take  a  little  refreshment  ?  " 

These  little  words,  tremulous  and  uncoloured  as  they  were, 
ret  were  xmderstood  by  Pendennis  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
ake  a  great  load  of  suspicion  from  off  his  mind — of  remorse, 
perhaps,  from  his  heart.  The  frown  on  the  countenance  of 
the  prince  of  Fairoaks  disappeared,  and  a  good-natured  smile 
md  a  knowing  twinkle  of  the  eyes  illuminated  his  highness's 
countenance.  "  I  am  very  thirsty,"  he  said,  **  and  I  will  be 
5lad  to  drink  your  health,  Fanny;  and  I  hope  Mr.  Huxter 
rill  pardon  me  for  having  been  very  rude  to  him  the  last  time 
?e  met,  and  when  I  was  so  ill  and  out  of  spirits,  that  indeed 
'.  scarcely  knew  what  I  said."  And  herewith  the  lavender- 
K)loured  dexiier  kid-glove  was  handed  out,  in  token  of  amity, 
o  Huxter. 

The  dirty  fist  in  the  young  surgeon's  pocket  was  obliged 
K>  undouble  itself,  and  come  out  of  its  ambush  disarmed.  The 
[)Oor  fellow  himself  felt,  as  he  laid  it  in  Pen's  hand,  how  hot 
bis  own  was,  and  how  black — it  left  black  marks  on  Pen's 
pjlove ;  he  saw  them, — he  would  have  liked  to  have  clenched 
it  again  and  dashed  it  into  the  other's  good-humoured  face ; 
and  have  seen,  there  upon  that  ground,  with  Fanny,  with 
all  England  looking  on,  which  was  the  best  man — he,  Sam 
Huxter  of  Bartholomew's,  or  that  grinning  dandy. 

Pen,  with  ineffable  good-humour,  took  a  glass — he  didn't 
mind  what  it  was — he  was  content  to  drink  after  the  ladies ; 
and  he  filled  it  with  frothing  lukewarm  beer,  which  he  pro- 
nounced to  be  delicious,  and  which  he  drank  cordially  to  the 
liealth  of  the  party. 

As  he  was  drinking  and  talking  on  in  an  engaging  manner, 
\  young  lady  in  a  shot  dove-coloured  dress,  with  a  white 
parasol  lined  vd\h  pink,  and  the  prettiest  dove-coloured  boots 
that  ever  stepped,  passed  by  Pen,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a 
stalwart  gentleman  with  a  military  moustache. 

The  young  lady  clenched  her  little  fist,  and  gave  a  mis- 
chievous side-look  as  she  passed  Pen.     He  of  the  mustachios 
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burst  out  into  a  jolly  laugh.  He  had  taken  off  his  hat  to  the 
ladies  of  cab  Xo.  2002.  You  should  have  seen  Fanny  Bolton's 
eyes  watching  after  the  dove-coloured  young  lady !  Imme- 
diately Huxtor  perceived  the  direction  which  they  took,  they 
ceased  looking  after  the  dove-coloured  nymph,  and  they  turned 
and  looked  into  Sam  Huxter's  orbs  with  the  most  artless  good- 
humoured  expression. 

"  What  a  beautiful  creature ! "  Fanny  said.  "  What  a 
lovely  dress !  Did  you  remark,  3Jr.  Sam,  such  little,  little 
hands  ?  " 

"  It  was  Gapting  Strong,"  said  Mrs.  Bolton :  "  and  who 
was  the  young  woman,  I  wonder  ?  " 

"A  neighbour  of  mine  in  the  country — Miss  Amory," 
Arthur  said, — "  Lady  Clavering's  daughter.  You've  seen  Sir 
Francis  often  in  Shepherd's  Inn,  Mrs.  Bolton." 

As  he  spoke,  Fanny  built  up  a  perfect  romance  in  three 
volumes  —  love  —  faithlessness  —  splendid  marriage  at  St. 
George's,  Hanover  Square — broken-hearted  maid — and  Sam 
Huxter  was  not  the  hero  of  that  story — poor  Sam,  who  by 
this  time  had  got  out  an  exceedingly  rank  Cuba  cigar,  and 
was  smoking  it  under  Fanny's  little  nose. 

After  that  confounded  prig  Pendennis  joined  and  left  the 
party,  the  sun  was  less  bright  to  Sam  Huxter,  the  sky  less 
blue — the  Sticks  had  no  attraction  for  him — the  bitter  beer 
was  hot  and  undrinkable — the  world  was  changed.  He  had  a 
quantity  of  peas  and  a  tin  pea-shooter  in  the  pocket  of  the 
cab  for  amusement  on  the  homeward  route.  He  didn't  take 
them  out,  and  forgot  their  existence  until  some  other  wag,  on 
their  return  from  the  races,  fired  a  volley  into  Sam's  sad  face  ; 
upon  which  salute,  after  a  few  oaths  indicative  of  surprise,  he 
burst  into  a  savage  and  sardonic  laugh. 

But  Fanny  was  charming  all  the  way  home.  She  coaxed, 
and  snuggled,  and  smiled.  She  laughed  pretty  laughs ;  she 
admired  everything;  she  took  out  the  darling  little  Jack-in- 
the-boxes,  and  was  so  obliged  to  Sam.  And  when  they  got 
home,  and  Mr.  Huxter,  still  with  darkness  on  his  countenance, 
was  taking  a  frigid  leave  of  her — she  burst  into  tears,  and 
said  he  was  a  naughty  unkind  thing. 

Upon  which,  with  a  burst  of  emotion  almost  as  emphatic 
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as  hers,  the  young  surgeon  held  the  girl  in  his  arms — swore 
that  she  was  an  angel,  and  that  he  was  a  jealous  brute; 
owned  that  he  was  unworthy  of  her,  and  that  he  had  no  right 
to  hate  Pendennis ;  and  asked  her,  implored  her,  to  say  once 

more  that  she 

That  she  what?— The  end  of  the  question  and  Fanny's 
answer  were  pronounced  by  lips  that  were  so  near  each  other, 
that  no  bystander  could  hear  the  words.  Mrs.  Bolton  only 
said,  "  Come,  come,  Mr.  H. — no  nonsense,  if  you  please  ;  and 
I  think  you've  acted  like  a  wicked  wretch,  and  been  most  un- 
common cruel  to  Fanny,  that  I  do." 

When  Arthur  left  No.  2002,  he  went  to  pay  his  respects 
to  the  carriage  to  which,  and  to  the  side  of  her  mamma,  the 
dove-coloured  author  of  "Mes  Larmes"  had  by  this  time  re- 
turned. Indefatigable  old  Major  Pendennis  was  in  waiting 
upon  Lady  Clavering,  and  had  occupied  the  back  seat  in  her 
carriage ;  the  box  being  in  possession  of  young  Hopeful,  under 
the  care  of  Captain  Strong. 

A  number  of  dandies,  and  men  of  a  certain  fashion — of 
military  bucks,  of  young  rakes  of  the  public  offices,  of  those 
who  may  be  styled  men's  men  rather  than  ladies' — had  come 
about  the  carriage  during  its  station  on  the  hill — and  had 
exchanged  a  word  or  two  with  Lady  Clavering,  and  a  little 
talk  (a  little  "chaff"  some  of  the  most  elegant  of  the  men 
styled  their  conversation)  with  Miss  Amory.  They  had  offered 
her  sportive  bets,  and  exchanged  with  her  all  sorts  of  free-talk 
and  knowing  innuendoes.  They  pointed  out  to  her  who  was 
on  the  course :  and  the  **  who  "  was  not  always  the  person  a 
young  lady  should  know. 

When  Pen  came  up  to  Lady  Clavering's  carriage,  he  had 
to  push  his  way  through  a  crowd  of  these  young  bucks  who 
were  paying  their  court  to  Miss  Amory,  in  order  to  arrive  near 
that  young  lady,  who  beckoned  him  by  many  pretty  signals 
to  her  side. 

"  Je  Fai  vue,"  she  said ;  "  elle  a  de  bien  beaux  yeux ;  vous 
etes  un  monstre !  " 

"Why  monster?"  said  Pen,  with  a  laugh;  "Honi  soit 
qui  mal  y  pense.     My  young  friend,  yonder,   is   as  well 
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protected  as  any  young  lady  in  Christendom.  She  has  her 
mamma  on  one  side,  her  pretendu  on  the  other.  Could  anj' 
harm  happen  to  a  girl  between  those  two  ?  '* 

**  One  does  not  know  what  may  or  may  not  arrive,"  said 
Miss  Blanche,  in  French,  "when  a  girl  has  the  mind,  and 
when  she  is  pursued  by  a  wicked  monster  like  you.  Figm-e 
to  yourself.  Major,  that  I  come  to  find  Monsieur,  your 
nephew,  near  to  a  cab,  by  two  ladies,  and  a  man,  oh,  such  a 
man !  and  who  ate  lobsters,  and  who  laughed,  who  laughed !  '* 

"It  did  not  strike  mo  that  the  man  laughed,"  Pen  said. 
**  And  as  for  lobsters,  I  thought  he  would  have  liked  to  eat  me 
after  the  lobsters.  He  shook  hands  with  me,  and  griped  me 
so,  ttiat  he  bruised  my  glove  black  and  blue.  He  is  a  young 
surgeon.  He  comes  from  Clavering.  Don't  you  remember 
the  gilt  pestle  and  mortar  in  High  Street  ?  " 

"If  he  attends  you  when  you  are  sick,"  continued  Miss 
Amory,  "  he  will  kill  you.  He  will  serve  you  right ;  for  you 
are  a  monster." 

The  perpetual  recurrence  to  the  word  "  monster  "  jarred 
upon  Pen.  "  She  speaks  about  these  matters  a  great  deal  too 
lightly,"  he  thought.  "  If  I  had  been  a  monster,  as  she  calls 
it,  she  would  have  received  me  just  the  same.  This  is  not  the 
way  in  which  an  English  lady  should  speak  or  think.  Laura 
would  not  speak  in  that  way,  thank  God ;  "  and  as  he  thought 
so,  his  own  countenance  fell. 

"  Of  what  are  you  thinking  ?  Are  you  going  to  bonder  me 
at  present  ?  "  Blanche  asked.  "  Major,  scold  your  mechant 
nephew.  He  does  not  amuse  me  at  all.  He  is  as  hetc  as 
Captain  Crackenbury." 

"  What  are  you  saying  about  me.  Miss  Amory  ?  "  said  the 
guardsman,  with  a  grin.  "If  it's  anything  good,  say  it  in 
English,  for  I  don't  understand  French  when  it's  spoke  so 
devilish  quick." 

"  It  ain't  anything  good.  Crack,"  said  Crackenbury's  fellow^ 
Captain  Clinker.  "Let's  come  away,  and  don't  spoil  sport. 
They  say  Pendennis  is  sweet  upon  her." 

"I'm  told  he's  a  devilish  clever  fellow,"  sighed  Cracken- 
bury. "Lady  Violet  Lebas  says  he's  a  devilish  clever  fellow. 
He  \sTote  a  work,  or  a  poem,  or  something;  and  he  writes 
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those  devilish  clever  things  in  the — in  the  papers,  you  know. 
Dammy,  I  wish  /  was  a  clever  fellow,  Clinker." 

"  That's  past  wishing  for,  Crack,  my  boy,"  the  other  said. 
*•  I  can't  write  a  good  book,  but  I  think  I  can  make  a  pretty 
good  one  on  the  Derby.  What  a  flat  Clavering  is!  And 
the  Begum !  I  like  that  old  Begum.  She's  worth  ten  of  her 
daughter.  How  pleased  the  old  girl  was  at  winning  the 
lottery ! " 

"Clavering's  safe  to  pay  up,  ain't  he?"  asked  Captain 
Crackenbury. 

"I  hope  so,"  said  his  friend;  and  they  disappeared,  to 
enjoy  themselves  among  the  Sticks. 

Before  the  end  of  the  day's  amusements,  many  more 
gentlemen  of  Lady  Clavering's  acquaintance  came  up  to  her 
carriage,  and  chatted  with  the  party  which  it  contained.  The 
worthy  lady  was  in  high  spirits  and  good-humour,  laughing 
and  talking  according  to  her  wont,  and  offering  refreshments 
to  all  her  friends,  until  her  ample  baskets  and  bottles  were 
emptied,  and  her  servants  and  postilions  were  in  such  a  royal 
state  of  excitement  as  servants  and  postilions  commonly  are 
upon  the  Derby  Day. 

The  Major  remarked  that  some  of  the  visitors  to  the  car- 
riage appeared  to  look  with  rather  queer  and  meaning  glances 
towards  its  owner.  **  How  easily  she  takes  it ! "  one  man 
whispered  to  another,  v  The  Begum's  made  of  money,"  the 
friend  replied.  "  How  easily  she  takes  what  ?  "  thought  old 
Pendennis.  **  Has  anybody  lost  any  money  ?  "  Lady  Claver- 
ing said  she  was  happy  in  the  morning  because  Sir  Francis 
had  promised  her  not  to  bet. 

Mr.  Welbore,  the  country  neighbour  of  the  Claverings, 
was  passing  the  carriage,  when  he  was  called  back  by  the 
Begum,  who  rallied  him  for  wishing  to  cut  her.  "  Why  didn't 
he  come  before?  Why  didn't  he  come  to  lunch?"  Her 
Ladyship  was  in  great  delight,  she  told  him — she  told  every- 
body, that  she  had  won  five  pounds  in  a  lottery.  As  she 
conveyed  this  piece  of  intelligence  to  him,  Mr.  Welbore  looked 
so  particularly  knowing,  and  withal  melancholy,  that  a  dismal 
apprehension  seized  upon  Major  Pendennis.  "  He  would  go 
and  look  after  the  horses  and  those  rascals  of  postilions,  who 
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were  so  long  in  coming  round."  When  he  came  back  to  the 
carriage,  his  usually  benign  and  smirking  countenance  was 
obscured  by  some  sorrow.  **What  is  the  matter  with  you 
now?"  the  good-natured  Begum  asked.  The  Major  pretended 
a  headache  from  the  fatigue  and  sunshine  of  the  day.  The 
carriage  wheeled  off  the  course  and  took  its  way  Londonwards, 
not  the  least  brilliant  equipage  in  that  vast  and  picturesque 
procession.  The  tipsy  drivers  dashed  gallantly  over  the  turf, 
amidst  the  admiration  of  foot-passengers,  the  ironical  cheers 
of  the  little  donkey-carriages  and  spring  vans,  and  the  loud 
objurgations  of  horse-and-chaise  men,  with  whom  the  reckless 
postboys  came  in  contact.  The  jolly  Begum  looked  the  pic- 
ture of  good-humour  as  she  reclined  on  her  splendid  cushions; 
the  lovely  Sylphide  smiled  with  languid  elegance.  Many  au 
honest  holiday-maker  with  his  family  wadded  into  a  tax-cart, 
many  a  cheap  dandy  working  his  way  home  on  his  weary 
hack,  admired  that  brilliant  turn-out,  and  thought,  no  doubt, 
how  happy  those  "  swells  "  must  be.  Strong  sat  on  the  box 
still,  with  a  lordly  voice  calling  to  the  postboys  and  the  crowd. 
Master  Frank  had  been  put  inside  the  carriage,  and  was 
asleep  there  by  the  side  of  the  Major,  dozing  away  the  effects 
of  the  constant  luncheon  and  champagne  of  which  he  had 
freely  partaken. 

The  Major  was  revolving  in  his  mind  meanwhile  the  news 
the  receipt  of  which  had  made  him  so  grave.  **  If  Sir  Francis 
Clavering  goes  on  in  this  way,"  Pendennis  the  elder  thought, 
"  this  little  tipsy  rascal  will  be  as  bankrupt  as  his  father  and 
grandfather  before  him.  The  Begimi's  fortune  can't  stand 
such  drains  upon  it :  no  fortune  can  stand  them :  she  has 
paid  his  debts  half-a-dozen  times  already.  A  few  years  more 
of  the  turf,  and  a  few  coups  like  this  will  ruin  her." 

**  Don't  you  think  we  could  get  up  races  at  Clavermg, 
Mamma? "Miss  Amory  asked.  **Yes,  we  must  have  them 
there  again.  There  were  races  there  in  the  old  times,  the 
good  old  times.  It's  a  national  amusement,  you  know ;  and 
we  could  have  a  Clavering  ball :  and  we  might  have  dances 
for  the  tenantry,  and  rustic  sports  in  the  park — Oh,  it  would 
be  charming." 

"  Capital  fun,"  said  Mamma.     **  Wouldn't  it.  Major  ?  " 


PENDENNIS.  271 

"  The  turf  is  a  very  expensive  amusement,  my  dear  lady," 
Major  Pendennis  answered,  with  such  a  rueful  face,  that  the 
Begum  rallied  him,  and  asked  laughingly  whether  he  had  lost 
money  on  the  race. 

After  a  slumber  of  about  an  hour  and  a  half,  the  heir  of 
the  house  began  to  exhibit  symptoms  of  wakefulness,  stretch- 
ing his  youthful  arms  over  the  Major's  face,  and  kicking  his 
sister's  knees  as  she  sate  opposite  to  him.  When  the  amiable 
youth  was  quite  restored  to  consciousness,  he  began  a  sprightly 
conversation. 

"  I  say,  Ma,"  he  said,  "  I've  gone  and  done  it  this  time,  I 
have." 

"WTiat  have  you  gone  and  done,  Franky  dear?"  asked 
Mamma. 

**  How  much  is  seventeen  half -crowns  ?  Two  pound  and 
half-a-crown,  ain't  it?  I  di-ew  Borax  in  our  lottery,  but  I 
bought  Podasokus  and  Man-milliner  of  Leggat  minor  for  two 
open  tarts  and  a  bottle  of  ginger-beer." 

"  You  little  wicked  gambling  creature,  how  dare  you  begin 
so  soon  ?  "  cried  Miss  Amory. 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  if  you  please.  Wlio  ever  asked  your 
leave,  miss  ?  "  the  brother  said.     "  And  I  say,  Ma " 

"  Well,  Franky  dear  ?  " 

**  You'll  tip  me  all  the  same,  you  know,  when  I  go  back  " — 
and  here  he  broke  out  into  a  laugh.  **  I  say.  Ma,  shall  I  tell 
you  something  ?  " 

The  Begum  expressed  her  desire  to  hear  this  something, 
and  her  son  and  heir  continued  : — 

**  When  me  and  Strong  was  down  at  the  Grand  Stand  after 
the  race,  and  I  was  talking  to  Leggat  minor,  who  was  there 
with  his  governor,  I  saw  Pa  look  as  savage  as  a  bear.  And  I 
say.  Ma,  Leggat  minor  told  me  that  he  heard  his  governor 
say  that  Pa  had  lost  seven  thousand  backing  the  favourite, 
ni  never  back  the  favourite  when  I'm  of  age.  No,  no — hang 
me  if  I  do :  leave  me  alone.  Strong,  will  you  ?  " 

"  Captain  Strong !  Captain  Strong !  is  this  true  ?  "  cried 
out  the  unfortunate  Begum.  "  Has  Sir  Francis  been  betting 
again  ?  He  promised  me  he  wouldn't.  He  gave  me  his  word 
of  honour  he  wouldn't." 
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Strong,  from  his  place  on  the  box,  had  overheard  the  end 
of  young  Clavering's  communication,  and  was  trying  in  vain 
to  stop  his  unlucky  tongue. 

"Fm  afraid  it's  true,  ma'am,"  he  said,  turning  round. 
"I  deplore  the  loss  as  much  as  you  can.  He  promised  me 
as  he  promised  you ;  but  the  play  is  too  strong  for  him !  he 
can't  refrain  from  it." 

Lady  Clavering  at  this  sad  news  burst  into  a  fit  of  tears. 
She  deplored  her  wretched  fate  as  the  most  miserable  of 
women.  She  declared  she  would  separate,  and  pay  no  more 
debts  for  this  ungrateful  man.  She  narrated  with  tearful 
volubility  a  score  of  stories  only  too  authentic,  which  showed 
how  her  husband  had  deceived,  and  how  constantly  she  had 
befriended  him:  and  in  this  melancholy  condition,  whilst 
young  Hopeful  was  thinking  about  the  two  guineas  which  he 
himself  had  won,  and  the  Major  revolving,  in  his  darkened 
mind,  whether  certain  plans  which  he  had  been  forming  had 
better  not  be  abandoned,  the  splendid  carriage  drove  up  at 
length  to  the  Begum's  house  in  Grosvenor  Place ;  the  idlers 
and  boys  lingering  about  the  place  to  witness,  according  to 
public  wont,  the  close  of  the  Derby  Day,  and  cheering  the 
carriage  as  it  drew  up,  and  envying  the  happy  folks  who 
descended  from  it. 

**And  it's  for  the  son  of  this  man  that  I  am  made  a 
beggar ! "  Blanche  said,  quivering  with  anger,  as  she  walked 
upstaii's  leaning  on  the  Major's  arm — **for  this  cheat — for 
this  blackleg — for  this  liar — for  this  robber  of  women." 

"  Calm  yourself,  my  dear  Miss  Blanche,"  the  old  gentle- 
man said;  "I  pray,  calm  yourself.  You  have  been  hardly 
treated,  most  unjustly.  But  remember  that  you  have  always 
a  friend  in  me ;  and  trust  to  an  old  fellow  who  will  try  and 
serve  you." 

And  the  young  lady,  and  the  heir  of  the  hopeful  house  of 
Clavering,  having  retired  to  their  beds,  the  remaining  three 
of  the  Epsom  party  remained  for  some  time  in  deep  consul- 
tation. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

ESrL.O{AT10S8. 

LMOST  a  j'ear,  ee  th« 
reader  will  perceive, 
bas  pasHet!  siDce  an 
event  deseribeil  a  few 
pages  back.  Arthur's 
black  coat  is  about  to 
be  exchanped  for  a 
blue  one.  His  person 
has  undergone  otber 
more  iileasing  and 
remarkable  cbaiiges. 
His  wig  bas  been  laid 
aside,  and  bis  bair, 
though  somewhat 
thinner,  bas  returned  to  public  view.  And  be  has  had  the 
honour  of  appearing  at  Court  in  the  uniform  of  a  Cornet  of 

the  Clavering  troop  of  the shiie  Yeomanry  Cavalry,  being 

presented  to  the  Sovereign  by  the  Marquis  of  StejTie. 

This  was  a  measure  strongly  and  pathetically  urged  by 
Arthur's  uncle.  The  Major  would  not  bear  of  a  year  paBsing 
before  this  ceremony  of  gentlemanhood  was  gone  through. 
The  old  gentleman  thought  that  his  nephew  should  belong  to 
some  rather  more  select  Club  than  the  Polyantlnts ;  and  has 
aimounced  everywhere  in  the  world  his  disapiwintment  that 
the  young  man's  property  has  turned  out  not  by  any  means 
as  well  as  be  could  have  hoped,  and  is  under  fifteen  himdred 
a  year. 
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That  is  the  amount  at  which  Pendennis's  property  is  set 
down  in  the  world — where  his  publishers  begin  to  respect  him 
much  more  than  formerly,  and  where  even  mammas  are  by 
no  means  uncivil  to  him.  For  if  the  pretty  daughters  are, 
naturally,  to  marry  people  of  very  different  expectations — at 
any  rate,  he  will  be  eligible  for  the  plain  ones:  and  if  the 
brilliant  and  fascinating  Mh'a  is  to  hook  an  Earl,  poor  little 
Beatrice,  who  has  one  shoulder  higher  than  the  other,  must 
hang  on  to  some  boor  through  life,  and  why  should  not  Mr. 
Pendennis  be  her  support  ?  In  the  very  first  winter  after  the 
accession  to  his  mother's  fortune,  Mrs.  Hawxby  in  a  country- 
house  caused  her  Beatrice  to  learn  billiards  from  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis, and  would  be  driven  by  nobody  but  him  in  the  pony 
carriage,  because  he  was  literary  and  her  Beatrice  was  literary 
too,  and  declared  that  the  young  man,  under  the  instigation 
of  his  horrid  old  uncle,  had  behaved  most  infamously  in 
trifling  with  Beatrice's  feelings.  The  truth  is  the  old  gentle- 
man, who  knew  Mrs.  Hawxby's  character,  and  how  desperately 
that  lady  would  practise  upon  unwary  young  men,  had  come 
to  the  country-house  in  question  and  carried  Arthur  out  of 
the  danger  of  her  immediate  claws,  though  not  out  of  the 
reach  of  her  tongue.  The  elder  Pendennis  would  have  had 
his  nephew  pass  a  part  of  the  Christmas  at  Clavering,  whither 
the  family  had  returned;  but  Arthur  had  not  the  heart  for 
that.  Clavering  was  too  near  poor  old  Fairoaks;  and  that 
was  too  full  of  sad  recollections  for  the  young  man. 

We  have  lost  sight  of  the  Claverings,  too,  until  their  re- 
appearance upon  the  Epsom  race-ground,  and  must  give  a 
brief  account  of  them  in  the  interval.  During  the  past  year, 
the  world  has  not  treated  any  member  of  the  Clavering  family 
very  kindly.  Lady  Clavering,  one  of  the  best-natm-ed  women 
that  ever  enjoyed  a  good  dinner,  or  made  a  sUp  in  grammar, 
has  had  her  appetite  and  good-nature  sadly  tried  by  constant 
family  grievances,  and  disputes  such  as  make  the  efforts  of 
the  best  French  cook  unpalatable,  and  the  most  delicately- 
stuffed  sofa-cushion  hard  to  lie  on.  **  I'd  rather  have  a  tur- 
nip. Strong,  for  dessert,  than  that  pineapple,  and  all  them 
Muscatel  grapes,  from  Clavering,"  says  poor  Lady  Clavering, 
looking  at  her  dinner-table,  and  confiding  her  griefs  to  her 
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faithful  friend,  "  if  I  could  but  have  a  little  quiet  to  eat  it  with. 
Oh,  how  much  happier  I  was  when  I  was  a  widow,  and  before 
all  this  money  fell  in  to  me ! " 

The  Clavering  family  had  indeed  made  a  false  start  in  life, 
and  had  got  neither  comfort,  nor  position,  nor  thanks  for  the 
hospitalities  which  they  administered,  nor  a  return  of  kind- 
ness from  the  people  whom  they  entertained.  The  success  of 
their  first  London  season  was  doubtful ;  and  their  failure  after- 
wards notorious.  "  Human  patience  was  not  great  enough  to 
put  up  with  Sir  Francis  Clavering,"  people  said.  "He  was 
too  hopelessly  low,  dull,  and  disreputable.  You  could  not  say 
what,  but  there  was  a  taint  about  the  house  and  its  entourages. 
Who  was  the  Begum,  with  her  money,  and  without  her  h's, 
and  where  did  she  come  from  ?  What  an  extraordinary  little 
piece  of  conceit  the  daughter  was,  with  her  Gallicised  graces 
and  daring  affectations,  not  fit  for  well-bred  English  girls  to 
associate  with  !  What  strange  people  were  those  they  assem- 
bled roimd  about  them  !  Sir  Francis  Clavering  was  a  gambler, 
living  notoriously  in  the  society  of  blacklegs  and  profligates. 
Hely  Clinker,  who  was  in  his  regiment,  said  that  he  not  only 
cheated  at  cards,  but  showed  the  white  feather.  What  could 
Lady  Rockminster  have  meant  by  taking  her  up?"  After 
the  first  season,  indeed.  Lady  Eockminster,  who  had  taken 
up  Lady  Clavering,  put  her  down ;  the  great  ladies  would  not 
take  their  daughters  to  her  parties :  the  young  men  who  at- 
tended them  behaved  with  the  most  odious  freedom  and  scorn- 
ful familiarity ;  and  poor  Lady  Clavering  herself  avowed  that 
she  was  obliged  to  take  what  she  called  **  the  canal "  into  her 
parlour,  because  the  tiptops  wouldn't  come. 

She  had  not  the  slightest  ill-will  towards  **  the  canal,"  the 
poor  dear  lady,  or  any  pride  about  herself,  or  idea  that  she 
was  better  than  her  neighbour ;  but  she  had  taken  implicitly 
the  orders  which  on  her  entry  into  the  world  her  social  god- 
mothers had  given  her :  she  had  been  willing  to  know  whom 
they  knew,  and  ask  whom  they  asked.  The  **  canal,"  in  fact, 
was  much  pleasanter  than  what  is  called  **  society ; "  but,  as 
we  said  before,  that  to  leave  a  mistress  is  easy,  while,  on  the 
contrary,  to  be  left  by  her  is  cruel ;  so  you  may  give  up  society 
without  any  great  pang,  or  anything  but  a  sensation  of  relief 
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at  the  parting;  but  severe  are  the  mortifications  and  pains 
you  have  if  society  gives  up  you. 

One  young  man  of  fashion  we  have  mentioned,  who  at 
least  it  might  have  been  expected  would  have  been  found 
faithful  amongst  the  faithless,  and  Harry  Foker,  Esq.,  was 
indeed  that  young  man.  But  he  had  not  managed  matters 
with  prudence ;  and  the  unhappy  passion  at  first  confided  to 
Pen,  became  notorious  and  ridiculous  to  the  town,  was  carried 
to  the  ears  of  his  weak  and  fond  mother,  and  finally  brougbt 
under  the  cognisance  of  the  bald-headed  and  inflexible  Foker 
senior. 

When  Mr.  Foker  learned  this  disagreeable  news,  there  took 
place  between  him  and  his  son  a  violent  and  painful  scene, 
which  ended  in  the  poor  little  gentleman's  banishment  fi-om 
England  for  a  year,  with  a  positive  order  to  return  at  the 
expiration  of  that  time  and  complete  his  marriage  with  his 
cousin ;  or  to  retire  into  private  life  and  three  hundred  a  year 
altogether,  and  never  see  parent  or  brewery  more.  Mr.  Henrj- 
Foker  went  away  then,  carrying  with  him  that  grief  and  care 
which  passes  free  at  the  strictest  custom-houses,  and  which 
proverbially  accompanies  the  exile,  and  with  this  crape  over 
his  eyes,  even  the  Parisian  Boulevard  looked  melancholy  to 
him,  and  the  sky  of  Italy  black. 

To  Sir  Francis  Clavering  that  year  was  a  most  unfortunate 
one.  The  events  described  in  the  last  chapter  came  to  com- 
plete the  ruin  of  the  year.  It  was  that  year  of  grace  in  which, 
as  our  sporting  readers  may  remember.  Lord  Harrowhill's 
horse  (ho  was  a  classical  young  nobleman,  and  named  his  stud 
out  of  the  **  Iliad  ") — when  Podasokus  won  the  **  Derby,"  to 
the  dismay  of  the  knowing  ones,  who  pronounced  the  winning 
horse's  name  in  various  extraordinary  ways,  and  who  backed 
Borax,  who  was  nowhere  in  the  race.  Sir  Francis  Clavering, 
who  was  intimate  with  some  of  the  most  rascally  characters  ot 
the  turf,  and,  of  course,  had  valuable  **  mformation,"  had  laid 
heavy  odds  against  the  winning  horse,  and  backed  the  favourite 
freely,  and  the  result  of  his  dealings  was,  as  his  son  correctly 
stated  to  poor  Lady  Clavering,  a  loss  of  seven  thousand  pounds. 

Indeed,  it  was  a  cruel  blow  upon  the  lady,  who  had  dis- 
charged her  husband's  debts  many  times  over :  who  had  re- 
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ceived  as  many  times  his  oaths  and  promises  of  amendment ; 
who  had  paid  his  money-lenders  and  horse-dealers ;  who  had 
famished  his  town  and  comitry  houses,  and  who  was  called 
upon  now  instantly  to  meet  this  enormous  sum,  the  penalty  of 
her  cowardly  husband's  extravagance. 

It  has  been  described  in  former  pages  how  the  elder  Pen- 
dennis  had  become  the  adviser  of  the  Clavering  family,  and, 
in  his  quality  of  intimate  &iend  of  the  house,  had  gone  over 
every  room  of  it,  and  even  seen  that  ugly  closet  which  we  all 
of  us  have,  and  in  which,  according  to  the  proverb,  the  family 
skeleton  is  locked  up.  About  the  Baronet's  pecuniary  matters, 
if  the  Major  did  not  know,  it  was  because  Clavering  himself 
did  not  know  them,  and  hid  them  from  himself  and  others  in 
such  a  hopeless  entanglement  of  lies,  that  it  was  impossible 
for  adviser  or  attorney  or  principal  to  get  an  accurate  know- 
ledge of  his  affairs.  But,  concerning  Lady  Clavering,  the 
Major  was  much  better  informed  ;  and  when  the  unlucky  mis- 
hap of  the  **  Derby  "  arose,  he  took  upon  himself  to  become 
completely  and  thoroughly  acquainted  with  all  her  means, 
whatsoever  they  were;  and  was  now  accurately  informed  of 
the  vast  and  repeated  sacrifices  which  the  widow  Amory  had 
made  in  behalf  of  her  present  husband. 

He  did  not  conceal, — and  he  had  won  no  small  favour 
from  Miss  Blanche  by  avowing  it, — his  opinion,  that  Lady 
Clavering's  daughter  had  been  hardly  treated  at  the  expense 
of  her  son  by  her  second  marriage :  and  in  his  conversations 
with  Lady  Clavering  had  fairly  hinted  that  lie  thought  Miss 
Blanche  ought  to  have  a  better  provision.  We  have  said  that 
he  had  already  given  the  widow  to  understand  that  he  knew 
oB  the  particulars  of  her  early  and  unfortunate  history,  having 
been  in  Lidia  at  the  time  when — when  the  painful  circum- 
stances occurred  which  had  ended  in  her  parting  from  her 
first  husband.  He  could  tell  her  where  to  find  the  Calcutta 
newspaper  which  contained  the  account  of  Amory's  trial,  and 
he  showed,  and  the  Begum  was  not  a  little  grateful  to  him  for 
his  forbearance,  how,  being  aware  all  along  of  this  mishap 
which  had  befallen  her,  he  had  kept  all  knowledge  of  it  to 
himself,  and  been  constantly  the  friend  of  her  family. 

"  Interested  motives,  my  dear  Lady  Clavering,"  he  said. 
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*'  of  course  I  may  have  had.  We  all  have  interested  motives, 
and  mine,  I  don't  conceal  from  you,  was  to  make  a  marriage 
between  my  nephew  and  your  daughter."  To  which  Lady 
Clavering,  perhaps  with  some  surprise  that  the  Major  should 
choose  her  family  for  a  union  with  his  own,  said  she  was  quite 
willing  to  consent. 

But  frankly  he  said,  **  My  dear  lady,  my  boy  has  but  five 
hundred  a  year,  and  a  wife  with  ten  thousand  pounds  to  her 
fortune  would  scarcely  better  him.  We  could  do  better  for 
him  than  that,  permit  me  to  say ;  and  he  is  a  shrewd  cautious 
young  fellow  who  has  sown  his  wild  oats  now — who  has  very 
good  parts  and  plenty  of  ambition — and  whose  object  in 
marrying  is  to  better  himself.  If  you  and  Sir  Francis  chose 
— and  Sir  Francis,  take  my  word  for  it,  will  refuse  you 
nothing — you  could  put  Arthur  in  a  way  to  advance  very 
considerably  in  the  world,  and  show  the  stuflf  which  he  has  in 
him.  Of  what  use  is  that  seat  in  Parliament  to  Clavering, 
who  scarcely  ever  shows  his  face  in  the  House,  or  speaks  a 
word  there?  I'm  told  by  gentlemen  who  heard  my  boy  at 
Oxbridge,  that  he  was  famous  as  an  orator,  begad ! — and  once 
put  his  foot  into  the  stii-rup  and  mount  him,  I've  no  doubt 
he  won't  be  the  last  of  the  field,  ma'am.  I've  tested  the 
chap,  and  know  him  pretty  well,  I  think.  He  is  much  too 
\^zy,  and  careless,  and  flighty  a  fellow,  to  make  a  jog-trot 
journey,  and  arrive,  as  yom-  lawyers  do,  at  the  end  of  their 
lives ;  but  give  him  a  start  and  good  friends,  and  an  oppor- 
tunity, and  take  my  word  for  it,  he'll  make  himself  a  name 
that  his  sons  shall  be  proud  of.  I  don't  see  any  way  for  a 
fellow  like  him  to  i^arveniry  but  by  making  a  prudent  marriage 
—not  with  a  beggarly  heiress— to  sit  down  for  life  upon  a 
miserable  fifteen  hundred  a  year — but  with  somebody  whom 
he  can  help,  and  who  can  help  him  forward  in  the  world,  and 
whom  he  can  give  a  good  name  and  a  station  in  the  country, 
begad,  in  return  for  the  advantages  which  she  brings  him.  It 
would  be  better  for  you  to  have  a  distinguished  son-in-law, 
than  to  keep  your  husband  on  in  Parliament,  who's  of  no 
good  to  himself  or  to  anybody  else  there,  and  that's,  I  say, 
why  I've  been  interested  about  you,  and  oflfer  you  what  I 
think  a  good  bargain  for  both." 
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"You  know  I  look  upon  Arthur  as  one  of  the  family 
almost  now/'  said  the  good-natured  Begum :  ''he  comes  and 
goes  when  he  likes ;  and  the  more  I  think  of  his  dear  mother, 
the  more  I  see  there's  few  people  so  good — none  so  good  to 
me.  And  I'm  sure  I  cried  when  I  heard  of  her  death,  and 
would  have  gone  into  mourning  for  her  myself,  only  black 
don't  become  me.  And  I  know  who  his  mother  wanted  him 
to  marry — Laura,  I  mean — whom  old  Lady  Eockminster  has 
taken  such  a  fancy  to,  and  no  wonder.  She's  a  better  girl 
than  my  girl.  I  know  both.  And  my  Betsy — Blanche,  I 
mean — ain't  been  a  comfort  to  me,  Major.  It's  Laura  Pen 
ought  to  marry." 

"Marry  on  five  hundred  a  year!  My  dear  good  soul, 
you  are  mad ! "  Major  Pendennis  said.  "  Think  over  what  I 
have  said  to  you.  Do  nothing  in  your  affairs  with  that 
mihappy  husband  of  yours  without  consulting  me;  and 
remember  that  old  Pendennis  is  always  your  friend." 

For  some  time  previous,  Pen's  uncle  had  held  similar 
language  to  Miss  Amory.  He  had  pointed  out  to  her  the 
convenience  of  the  match  which  he  had  at  heart,  and  was 
bound  to  say,  that  mutual  convenience  was  of  all  things  the 
very  best  in  the  world  to  marry  upon — the  only  thing. 
"Look  at  your  love-marriages,  my  dear  young  creature. 
The  love-match  people  are  the  most  notorious  of  all  for  quar- 
relling afterwards ;  and  a  girl  who  runs  away  with  Jack  to 
Gretna  Green,  constantly  runs  away  with  Tom  to  Switzerland 
afterwards.  The  great  point  in  marriage  is  for  people  to  agree 
to  be  useful  to  one  another.  The  lady  brings  the  means,  and 
the  gentleman  avails  himself  of  them.  My  boy's  wife  brings 
the  horse,  and  begad  Pen  goes  in  and  wins  the  plate.  That's 
what  I  call  a  sensible  union.  A  couple  like  that  have  some- 
thing to  talk  to  each  other  about  when  they  come  together. 
If  you  had  Cupid  himself  to  talk  to — if  Blanche  and  Pen 
were  Cupid  and  Psyche,  begad — they'd  begin  to  yawn  after  a 
few  evenings,  if  they  had  nothing  but  sentiment  to  speak  on." 

As  for  Miss  Amory,  she  was  contented  enough  with  Pen 
as  long  as  there  was  nobody  better.  And  how  many  other 
young  ladies  are  like  her?— and  how  many  love-marriages 
carry  on  well  to  the  last  ? — and  how  many  sentimental  fii'ms 
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do  not  finish  in  bankruptcy  ? — and  how  many  heroic  passions 
don't  dwindle  down  into  despicable  indiflference,  or  end  in 
shameful  defeat  ? 

These  views  of  life  and  philosophy  the  Major  was  con- 
stantly, according  to  his  custom,  inculcating  on  Pen,  whose 
mind  was  such  that  he  could  see  the  right  on  both  sides  of 
many  questions,  and,  comprehending  the  sentimental  hfe 
which  was  quite  out  of  the  reach  of  the  honest  Major's  in- 
telligence, could  understand  the  practical  life  too,  and  ac- 
commodate himself,  or  think  he  could  accommodate  himself, 
to  it.  So  it  came  to  pass  that  during  the  spring  succeeding 
his  mother's  death  he  was  a  good  deal  under  the  influence 
of  his  uncle's  advice,  and  domesticated  in  Lady  Clavering's 
house ;  and  in  a  measure  was  accepted  by  Miss  Amory  with- 
out being  a  suitor,  and  was  received  without  being  engaged. 
The  young  people  were  extremely  familiar,  without  being 
particularly  sentimental,  and  met  and  parted  with  each  other 
in  perfect  good-humour.  "And  I,"  thought  Pendennis,  "am 
the  fellow  who  eight  years  ago  had  a  grand  passion,  and  last 
year  was  raging  in  a  fever  about  Briseis !  " 

Yes,  it  was  the  same  Pendennis,  and  time  had  brought  to 
him,  as  to  the  rest  of  us,  its  ordinary  consequences,  consola- 
tions, developments.  We  alter  very  little.  When  we  talk  of 
this  man  or  that  woman  being  no  longer  the  same  i)erson 
whom  we  remember  in  youth,  and  remark  (of  course  to  de- 
plore) changes  in  our  friends,  we  don't,  perhaps,  calculate  that 
circumstance  only  brings  out  the  latent  defect  or  quality, 
and  does  not  create  it.  The  selfish  languor  and  indifference 
of  to-day's  possession  is  the  consequence  of  the  selfish  ardour 
of  yesterday's  pursuit :  the  scorn  and  weariness  which  cries 
vanitas  raniiaUnn  is  but  the  lassitude  of  the  sick  appetite 
palled  with  pleasure :  the  insolence  of  the  successful  parvenu 
is  only  the  necessary  continuance  of  the  career  of  the  needy 
struggler :  our  mental  changes  are  like  our  grey  hairs  or  our 
wrinkles — but  the  fulfilment  of  the  plan  of  mortal  growth  and 
decay  :  that  which  is  snow-white  now  was  glossy  black  once ; 
tliat  which  is  sluggish  obesity  to-day  was  boisterous  rosy 
liealth  a  few  years  back ;  that  calm  wearmess,  benevolent, 
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all  upon  his  distracted  friend  F.  C.  at  Short's  Hotel,  Black- 
riars,  and  ask  for  Mr.  Francis  there.  For  the  Baronet  was 
;  gentleman  of  that  peculiarity  of  mind  that  he  would  rather 
ell  a  lie  than  not,  and  always  began  a  contest  with  fortune 
)y  running  away  and  hiding  himself.  The  Boots  of  Mr.  Short's 
istablishment,  who  carried  Clavering's  message  to  Grosvenor 
?lace,  and  brought  back  his  carpet-bag,  was  instantly  aware 
irho  was  the  owner  of  the  bag,  and  he  imparted  his  mforma- 
ion  to  the  footman  who  was  laying  the  breakfast-table,  who 
arried  down  the  news  to  the  servants'  hall,  who  took  it  to 
tfrs.  Bonner,  my  Lady's  housekeeper  and  confidential  maid, 
rho  carried  it  to  my  Lady.  And  thus  every  single  person  in 
ihe  Grosvenor  Place  establishment  knew  that  Sir  Francis  was 
n  hiding,  under  the  name  of  Francis,  at  an  inn  in  the  Blaek- 
riars  Road.  And  Sir  Francis's  coachman  told  the  news  to 
)ther  gentlemen's  coachmen,  who  carried  it  to  their  masters, 
ind  to  the  neighbouring  TattersalFs,  where  very  gloomy  anti- 
cipations were  formed  that  Sir  Francis  Clavering  was  about 
o  make  a  tour  in  the  Levant. 

Li  the  course  of  that  day  the  number  of  letters  addressed 
o  Su"  Francis  Clavering,  Bart.,  which  found  their  way  to  his 
lall  table,  was  quite  remarkable.  The  French  cook  sent  in  his 
iccount  to  my  Lady  ;  the  tradesmen  who  supplied  her  Lady- 
ihip's  table,  and  Messrs.  Finer  and  Gimcrack,  the  mercers 
ind  ornamental  dealers,  and  Madame  Crinoline,  the  eminent 
nilliner,  also  forwarded  their  little  bills  to  her  Ladyship,  in 
!ompany  with  Miss  Amory's  private,  and  by  no  means  ineon- 
riderable,  account  at  each  establishment. 

In  the  afternoon  of  the  day  after  the  Derby,  when  Strong 
after  a  colloquy  with  his  principal  at  Short's  Hotel,  whom  he 
bund  crying  and  drinking  Cura^oa)  called  to  transact  busi- 
less  according  to  his  custom  at  Grosvenor  Place,  he  found  all 
;hese  suspicious  documents  ranged  in  the  Baronet's  study; 
ind  began  to  open  them  and  examine  them  with  a  rueful 
^ontenance. 

Mrs.  Bonner,  my  Lady's  maid  and  housekeeper,  came 
lown  upon  him  whilst  engaged  in  this  occupation.  Mrs. 
Conner,  a  part  of  the  family,  and  as  necessary  to  her  mistress 
ks  the  Chevalier  was  to  Sir  Francis,  was  of  course  on  Lady 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

COKVEBSATIONS. 

UR  good-natuoed  Begum  vnu 
at  firBt  so  much  enraged  at 
this  last  instance  of  her  hm- 
baud's  duplicity  and  foil;, 
that  Bhe  refased  to  give  Sir 
Francis  Clavering  any  aid 
in  order  to  meet  his  debtR 
of  houour,  and  declared  that 
Bhe  would  separate  from  him, 
and  leave  him  to  the  conse- 
quences of  his  incorrigible 
weakness  and  waste.  After 
tliat  fatal  day's  transactions 
at  the  Derby,  the  unhicky 
gambler  wtis  in  such  a  con- 
dition of  mind  that  he  was 
disposed  to  avoid  everybody ;  alike  his  turf-associates  with 
whom  he  had  made  debts  which  he  trembled  lest  be  should 
not  have  the  means  of  paying,  and  his  wife,  his  long-sufTeriug 
banker,  on  whom  he  reasonably  doubted  whether  he  should 
be  allowed  any  longer  to  draw.  IMien  Lady  Clavering  asketl 
the  next  morning  whether  Sir  Francis  was  in  the  house,  she 
received  answer  that  he  had  not  returned  that  night,  but  had 
sent  a  messenger  to  his  valet,  ordering  him  to  forward  clothes 
and  letters  by  the  hearer.  Strong  knew  that  he  should  have 
a  visit  or  a  message  from  him  in  the  course  of  that  or  the 
subsequent  day,  and  accordingly  got  a  note  beseeching  him  to 
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call  npon  his  distracted  friend  F.  C.  at  Sbort*s  Hotel,  Black- 
friars,  and  ask  for  Mr.  Francis  there.    For  the  Baronet  was 
a  gentleman  of  that  peculiarity  of  mind  that  he  would  rather 
tell  a  lie  than  not,  and  always  began  a  contest  with  fortune 
by  running  away  and  hiding  himself.   The  Boots  of  Mr.  Short's 
establishment,  who  carried  ClaTering's  message  to  Grosvenor 
Place,  and  brought  back  his  carpet-bag,  was  instantly  aware 
who  was  the  owner  of  the  bag,  and  he  imparted  his  informa- 
tion to  the  footman  who  was  laying  the  breakfast-table,  who 
carried  down  the  news  to  the  servants'  hall,  who  took  it  to 
Urs.  Bonner,  my  Lady's  housekeeper  and  confidential  maid, 
who  carried  it  to  my  Lady.    And  thus  every  single  person  in 
the  Grosvenor  Place  establishment  knew  that  Sir  Francis  was 
in  hiding,  under  the  name  of  Francis,  at  an  inn  in  the  Black- 
friars  Boad.     And  Sir  Francis's  coachman  told  the  news  to 
other  gentlemen's  coachmen,  who  carried  it  to  their  masters, 
and  to  the  neighbouring  TattersalFs,  where  very  gloomy  anti- 
cipations were  formed  that  Sir  Francis  Clavering  was  about 
to  make  a  tour  in  the  Levant. 

Li  the  course  of  that  day  the  number  of  letters  addressed 
to  Sir  Francis  Clavering,  Bart.,  which  found  their  way  to  his 
hall  table,  was  quite  remarkable.  The  French  cook  sent  in  his 
account  to  my  Lady  ;  the  tradesmen  who  supplied  her  Lady- 
ship's table,  and  Messrs.  Finer  and  Gimcrack,  the  mercers 
and  ornamental  dealers,  and  Madame  Crinoline,  the  eminent 
milliner,  also  forwarded  their  little  bills  to  her  Ladyship,  in 
company  with  Miss  Amory's  private,  and  by  no  means  incon- 
siderable, account  at  each  establishment. 

In  the  afternoon  of  the  day  after  the  Derby,  when  Strong 
(after  a  colloquy  with  his  principal  at  Short's  Hotel,  whom  he 
found  crying  and  drinking  Cura^oa)  called  to  transact  busi- 
ness according  to  his  custom  at  Grosvenor  Place,  he  found  all 
these  suspicious  documents  ranged  in  the  Baronet's  study; 
and  began  to  open  them  and  examine  them  with  a  rueful 
countenance. 

Mrs.  Bonner,  my  Lady's  maid  and  housekeeper,  came 
down  upon  him  whilst  engaged  in  this  occupation.  Mrs. 
Bonner,  a  part  of  the  family,  and  as  necessary  to  her  mistress 
as  the  ChevaUer  was  to  Sir  Francis,  was  of  course  on  Lady 


^    ^    n 


284  PE.XDENMS. 

Clavering's  side  in  the  dispute  between  her  and  her  husband, 
and  as  by  duty  bound  even  more  angry  than  her  Ladyship 
herself. 

**  She  won't  pay,  if  she  takes  my  advice,"  Mrs.  Bonner 
said.    **  You'll  please  to  go  back  to  Sir  Francis,  Captain — and 
he  lurking  about  in  a  low  public-house  and  don't  dare  to  face 
his  wife  like  a  man ! — and  say  that  we  won't  pay  his  debts  no 
longer.     We  made  a  man  of  him,  we  took  him  out  of  gaol 
(and  other  folks  too  perhaps),  we've  paid  his  debts  over  and 
over  again — we  set  him  up  in  Parliament  and  gave  him  a 
house  in  town  and  country,  and  where  he  don't  dare  show  his 
face,  the  shabby  sneak !     We've  given  him  the  horse  he  rides 
and  the  dinner  he  eats  and  the  very  clothes  he  has  on  his 
back ;  and  we  will  give  him  no  more.     Our  fortune,  such  as 
is  left  of  it,  is  left  to  ourselves,  and  we  won't  waste  any  more 
of  it  on  this  ungrateful  man.     We'll  give  him  enough  to  live 
upon  and  leave  him,  that's  what  we'll  do:  and  that's  what 
you  may  tell  him  from  Susan  Bonner." 

Susan  Bonner's  mistress  hearing  of  Strong's  arrival  sent 
for  him  at  this  juncture,  and  the  Chevalier  went  up  to  her 
Ladyship  not  without  hopes  that  he  should  find  her  more 
tractable  than  her  factotum  Mrs.  Bonner.  Many  a  time  before 
liad  he  pleaded  his  client's  cause  with  Lady  Claveriug  and 
caused  her  good-nature  to  relent.  He  tried  again  once  more. 
He  painted  in  dismal  colours  the  situation  in  which  he  had 
found  Sir  Francis :  and  would  not  answer  for  any  consequences 
which  might  ensue  if  he  could  not  find  means  of  meeting  his 
engagements. 

"Kill  hisself,"  laughed  Mrs.  Bonner,  "kill  hisself,  will  he? 
Dying's  the  best  thing  he  could  do."  Strong  vowed  that  he 
had  found  him  with  the  razors  on  the  table ;  but  at  this,  in 
her  turn.  Lady  Clavering  laughed  bitterly.  "He'll  do  him- 
self no  harm  as  long  as  there's  a  shilling  left  of  which  he  can 
rob  a  poor  woman.  His  life's  quite  safe,  Captain :  you  may 
depend  upon  that.  Ah  !  it  was  a  bad  day  that  ever  I  set  eyes 
on  him." 

"He's  worse  than  the  first  man,"  cried  out  my  Lady's 
aide-de-camp.  "  He  was  a  man,  he  was — a  wild  de^il,  but  he 
had  the  courage  jof  a  man — whereas  this  fellow — what's  the 
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use  of  my  Lady  paying  his  bills,  and  selling  her  diamonds, 
and  forgiving  him?  He'll  be  as  bad  again  next  year.  The 
very  next  chance  he  has  he'll  be  a  cheating  of  her,  and  rob- 
bing of  her ;  and  her  money  will  go  to  keep  a  pack  of  rogues 
and  swindlers — I  don't  mean  you,  Captain — you've  been  a 
good  friend  to  us  enough,  bating  we  wish  we'd  never  set  eyes 
on  you." 

The  Chevalier  saw  from  the  words  which  Mrs.  Bonner  had 
let  slip  regarding  the  diamonds,  that  the  kind  Begum  was 
disposed  to  relent  once  more  at  least,  and  that  there  were 
hopes  still  for  his  principal. 

"  Upon  my  word,  ma'am,"  he  said,  with  a  real  feeling  of 
sympathy  for  Lady  Clavering's  troubles,  and  admiration  for 
her  untiring  good-nature,  and  with  a  show  of  enthusiasm 
which  advanced  not  a  little  his  graceless  patron's  cause — 
"anything  you  say  against  Clavering,  or  Mrs.  Bonner  here 
cries  out  against  me,  is  no  better  than  we  deserve,  both  of  us, 
and  it  was  an  unlucky  day  for  you  when  you  saw  either.  He 
has  behaved  cruelly  to  you :  and  if  you  were  not  the  most 
generous  and  forgiving  woman  in  the  world,  I  know  there 
would  be  no  chance  for  him.  But  you  can't  let  the  father  of 
your  son  be  a  disgraced  man,  and  send  little  Frank  into  the 
world  with  such  a  stain  upon  him.  Tie  him  down ;  bind  him 
by  any  promises  you  like :  I  vouch  for  him  that  he  will  sub- 
scribe them." 

**  And  break  'em,'*  said  Mrs.  Bonner. 

*'  And  keep  'em  this  time,"  cried  out  Strong.  "  He  must 
keep  them.  If  you  could  have  seen  how  he  wept,  ma'am! 
'  Oh,  Strong,'  he  said  to  me,  *  it's  not  for  myself  I  feel  now : 
it's  for  my  boy — it's  for  the  best  woman  in  England,  whom  I 
have  treated  basely— I  know  I  have.'  He  didn't  intend  to  bet 
upon  this  race,  ma'am — indeed  he  didn't.  He  was  cheated 
into  it:  all  the  ring  was  taken  in.  He  thought  he  might* 
make  the  bet  quite  safely,  without  the  least  risk.  And  it  will 
be  a  lesson  to  him  for  all  his  life  long.  To  see  a  man  cry — 
Oh,  it's  dreadful." 

"  He  don't  think  much  of  making  my  dear  Missus  cry," 
said  Mrs.  Bonner— "poor  dear  soul! — look  if  he  does.  Cap- 
tain." 
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**  If  you've  the  soul  of  a  man,  Clavering,"  Strong  said  to 
his  principal,  when  he  recounted  this  scene  to  him,  "you'll 
keep  your  promise  this  time :  and,  so  help  me  Heaven !  if  you 
break  word  with  her,  I'll  turn  against  you  and  tell  all." 

**  What  all  ?  "  cried  Mr.  Francis,  to  whom  his  ambassador 
brought  the  news  back  at  Short's  Hotel,  where  Strong  found 
the  Baronet  crying  and  drinking  Ciu'a9oa. 

**  Psha !  Do  you  suppose  I  am  a  fool  ?  "  burst  out  Strong. 
"Do  you  suppose  I  could  have  lived  so  long  in  the  world, 
Frank  Clavering,  without  having  my  eyes  about  me?  You 
know  I  have  but  to  speak  and  you  are  a  beggar  to-morrow. 
And  I  am  not  the  only  man  who  knows  your  secret." 

"  Who  else  does  ?  "  gasped  Clavering. 

"  Old  Pendennis  does,  or  I  am  very  much  mistaken.  He 
recognised  the  man  the  first  night  he  saw  him,  when  he  came 
drunk  into  your  house." 

"He  knows  it,  does  he?"  shrieked  out  Clavering.  "Damn 
him — kill  him." 

"You'd  like  to  kill  us  all,  wouldn't  you,  old  boy?"  said 
Strong,  with  a  sneer,  puffing  his  cigar. 

The  Baronet  dashed  his  weak  hand  against  his  forehead; 
perhaps  the  other  had  interpreted  his  wish  rightly.  "Oh, 
Strong ! "  he  cried,  "  if  I  dared,  I'd  put  an  end  to  myself, 

for  I'm  the  d est  miserable  dog  in  all  England.     It's  that 

that  makes  me  so  wild  and  reckless.  It's  that  which  makes 
me  take  to  drink"  (and  he  ckank,  with  a  trembling  hand, 
a  bumper  of  his  fortifier — the  Cura9oa),  "and  to  live  about 
with  these  thieves.     I  know  they're  thieves,  every  one  of  'om, 

d d  thieves.     And — and  how  can  I  help  it?— and  I  didn't 

know  it,  you  know — and,  by  Gad,  I'm  innocent — and  until  I 

saw  the  d d  scoundrel  first,  I  knew  no  more  about  it  than 

the  dead — and  I'll  fly,  and  I'll  go  abroad  out  of  the  reach  of 
the  confounded  hells,  and  I'll  bury  myself  in  a  forest,  by 
Gad !  and  hang  myself  up  to  a  tree — and,  oh — I'm  the  most 
miserable  beggar  in  all  England !  "  And  so  with  more  tears, 
shrieks,  and  curses,  the  impotent  wretch  vented  his  grief  and 
deplored  his  unhappy  fate ;  and  in  the  midst  of  groans  and 
despair  and  blasphemy,  vowed  his  miserable  repentance. 

The  honoured  proverb  which  declares  that  to  be  an  ill 
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wind  which  blows  good  to  nobody,  was  verified  in  the  case  of 
Sir  Francis  Clavering,  and  another  of  the  occupants  of  Mr. 
Strong's  chambers  in  Shepherd's  Inn.  The  man  was  "  good," 
by  a  lucky  hap,  with  whom  Colonel  Altamont  made  his  bet ; 
and  on  the  settling  day  of  the  Derby — as  Captain  Clinker, 
who  was  appointed  to  settle  Sir  Francis  Clavering*s  book  for 
him  (for  Lady  Clavering,  by  the  advice  of  Major  Pendennis, 
would  not  allow  the  Baronet  to  liquidate  his  own  money  trans- 
actions), paid  over  the  notes  to  the  Baronet's  many  creditors 
—Colonel  Altamont  had  the  satisfaction  of  receiving  the  odds 
of  thirty  to  one  in  fifties,  which  he  had  taken  against  the  win- 
ning horse  of  the  day. 

Numbers  of  the  Colonel's  friends  were  present  on  the  occa- 
sion to  congratulate  him  on  his  luck — all  Altamont's  own  set 
and  the  gents  who  met  in  the  private  parlour  of  the  convivial 
Wheeler,  my  host  of  the  "  Harlequin's  Head,"  came  to  wit- 
ness their  comrade's  good  fortune,  and  would  have  liked,  with 
a  generous  sympathy  for  success,  to  share  in  it.  **  Now  was 
the  time,"  Tom  Diver  had  suggested  to  the  Colonel,  **  to  have 
up  the  specie  ship  that  was  sunk  in  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  with 
the  three  hundred  and  eighty  thousand  dollars  on  board,  besides 
bars  and  doubloons."  "  The  Tredyddlums  were  very  low — 
to  be  bought  for  an  old  song — never  was  such  an  opportunity 
for  buying  shares,"  Mr.  Keightley  insinuated ;  and  Jack  Holt 
pressed  forward  his  tobacco-smuggling  scheme,  the  audacity 
of  which  pleased  the  Colonel  more  than  any  other  of  the  specu- 
lations proposed  to  him.  Then  of  the  **  Harlequin's  Head  " 
boys :  there  was  Jack  Rackstraw,  who  knew  of  a  pair  of  horses 
which  the  Colonel  must  buy ;  Tom  Fleet,  whose  satirical  paper, 
The  Swellf  wanted  but  two  hundred  pounds  of  cai)ital  to  be 
worth  a  thousand  a  year  to  any  man — *•  with  such  a  power 
and  influence.  Colonel,  you  rogue,  and  the  entree  of  all  the 
green-rooms  in  London,"  Tom  urged ;  whilst  little  Moss 
Abrams  entreated  the  Colonel  not  to  listen  to  these  absurd 
feUows  with  their  humbugging  speculations,  but  to  invest  his 
money  in  some  good  bills  which  Moss  could  get  for  him,  and 
which  would  return  him  fifty  per  cent,  as  safe  as  the  Bank  of 
England. 

Each  and  all  of  these  worthies  came  round  the  Colonel 
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with  thoii'  various  blandishments ;  but  he  had  courage  enough 
to  resist  them,  and  to  button  up  his  notes  m  the  pocket  of  his 
coat,  and  go  home  to  Strong,  and  **  sport "  the  outer  door  of 
the  chambers.  Honest  Strong  had  given  his  fellow-lodger 
good  advice  about  all  his  acquaintances;  and  though,  when 
pressed,  he  did  not  mind  frankly  taking  twenty  pounds  him- 
self out  of  the  Colonel's  winnings,  Strong  was  a  gi*eat  deal  too 
ui)right  to  let  others  cheat  him. 

He  was  not  a  bad  fellow  when  in  good  fortune,  this  Alta- 
mont.  He  ordered  a  smart  livery  for  Grady,  and  made  poor 
old  Costigan  shed  tears  of  quickly  dried  gratitude  by  giving 
him  a  live-pound  note  after  a  snug  dinner  at  the  Back 
Kitchen,  and  he  bought  a  green  shawl  for  Mrs.  Bolton,  and 
a  yellow  one  for  Fanny :  the  most  brilliant  **  sacrifices  "  of  a 
Kegent  Street  haberdasher's  window.  And  a  short  time  after 
this,  upon  her  bu-thday,  which  hai)pened  in  the  month  of 
June,  Miss  Amory  received  from  **  a  friend  "  a  parcel  contain- 
ing an  enormous  brass-mlaid  writing-desk,  in  which  there  was 
a  set  of  amethysts,  the  most  liideous  eyes  ever  looked  upon,— 
a  musical  snuff-box,  and  two  Keepsakes  of  the  year  before  last, 
and  accompanied  with  a  couple  of  gown-pieces  of  the  most 
astounding  colours,  the  receipt  of  which  goods  made  the 
Sylphide  laugh  and  wonder  immoderately.  Now  it  is  a  fact 
that  Colonel  Altamont  had  made  a  purchase  of  cigars  and 
French  silks  from  some  dulfers  in  Fleet  Street  about  this 
period;  and  he  was  found  by  Strong  in  the  open  Auction- 
Room  in  Cheapside,  having  invested  some  money  in  two  desks, 
several  pairs  of  richly-plated  candlesticks,  a  dinner  epergiic, 
and  a  bagatelle-board.  The  dinner  epergne  remained  at  cham- 
bers, and  figured  at  the  banquets  there,  which  the  Colonel  gave 
pretty  freely.  It  seemed  beautiful  in  his  eyes,  until  Jack  Holt 
said  it  looked  as  if  it  had  been  taken  **  in  a  bill."  And  Jack 
Holt  certainly  knew. 

The  dinners  were  pretty  frequent  at  chambers,  and  Sir 
Francis  Clavermg  condescended  to  partake  of  them  constantly. 
His  own  house  was  shut  up :  the  successor  of  Mirobolant,  who 
had  sent  in  his  bills  so  prematurely,  was  dismissed  by  the 
indignant  Lady  Clavering:  the  luxuriance  of  the  establishment 
was  greatly  pruned  and  reduced.     One  of  the  large  footmen 
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was  cashiered,  upon  which  the  other  gave  warning,  not  liking 
to  serve  without  his  mate,  or  in  a  family  where  on'y  one  foot- 
man was  kep'.  General  and  severe  economical  reforms  were 
practised  by  the  Begum  in  her  whole  household,  in  consequence 
of  the  extravagance  of  which  her  graceless  husband  had  been 
guilty.  The  Major  was  her  Ladyship's  friend ;  Strong  on  the 
part  of  poor  Clavering ;  her  Ladyship's  lawyer,  and  the  honest 
Begum  herself,  executed  these  reforms  with  promptitude  and 
severity.  After  paying  the  Baronet's  debts,  the  settlement  of 
which  occasioned  considerable  pubUc  scandal,  and  caused  the 
Baronet  to  sink  even  lower  in  the  world's  estimation  than  he 
had  been  before,  Lady  Clavering  quitted  London  for  Tunbridge 
Wells  in  high  dudgeon,  refusing  to  see  her  reprobate  husband, 
whom  nobody  pitied.  Clavering  remained  in  London  patiently, 
by  no  means  anxious  to  meet  his  wife's  just  indignation,  and 
sneaked  in  and  out  of  the  House  of  Commons,  whence  he  and 
Captain  Raff  and  Mr.  Marker  would  go  to  have  a  game  at 
billiards  and  a  cigar:  or  showed  in  the  sporting  public-houses; 
or  he  might  be  seen  lurking  about  Lincoln's  Inn  and  his 
lawyers',  where  the  principals  kept  him  for  hoiurs  waiting, 
and  the  clerks  winked  at  each  other,  as  he  sate  in  their  office. 
No  wonder  that  he  relished  the  dinners  at  Shepherd's  Lm,  and 
was  perfectly  resigned  there :  resigned  ?  he  was  so  happy  no- 
where else ;  he  was  wretched  amongst  his  equals,  who  scorned 
him — but  here  he  was  the  chief  guest  at  the  table,  where  they 
continually  addressed  him  with  "  Yes,  Sir  Francis,"  and  **  No, 
Sir  Francis ;  "  where  he  told  his  wretched  jokes,  and  where  he 
quavered  his  dreary  little  French  song,  after  Strong  had  sung 
his  jovial  chorus,  and  honest  Costigan  had  piped  his  Irish 
ditties.  Such  a  jolly  menage  as  Strong's,  with  Grady's  Irish 
stew,  and  the  Chevalier's  brew  of  punch  after  dinner,  would 
have  been  welcome  to  many  a  better  man  than  Clavering,  the 
soUtude  of  whose  great  house  at  home  frightened  him,  where 
he  was  attended  only  by  the  old  woman  who  kept  the  house, 
and  his  valet  who  sneered  at  him. 

"  Yes,  dammit,"  said  he,  to  his  friends  in  Shepherd's  Inn. 
"  That  fellow  of  mine,  I  must  turn  him  away,  only  I  owe  him 
two  years*  wages,  curse  him,  and  can't  ask  my  Lady.  He 
brings  me  my  tea  cold  of  a  morning,  with  a  dem'd  leaden 
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« 
teaspoon,  and  he  says  my  Lady's  sent  all  the  plate  to  the 

banker's  because  it  ain't  safe. — Now  ain't  it  hard  that  she 

won't  trust  me  with  a  single  teaspoon :  ain't  it  ungentleman- 

like,  Altamont  ?   You  know  my  Lady's  of  low  birth — that  is — 

I  beg  your  pardon — hem — that  is,  it's  most  cruel  of  her  not 

to  show  more  confidence  in  me.    And  the  very  servants  begin 

to  laugh — the  dam  scoundrels !    I'll  break  every  bone  in  their 

great  hulking  bodies,  curse  'em,  I  will. — They  don't  answer 

my  bell:  and— and  my  man  was  at  Vauxhall  last  night  with 

one  of  my  dress  shirts  and  my  velvet  waistcoat  on, — I  know 

it  was  mine—the  confounded  impudent  blackguard — and  he 

went  on  dancing  before  my  eyes,  confound  him !     I'm  sure 

he'll  Uve  to  be  hanged — he  deserves  to  be  hanged — all  those 

infernal  rascals  of  valets." 

He  was  very  kind  to  Altamont  now:  he  listened  to  the 
Colonel's  loud  stories  when  Altamont  described  how — when 
he  was  working  his  way  home  once  from  New  Zealand,  where 
he  had  been  on  a  whaling  expedition — he  and  his  comrades 
had  been  obliged  to  shirk  on  board  at  nighti  to  escape  from 
their  wives,  by  Jove — and  how  the  poor  devils  put  out  in  their 
canoes  when  they  saw  the  ship  under  sail,  and  paddled  madly 
after  her:  how  he  had  been  lost  in  the  bush  once  for  three 
months  in  New  South  Wales,  when  he  was  there  once  on  a 
trading  speculation :  how  he  had  seen  Boney  at  Saint  Helena, 
and  been  presented  to  him  with  the  rest  of  the  officers  of  the 
Indiaman  of  which  he  was  a  mate — to  all  these  tales  (and 
over  his  cups  Altamont  told  many  of  them ;  and  it  must  be 
owned,  lied  and  bragged  a  great  deal)  Sir  Francis  now  listened 
with  great  attention ;  making  a  point  of  drinking  wine  with 
Altamont  at  dinner,  and  of  treating  him  with  every  distinc- 
tion. 

**  Leave  him  alone,  I  know  what  he's  a-coming  to,"  Alta- 
mont said,  laughing  to  Strong,  who  remonstrated  with  him, 
"  and  leave  me  alone :  I  know  what  I'm  a-telling,  very  well. 
I  was  officer  on  board  an  Indiaman,  so  I  was:  I  traded  to 
New  South  Wales,  so  I  did,  in  a  ship  of  my  own,  and  lost  her. 
I  became  officer  to  the  Nawaub,  so  I  did;  only  me  and  my 
royal  master  have  had  a  difference.  Strong — that's  it.  Who's 
the  better  or  the  worse  for  what  I  tell? — or  knows  anything 
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about  me  ?  The  other  chap  is  dead — shot  in  the  bush,  and 
his  body  reckognised  at  Sydney.  If  I  thought  anybody  would 
split,  do  you  think  I  wouldn't  wring  his  neck?  I've  done 
as  good  before  now,  Strong — I  told  you  how  I  did  for  the 
overseer  before  I  took  leave — but  in  fair  fight,  I  mean — in 
fair  fight ;  or,  rayther,  he  had  the  best  of  it.  He  had  his 
gun  and  bay'net,  and  I  had  only  an  axe.  Fifty  of  'em  saw 
it— ay,  and  cheered  me  when  I  did  it — and  I'd  do  it  again, 

him,  wouldn't  I  ?    I  ain't  afraid  of  anybody ;  and  I'd 

have  the  life  of  the  man  who  spUt  upon  me.  That's  my 
maxim,  and  pass  me  the  liquor — You  wouldn't  turn  on  a  man. 
I  know  you.  You're  an  honest  feller,  and  will  stand  by  a 
•  feller,  and  have  looked  death  in  the  face  like  a  man.  But  as 
for  that  lily-livered  sneak — that  poor  lyin'  swindlin'  cringin' 
cur  of  a  Clavering — who  stands  in  my  shoes— stands  in  my 
shoes,  hang  him !  I'll  make  him  pull  my  boots  ofif  and  clean 
'em,  I  will.  Ha,  ha !  "  Here  he  burst  out  into  a  wild  laugh, 
at  which  Strong  got  up  and  put  away  the  brandy-bottle.  The 
other  still  laughed  good-humouredly.  "  You're  right,  old  boy," 
he  said;  **  you  always  keep  your  head  cool,  you  do — and  when 
I  begin  to  talk  too  much — I  say,  when  I  begin  to  jpitch,  I 
authorise  you,  and  order  you,  and  command  you,  to  put  away 
the  brandy-bottle." 

The  event  for  which,  with  cynical  enjoyment,  Altamont 
had  been  on  the  look-out,  came  very  speedily.  One  day, 
Strong  being  absent  upon  an  errand  for  his  principal,  Sir 
Francis  made  his  appearance  in  the  chambers,  and  found  the 
envoy  of  the  Nawaub  alone.  He  abused  the  world  in  general 
for  being  heartless  and  unkind  to  him :  he  abused  his  wife 
for  being  ungenerous  to  him:  he  abused  Strong  for  being 
ungrateful — hundreds  of  pounds  had  he  given  Ned  Strong — 
been  his  friend  for  life  and  kept  him  out  of  gaol,  by  Jove, — 
and  now  Ned  was  taking  her  Ladyship's  side  against  him 
and  abetting  her  in  her  infernal  unkind  treatment  of  him. 
"They've  entered  into  a  conspiracy  to  keep  me  penniless, 
Altamont,"  the  Baronet  said :  "  they  don't  give  me  as  much 
pocket-money  as  Frank  has  at  school." 

"Why  don't  you  go  down  to  Richmond  and  borrow  of 
him,  Clavering?"  Altamont  broke  out  with  a  savage  laugh. 
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**  He  wouldn't  see  his  poor  old  beggar  of  a  father  without 
pocket-money,  would  he  ?  " 

**I  tell  you,  I  have  been  obliged  to  humiliate  myself 
cruelly,"  Clavering  said.  **Look  here,  sir — look  here,  at 
these  pawn-tickets !  Fancy  a  Member  of  Parliament  and  an 
old  English  Baronet,  by  Gad !  obUged  to  put  a  drawing-room 
clock  and  a  Buhl  inkstand  up  the  spout ;  and  a  gold  duck's- 
head  paper-holder,  that  I  dare  say  cost  my  wife  five  pound, 
for  which  they'd  only  give  me  fifteen-and-six !  Oh,  it's  a 
humiliating  thing,  sir,  poverty  to  a  man  of  my  habits ;  and 

it's  made  me  shed  tears,  sir, — tears ;  and  that  d d  valet 

of  mine — curse  him,  I  wished  he  was  hanged ! — has  had  the 
confounded  impudence  to  threaten  to  tell  my  Lady  :  as  if  the 
things  in  my  own  house  weren't  my  own,  to  sell  or  to  keep, 
or  to  fling  out  of  window  if  I  choose — by  Gad!  the  con- 
founded scoundrel." 

**  Cry  a  little ;  don't  mind  cryin'  before  me — it'll  relieve 
you,  Clavering,"  the  other  said.  **  Why,  I  say,  old  feller,  what 
a  happy  feller  I  once  thought  you,  and  what  a  miserable  son 
of  a  gun  you  really  are ! " 

**  It's  a  shame  that  they  treat  me  so,  ain't  it  ?  "  Clavering 
went  on, — for  though  ordinarily  silent  and  apathetic,  about 
his  own  griefs  the  Baronet  could  whine  for  an  hour  at  a  time. 
**  And — and,  by  Gad,  sir,  I  haven't  got  the  money  to  pay  the 
very  cab  that's  waiting  for  me  at  the  door ;  and  the  porteress, 
that  Mrs.  Bolton,  lent  me  three  shillin's,  and  I  don't  like  to 

ask  her  for  any  more :  and  I  asked  that  d d  old  Costigan, 

the  confounded  old  penniless  Irish  miscreant,  and  he  hadn't 
got  a  shillin',  the  beggar ;  and  Campion's  out  of  town,  or  else 
he'd  do  a  little  bill  for  me,  I  know  he  would." 

**  I  thought  you  swore  on  your  honour  to  your  wife  that 
you  wouldn't  put  your  name  to  paper,"  said  Mr.  Altamont, 
puffing  at  his  cigar. 

"Why  does  she  leave  me  without  pocket-money  then? 
Damme,  I  must  have  money,"  cried  out  the  Baronet.     "  Oh, 

Am ,   Oh,   Altamont,    I'm   the   most    miserable   beggar 

alive." 

**  You'd  like  a  chap  to  lend  you  a  twenty-pound  note, 
Avouldn't  you  now  ?  "  the  other  asked. 
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■"  If  yon  would,  I'd  be  grateful  to  yoa  for  ever — for  ever, 
my  dearest  friend,"  cried  Clavering. 

"  How  much  would  yon  give  ?  Will  you  give  a  fifty-pound 
bill,  at  six  months,  for  half  down  and  half  in  plate  ?  "  asked 
Altamont. 


"  Yes,  I  would,  HO  help  me ,  and  pay  it  on  the  day," 

screamed  Clavering.  "  I'll  make  it  payable  at  my  banker's : 
I'll  do  anything  you  like." 

"Well,  I  waa  only  chaffing  you.  I'll  give  you  twenty 
pound." 

"You  said  a  pony,"  interposed  Clavering;    "my  dear 
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fellow,  you  said  a  pony,  and  1*11  be  eternally  obliged  to  you ; 
and  1*11  not  take  it  as  a  gift — only  as  a  loan,  and  pay  you 
back  in  six  months.     I  take  my  oath  I  will/' 

"Well — well — there's  the  money,  Sir  Francis  Clavering. 
I  ain't  a  bad  fellow.  When  I've  money  in  my  pocket,  dammy, 
I  spend  it  like  a  man.  Here's  five-and-twenty  for  you.  Don't 
be  losing  it  at  the  hells  now.  Don't  be  making  a  fool  of  your- 
self. Go  down  to  Clavering  Park,  and  it'll  keep  you  ever  so 
long.  You  needn't  'ave  butcher's  meat ;  there's  pigs,  I  dare 
say,  on  the  premises :  and  you  can  shoot  rabbits  for  dinner, 
you  know,  every  day  till  the  game  comes  in.  Besides,  the 
neighbours  will  ask  you  about  to  dinner,  you  know,  some- 
times: for  you  are  di,  Baronet,  though  you  have  outrun  the 
constable.  And  you've  got  this  comfort,  that  Fm  off  your 
shoulders  for  a  good  bit  to  come — p'raps  this  two  years — if  1 
don't  play ;  and  I  don't  intend  to  touch  the  confounded  black 
and  red :  and  by  that  time  my  Lady,  as  you  call  her — Jimmy, 
I  used  to  say — will  have  come  round  again ;  and  you'll  be 
ready  for  me,  you  know,  and  come  down  handsomely  to  yours 
truly." 

At  this  juncture  of  their  conversation  Strong  returned, 
nor  did  the  Baronet  care  much  about  prolonging  the  talk,  hav- 
ing got  the  money ;  and  he  made  his  way  from  Shepherd's  Inn, 
and  went  home  and  bullied  his  servant  in  a  manner  so  unusu- 
ally brisk  and  insolent,  that  the  man  concluded  his  master 
must  have  pawned  some  more  of  the  house  furniture,  or,  at 
any  rate,  have  come  into  possession  of  some  ready  money. 

"  And  yet  I've  looked  over  the  house,  Morgan,  and  I  don't 
think  he  has  took  any  more  of  the  things,"  Sir  Francis's  valet 
said  to  Major  Pendennis's  man,  as  they  met  at  their  Club 
soon  after.  **My  Lady  locked  up  a'most  all  the  bejewtary 
afore  she  went  away,  and  he  couldn't  take  away  the  picters 
and  looking-glasses  in  a  cab:  and  he  wouldn't  spout  the 
fenders  and  fire-irons — he  ain't  so  bad  as  that.  But  he's  got 
money  somehow.  He's  so  dam'd  imperent  when  he  have. 
A  few  nights  ago  I  sor  him  at  Vauxhall,  where  I  was  a  ix)lkin 
with  Lady  Hemly  Babewood's  gals — a  wery  pleasant  room  that 
is,  and  an  uncommon  good  lot  in  it,  hall  except  the  'ouse- 
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keeper,  and  she's  methodistiele — I  was  a  polkin — you're  too 
old  a  cove  to  polk,  Mr.  Morgan — and  'ere's  your  'ealth— and 
I  'appened  to  'ave  on  some  of  Clavering's  'ahherdashery,  and 
he  sor  it  too :  and  he  didn't  dare  so  much  as  speak  a  word." 

**  How  about  the  house  in  St.  John's  Wood  ?  "  Mr.  Morgan 
asked. 

**  Execution  in  it. — Sold  up  hevery  thing :  ponies,  and 
pianna,  and  brougham,  and  all.  Mrs.  Montague  Bivers  hoff 
to  Boulogne, — non  est  inwentus,  Mr.  Morgan.  It's  my  beUef 
she  put  the  execution  in  herself :  and  was  tired  of  him." 

"  Play  much  ?  "  asked  Morgan. 

"  Not  since  the  smash.  When  your  Governor,  and  the 
lawyers,  and  my  Lady  and  him  had  that  tremendous  scene : 
he  went  down  on  his  knees,  my  lady  told  Mrs.  Bonner,  as 
told  me, — and  swoar  as  he  never  more  would  touch  a  card  or 
a  dice,  or  put  his  name  to  a  bit  of  paper ;  and  my  Lady  was  a 
goin'  to  give  him  the  notes  down  to  pay  his  liabilities  after 
the  race :  only  your  Governor  said  (which  he  wrote  it  on  a 
piece  of  paper,  and  passed  it  across  the  table  to  the  lawyer 
and  my  Lady),  that  some  one  else  had  better  book  up  for  him, 
for  he'd  have  kep'  some  of  the  money.  He's  a  sly  old  cove, 
your  Gov'nor." 

The  expression  of  "  old  cove,"  thus  flippantly  applied  by 
the  younger  gentleman  to  himself  and  his  master,  displeased 
Mr.  Morgan  exceedingly.  On  the  first  occasion,  when  Mr. 
Lightfoot  used  the  obnoxious  expression,  his  comrade's  anger 
was  only  indicated  by  a  silent  frown;  but  on  the  second 
offence,  Morgan,  who  was  smoking  his  cigar  elegantly,  and 
holding  it  on  the  tip  of  his  penknife,  withdrew  the  cigar  from 
his  lips,  and  took  his  young  friend  to  task. 

"  Don't  call  Major  Pendennis  an  old  cove,  if  you'll  'ave  the 
goodness,  Lightfoot,  and  don't  call  me  an  old  cove  nether. 
Such  words  ain't  used  in  society ;  and  we  have  lived  in  the 
fust  society,  both  at  'ome  and  foring.  We've  been  intimate 
mtii  the  fust  statesmen  of  Europe.  When  we  go  abroad  we 
dine  with  Prince  Metternich  and  Louy  Philup  reg'lar.  We  go 
here  to  the  best  houses,  the  tiptops,  I  tell  you.  We  ride 
with  Lord  John  and  the  noble  WLycount  at  the  'edd  of  Foring 
Affairs.     We    dine  with   the  Hearl  of   Burgrave,  and    are 
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consulted  by  the  Marquis  of  Steyne  in  everythink.  We  oufiht 
to  know  a  thing  or  two,  Mr.  Lightfoot.  You're  a  young  man ; 
I'm  an  old  cove,  as  you  say.  We've  both  seen  the  world,  and 
we  both  know  that  it  ain't  money,  nor  bein'  a  Baronet,  nor 
'a\'in'  a  town  and  country  'ouse,  nor  a  paltry  five  or  six  thou- 
sand a  year." 

"It's  ten,  Mr.  Morgan,"  cried  Mr.  Lightfoot,  with  great 
animation. 

**  It  may  have  been,  sir,"  Morgan  said,  with  calm  severity; 
"  it  may  have  been,  Mr.  Lightfoot,  but  it  ain't  six  now,  nor 
five,  su".  It's  been  doosedly  dipi)ed  and  cut  into,  sir,  by  the 
confounded  extravygance  of  your  master,  with  his  helbow- 
shakin',  and  his  bill-discountin',  and  his  cottage  in  the  Re- 
gency Park,  and  his  many  \vickednesses.  He's  a  bad  'un, 
Mr.  Lightfoot, — a  bad  lot,  sir,  and  that  you  know.  And  it 
ain't  money,  sir, — not  such  money  as  that,  at  any  rate,  come 
from  a  Calcuttar  attorney,  and  I  dussay  wrung  out  of  the 
pore  starving  blacks — that  will  give  a  pusson  position  in 
society,  as  you  know  very  well.  We've  no  money,  but  we  go 
everywhere ;  there's  not  a  housekeeper's  room,  sir,  m  this 
town  of  any  consiquince,  where  James  Morgan  ain't  welcome. 
And  it  was  me  who  got  you  into  this  Club,  Lightfoot,  as  you 
very  well  know,  though  I  am  an  old  cove,  and  they  would 
have  blackballed  you  without  me  as  sure  as  your  name  is 
Frederic." 

"I  know  they  would,  Mr.  Morgan,"  said  the  other,  with 
much  humility. 

**  Well,  then,  don't  call  me  an  old  cove,  sir.  It  ain't  gen- 
tlemanlike, Frederic  Lightfoot,  which  I  knew  you  when  you 
was  a  cab-boy,  and  when  your  father  was  in  trouble,  and  got 
you  the  place  you  have  now  when  the  Frenchman  went  away. 
And  if  you  think,  sii',  that  because  j-ou're  makmg  up  to  Mrs. 
Bonner,  who  may  ha\e  saved  her  two  thousand  pound — and  I 
dare  say  she  has  in  five-and-twenty  j'ears,  as  she  have  lived 
confidential  maid  to  Lady  Clavering — yet,  sir,  you  must  re- 
member who  put  you  into  that  service,  and  who  knows  what 
you  were  before,  sir,  and  it  don't  become  you,  Frederic  Light- 
foot, to  call  me  an  old  cove." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Morgan — I  can't  do  more  than 
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make  an  apology — will  you  have  a  glass,  sir,  and  let  me  drink 
your  'ealth  ?  " 

"  You  know  I  don't  take  sperrits,  Lightfoot,"  replied  Mor- 
gan, appeased.  "  And  so  you  and  Mrs.  Bonner  is  going  to  put 
up  together,  are  you  ?  " 

**  She's  old,  but  two  thousand  pound's  a  good  bit,  you  see, 
Mr.  Morgan.  And  we'll  get  the  '  Clavering  Arms '  for  a  very 
little;  and  that'll  be  no  bad  thing  when  the  railroad  runs 
through  Clavering.  And  when  we  are  there,  I  hope  you'll 
come  and  see  us,  Mr.  Morgan." 

"  It's  a  stoopid  place,  and  no  society,"  said  Mr.  Morgan. 
"I  know  it  well.  In  Mrs.  Pendennis's  time  we  used  to  go 
down  reg'lar,  and  the  hair  refreshed  me  after  the  London 
racket." 

"The  railroad  will  improve  Mr.  Arthur's  property,"  re- 
marked Lightfoot.  "What's  about  the  figure  of  it,  should 
you  say,  sir  ?  " 

"  Under  fifteen  hundred,  sir,"  answered  Morgan ;  at  which 
the  other,  who  knew  the  extent  of  poor  Arthur's  acres,  thrust 
his  tongue  in  his  cheek,  but  remained  wisely  silent. 

"  Is  his  man  any  good,  Mr.  Morgan  ?  "  Lightfoot  resumed. 

"  Pidgeon  ain't  used  to  society  as  yet ;  but  he's  young  and 
has  good  talents,  and  has  read  a  good  deal,  and  I  dessay  he 
will  do  very  well,"  replied  Morgan.  "  He  wouldn't  quite  do 
for  this  kind  of  thing,  Lightfoot,  for  he  ain't  seen  the  world 
yet." 

When  the  pint  of  sherry  for  which  Mr.  Lightfoot  called, 
upon  Mr.  Morgan's  announcement  that  he  declined  to  drink 
spirits,  had  been  discussed  by  the  two  gentlemen,  who  held  the 
wine  up  to  the  Ught,  and  smacked  their  lips,  and  winked  their 
eyes  at  it,  and  rallied  the  landlord  as  to  the  vintage,  in  the 
most  approved  manner  of  connoisseurs,  Morgan's  ruffled  equa- 
nimity was  quite  restored,  and  he  was  prepared  to  treat  his 
young  friend  with  perfect  good-humour. 

"  What  d'you  think  about  Miss  Amory,  Lightfoot— tell  us 
in  confidence,  now — Do  you  think  we  should  do  well — you 
understand — if  we  make  Miss  A.  into  Mrs.  A.  P.,  comprendy 
VOU8  ?  " 

"  She  and  her  ma's  always  quarrelin',"  said  Mr.  Lightfoot. 
VOL.  n.  Q  Q  4 
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'^  Bonner  is  more  than  a  match  for  the  old  lady,  and  treats 
Sir  Francis  like — like  this  year  spill,  which  I  fling  into  the 
grate.  But  she  daren't  say  a  word  to  Miss  Amory.  No  more 
dare  none  of  us.  When  a  visitor  comes  in,  she  smiles  and 
languishes,  you'd  think  that  butter  wouldn't  melt  in  her 
mouth :  and  the  minute  he  is  gone,  very  likely,  she  flares  up 
like  a  little  demon,  and  says  things  fit  to  send  you  wild.  If 
Mr.  Ai'thur  comes,  it's  *Do  let's  sing  that  there  deUghtfiil 
song ! '  or  *  Come  and  write  me  them  pooty  verses  in  this 
halbum ! '  and  very  likely  she's  been  a  rilin'  her  mother,  or 
sticking  pins  into  her  maid,  a  minute  before.  She  do  stick 
pins  into  her  and  pinch  her.  Mary  Hann  showed  me  one  of 
her  arms  quite  black  and  blue ;  and  I  recklect  Mrs.  Bonner, 
who's  as  jealous  of  me  as  a  old  cat,  boxed  her  ears  for  show- 
ing me.  And  then  you  should  see  Miss  at  luncheon,  when 
there's  nobody  but  the  family.  She  makes  b'leave  she  never 
heats,  and  my !  you  should  only  jest  see  her.  She  has  Mary 
Hann  to  bring  her  up  plum-cakes  and  creams  into  her  bed- 
room ;  and  the  cook's  the  only  man  in  the  house  she's  civil 
to.  Bonner  says,  how,  the  second  season  in  London,  Mr. 
Soppington  was  a  goin'  to  propose  for  her,  and  actially  came 
one  day,  and  sor  her  fling  a  book  into  the  tire,  and  scold  her 
mother  so,  that  he  went  down  softly  by  the  back  droring-room 
door,  which  he  came  in  by ;  and  next  thing  we  heard  of  him 
was,  he  was  married  to  Miss  Rider.  Oh,  she*s  a  devil,  that 
little  Blanche,  and  that's  my  candig  apinium,  Mr.  Morgan." 

"Apinion,  not  apinium,  Lightfoot,  my  good  fellow,"  Mr. 
Morgan  said,  with  parental  kinchiess ;  and  then  asked  of  hip 
own  bosom,  with  a  sigh.  Why  the  deuce  does  my  Governor 
want  Master  Arthur  to  many  such  a  girl  as  this  ?  And  the 
tete-a-tete  of  the  two  gentlemen  was  broken  up  by  the  entry 
of  other  gentlemen  members  of  the  Club — when  fashionable 
town-talk,  politics,  cribbage,  and  other  amusements  ensued, 
and  the  conversation  became  general. 

The  Gentleman's  Club  was  held  in  the  parlour  of  the 
**Wlieel  of  Fortune"  public-house,  in  a  snug  little  by-lane, 
leading  out  of  one  of  the  great  streets  of  Maj'fair,  and  fre- 
quented by  some  of  the  most  select  gentlemen  about  town. 
Their  masters'   affairs,   debts,   intrigues,   adventures ;  their 
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ladies'  good  and  bad  qualities  and  quarrels  with  their  hus- 
bands ;  all  the  fiEunily  secrets  were  here  discussed  with  perfect 
freedom  and  confidence :  and  here,  when  about  to  enter  into 
a  new  situation,  a  gentleman  was  enabled  to  get  every  requi- 
site information  regarding  the  family  of  which  he  proposed  to 
become  a  member.  Liveries,  it  may  be  imagined,  were  ex- 
cluded from  this  select  precinct ;  and  the  powdered  heads  of 
the  largest  metropolitan  footmen  might  bow  down  in  vain  en- 
treating admission  into  the  Gentleman's  Club.  These  outcast 
giants  in  plush  took  their  beer  in  an  outer  apartment  of  the 
"Wheel  of  Fortune,"  and  could  no  more  get  an  entry  into 
the  Gub-room  than  a  Pall  Mall  tradesman  or  a  Lincoln's  Inn 
attorney  could  get  admission  into  Bays's  or  Spratt's.  And  it 
is  because  the  conversation  which  we  have  been  permitted  to 
overhear  here,  in  some  measure  explains  the  characters  and 
bearings  of  our  story,  that  we  have  ventured  to  introduce  the 
reader  into  a  society  so  exclusive. 


qq2 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

THE   WAY    OF   THE    WORLD. 

SHORT  time  after  the  pieet 
of  gotxl  fortune  which  beft'U 
Colonel  AJtamont  at  Epsom, 
that  gentleman  pat  into  ex- 
ecution his  projected  foreign 
tour,  and  the  chronicler  of 
the  polite  world  who  Roes 
down  to  London  Bridge  for 
the  purpose  of  taking  leave 
of  the  people  of  fashion  who 
quit  this  country,  announced 
that  amont;  the  company  on 
board  the  "Soho"  to  Ant- 
werp last  Saturday,  were ' '  Sir 
Hubert,  Lady,  and  the  MisscR 
"°^'  Hodge;  Mr.  Serjeant  Kewsey, 

and  Mrfi.  and  Miss  Kewsey ;  Colonel  Altamont,  Major  Coddy," 
&c.  The  Colonel  travelled  in  state,  and  as  became  a  gentle- 
man :  he  appeared  in  a  rich  travelling  costume ;  he  drank 
brandy-and-water  freely  during  the  passage,  and  was  not  sick. 
as  some  of  the  other  passengers  were ;  and  he  was  attended 
by  his  body  servant,  the  faithful  Irish  legionary  who  had  been 
for  some  time  in  waiting  upon  himself  and  Captain  Strong  in 
their  chambers  of  Shepherd's  Inn. 

The  Chevalier  partook  of  a  copious  dinner  at  Blackwal! 
with  his  departing  friend  the  Colonel,  and  one  or  two  others, 
who  drank  many  healths  to  Altamont  at  that  liberal  gentle- 
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man's  expense.     "Strong,  old  boy/'  the  Chevalier's  worthy 
chum  said,  "if  you  want  a  little  money,  now's  your  time. 
I'm  your  man.     You're  a  good  feller,  and  have  been  a  good 
feller  to  me,  and  a  twenty-pound  note  more  or  less  will  make 
no  odds  to  me."     But  Strong  said,  No,  he  didn't  want  any 
money ;  he  was  flush,  quite  flush — "  that  is,  not  flush  enough 
to  pay  you  back  your  last  loan,  Altamont,  but  quite  able  to 
carry  on  for  some  time  to  come" — and  so,  with  a  not  un- 
cordial   greeting  between  them,  the  two  parted.     Had  the 
possession  of  money  really  made  Altamont  more  honest  and 
amiable  than  he  had  hitherto  been,  or  only  caused  him  to 
seem  more  amiable  in  Strong's  eyes  ?    Perhaps  he  really  was 
better ;  and  money  improved  him.     Perhaps  it  was  the  beauty 
of  wealth  Strong  saw  and  respected.     But  he  argued  within 
himself,  "  This  poor  devil,  this  unlucky  outcast  of  a  returned 
convict,  is  ten  times  as  good  a  fellow  as  my  friend  Sir  Francis 
Clavering,  Bart.     He  has  pluck  and  honesty  in  his  way.     He 
will  stick  to  a  friend  and  face  an  enemy.     The  other  never 
had  courage  to  do  either.     And  what  is  it  that  has  put  tlu^ 
poor  devil  under  a  cloud?    He  was  only  a  little  wild,  and 
signed  his  father-in-law's  name.     Many  a  man   has  done 
worse,  and  come  to  no  wrong,  and  holds  his  head  up.     Cla- 
vering does.     No,  he  don't  hold  his  head  up :  he  never  did  in 
his  best  days."     And  Strong,  perhaps,  repented  him  of  the 
falsehood  which  he  had  told  to  the  free-handed  Colonel,  that 
he  was  not  in  want  of  money ;  but  it  was  a  falsehood  on  the 
side  of  honesty,  and  the  Chevalier  could  not  bring  down  his 
stomach  to  borrow  a  second  time  from  his  outlawed  friend. 
Besides,  he  could  get  on.     Clavering  had  promised  him  some ; 
not  that  Clavering's  promises  were  much  to  be  believed,  but 
the  Chevalier  was  of  a  hopeful  turn,  and  trusted  in  many 
chances  of  catching  his  patron,  and  waylaying  some  of  those 
stray  remittances  and  supplies,  in  the  procuring  of  which  for 
his  principal  lay  Mr.  Strong's  chief  business. 

He  had  grumbled  about  Altamont's  companionship  in  the 
Shepherd's  Inn  chambers ;  but  he  found  those  lodgings  more 
glum  now  without  his  partner  than  with  him.  The  solitai-y 
life  was  not  agreeable  to  his  social  soul :  and  he  had  got  into 
extravagant  and  luxurious  habits  too,  having  a  servant  at  his 
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command  to  run  his  errands,  to  arrange  his  toilettes,  and  to 
vook  bis  meal.  It  was  rather  a  grand  and  touching  sight  now 
to  Bee  the  portly  iind  handsome  gentleman  painting  his  own 
boots,  and  l>roiling  hie  own  mutton-chop.  It  has  been  before 
stated  that  the  Chevalier  bad  a  wife,  a  Spanish  lad;  of 


Vittoria,  who  had  Rone  back  to  her  friends,  after  a  few 
monthfi'  union  with  the  Captain,  whose  head  she  broke  with 
a  dish.  He  began  to  think  whether  he  should  not  go  back 
and  see  his  Juanita.  Tlie  Chevalier  was  growing  melancholj 
after  the  departure  of  bis  friend  the  Colonel :  or,  to  use  bis 
own  picturesque  expression,  was  "down  on  his  luck,"    These 
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»ments  of  depression  and  intervals  of  ill-fortune  occur  con- 
ntly  in  the  lives  of  heroes.  Marius  at  Minturnae,  Charles 
Iward  in  the  Highlands,  Napoleon  before  Elba : — what  great 
in  has  not  been  called  upon  to  face  evil  fortune  ? 

From  Clavering  no  suppUes  were  to  be  had  for  some  time, 
e  five-and- twenty  pounds,  or  **  pony,"  which  the  exemplary 
ronet  had  received  from  Mr.  Altamont,  had  fled  out  of 
ivering's  keeping  as  swiftly  as  many  previous  ponies.  He 
d  been  down  the  river  with  a  choice  party  of  sporting  gents, 
10  dodged  the  police  and  landed  in  Essex,  where  they  put 

Billy  Bluck  to  fight  Dick  the  Cabman,  whom  the  Baronet 
eked,  and  who  had  it  all  his  own  way  for  thirteen  rounds, 
len,  by  an  unlucky  blow  in  the  windpipe,  Billy  killed  him. 
t's  always  my  luck.  Strong,"  Sir  Francis  said;  "the  betting 
,s  three  to  one  on  the  Cabman,  and  I  thought  myself  as  sure 
thirty  pounds  as  if  I  had  it  in  my  pocket.  And  dammy,  I 
e  my  man  Lightfoot  fourteen  pound  now  which  he's  lent 
d  paid  for  me :  and  he  duns  me — the  confounded  impudent 
ickguard :  and  I  wish  to  Heaven  I  knew  any  way  of  getting 
bill  done,  or  of  screwing  a  little  out  of  my  Lady !  I'll  give 
u  half,  Ned,  upon  my  soul  and  honour,  I'll  give  you  half  if 
u  can  get  anybody  to  do  us  a  little  fifty." 

But  Ned  said  sternly  that  he  had  given  his  word  of  honour, 

a  gentleman,  that  he  would  be  no  party  to  any  future 
J-transactions  in  which  her  husband  might  engage  (who 
A  given  his  word  of  honour  too),  and  the  Chevalier  said 
at  he,  at  least,  would  keep  his  word,  and  would  black  his 
rn  boots  all  his  life  rather  than  break  his  promise.  And 
lat  is  more,  he  vowed  he  would  advise  Lady  Clavering  that 
r  Francis  was  about  to  break  his  faith  towards  her,  upon 
e  very  first  hint  which  he  could  get  that  such  was  Clavering's 
tention. 

Upon  this  information  Sir  Francis  Clavering,  according  to 
3  custom,  cried  and  cursed  very  volubly.    He  spoke  of  death 

his  only  resource.  He  besought  and  implored  his  dear 
rong,  his  best  friend,  his  dear  old  Ned,  not  to  throw  him 
er ;  and  when  he  quitted  his  dearest  Ned,  as  he  went  down 
e  stairs  of  Shepherd's  Inn,  swore  and  blasphemed  at  Ned 

the  most  infernal  villain,  and  traitor,  and  blackguard,  and 
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coward  under  the  sun,  and  wished  Ned  was  in  his  grave,  and 
in  a  worse  place,  only  he  would  like  the  confounded  ruffian  to 
live  until  Frank  Clavering  had  had  his  revenge  out  of  him. 

In  Strong's  chambers  the  Baronet  met  a  gentleman  whose 
visits  were  now,  as  it  has  been  shown,  very  frequent  in  Shep- 
herd's Inn,  Mr.  Samuel  Huxter,  of  Clavering.  That  young 
fellow,  who  had  poached  the  walnuts  in  Clavering  Park  in  his 
youth,  and  had  seen  the  Baronet  drive  through  the  street  at 
home  with  four  horses,  and  prance  up  to  church  with  powdered 
footmen,  had  an  immense  respect  for  his  Member,  and  a  pro- 
<ligious  delight  in  making  his  acquaintance.  He  introduced 
himself,  with  much  blushing  and  trepidation,  as  a  Clavering 
man — son  of  Mr.  Huxter,  of  the  market-place — father  attended 
Sir  Francis's  keeper,  Coxwood,  when  his  gun  burst  and  took 
off  three  fingers — proud  to  make  Sir  Francis's  acquaintance. 
All  of  which  introduction  Sir  Francis  received  affably.  And 
honest  Huxter  talked  about  Sir  Francis  to  the  chaps  at  Bar- 
tholomew's; and  told  Fanny,  in  the  lodge,  that,  after  all, 
there  was  nothing  like  a  thorough-bred  un,  a  regular  good  old 
English  gentleman,  one  of  the  olden  time !  To  which  Fanny 
replied,  that  she  thought  Sir  Francis  was  an  ojous  creature — 
she  didn't  know  why — but  she  couldn't  abear  him — she  was 
sure  he  was  wicked,  and  low,  and  mean — she  knew  he  was ;  and 
when  Sam  to  this  replied  that  Sir  Francis  was  very  affable, 
and  had  borrowed  half  a  sov  of  him  quite  kindly,  Fanny 
biu'st  into  a  laugh,  pulled  Sam's  long  hair  (which  was  not 
yet  of  irreproachable  cleanliness),  patted  his  chin,  and  called 
him  a  stoopid,  stoopid,  old  foolish  stoopid,  and  said  that  Sir 
Francis  was  always  borrermg  money  of  everyl)ody,  and  that 
Mar  had  actiallv  refused  him  twice,  and  had  had  to  wait  three 
months  to  get  seven  shillings  which  he  had  borrered  of  'er. 

**  Don't  say  'er,  but  her ;  borrer,  but  borrow ;  actially,  but 
actually,  Fanny,"  Mr.  Huxter  replied — not  to  a  fault  in  her 
argument,  but  to  grammatical  errors  in  her  statement. 

**  Well  then,  her,  and  borrow,  and  hactually — there  then, 
you  stoopid,"  said  the  other ;  and  the  scholar  made  such  a 
pretty  face  that  the  grammar-master  was  quickly  appeased, 
and  would  have  willingly  given  her  a  hundred  more  lessons  on 
the  spot,  at  the  price  which  he  took  for  that  one. 
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Of  course  Mrs.  Bolton  was  by,  and  I  suppose  that  Fanny 
and  Mr.  Sam  were  on  exceedingly  familiar  and  confidential 
terms  by  this  time,  and  that  time  had  brought  to  the  former 
certain  consolations,  and  soothed  certain  regrets,  which  are 
deucedly  bitter  when  they  occur,  but  which  are,  no  more  than 
tooth-pulling,  or  any  other  pang,  eternal. 

As  you  sit,  surrounded  by  respect  and  afiFection ;  happy, 
honoured,  and  flattered  in  your  old  age ;  your  foibles  gently 
indulged ;  your  least  words  kindly  cherished ;  your  garrulous 
old  stories  received  for  the  hundredth  time  with  dutiful  for- 
bearance, and  never- failing  hypocritical  smiles;  the  women  of 
your  house  constant  in  their  flatteries ;  the  young  men  hushed 
and  attentive  when  you  begin  to  speak;  the  servants  awe- 
stricken  ;  the  tenants  cap  in  hand,  and  ready  to  act  in  the 
place  of  your  worship's  horses  when  your  honour  takes  a  drive 
— it  has  often  struck  you,  0  thoughtful  Dives !  that  this  re- 
spect, and  these  glories,  are  for  the  main  part  transferred, 
with  your  fee  simple,  to  your  successor — that  the  servants  will 
bow,  and  the  tenants  shout,  for  your  son  as  for  you ;  that  the 
butler  will  fetch  him  the  wine  (improved  by  a  little  keeping) 
that*s  now  in  your  cellar ;  and  that,  when  your  night  is  come, 
and  the  light  of  your  life  is  gone  down,  as  sure  as  the  morning 
rises  after  you  and  without  you,  the  sun  of  prosperity  and 
flattery  shines  on  your  heir.     Men  come  and  bask  in  the  halo 
of  consols  and  acres  that  beams  round  about  him :  the  rever- 
ence is  transferred  with  the  estate ;  of  which,  with  all  its  ad- 
vantages, pleasures,  respect,  and  good-will,  he  in  turn  becomes 
the  life-tenant.     How  long  do  you  wish  or  expect  that  your 
people  will  regret  you  ?    How  much  time  does  a  man  devote 
to  grief  before  he  begins  to  enjoy  ?    A  great  man  must  keep 
his  heir  at  his  feast  like  a  living  memento  mori.    If  he  holds 
very  much  by  life,  the  presence  of  the  other  must  be  a  con- 
stant sting  and  warning.     "  Make  ready  to  go,"  says  the  suc- 
cessor to  your  honour ;  "  I  am  waiting :  and  I  could  hold  it 
as  well  as  you." 

What  has  this  reference  to  the  possible  reader  to  do  with 
any  of  the  characters  of  this  history  ?  Do  we  wish  to  apolo- 
gise for  Pen  because  he  has  got  a  white  hat,  and  because  his 
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mourning  for  his  mother  is  fainter?  All  the  lapse  of  years, 
all  the  career  of  fortune,  all  the  events  of  life,  however  strongly 
they  may  move  or  eagerly  excite  him,  never  can  remove  that 
sainted  image  from  his  heart,  or  banish  that  blessed  love  from 
its  sanctuary.  If  he  yields  to  wrong,  the  dear  eyes  will  look 
sadly  upon  him  when  he  dares  to  meet  them ;  if  he  does  well, 
endures  pain,  or  conquers  temptation,  the  ever-present  love 
will  greet  him,  he  knows,  with  approval  and  pity ;  if  he  falls, 
plead  for  him ;  if  he  suffers,  cheer  him ; — be  with  him  and 
accompany  him  always  until  death  is  past,  and  sorrow  and 
sin  are  no  more.  Is  this  mere  dreaming,  or,  on  the  part  of 
an  idle  story-teller,  useless  moralising  ?  May  not  the  man  of 
the  world  take  his  moment,  too,  to  be  grave  and  thoughtful  ? 
Ask  of  your  own  hearts  and  memories,  brother  and  sister,  if 
we  do  not  live  in  the  dead ;  and  (to  speak  reverently)  prove 
Ood  by  love  ? 

Of  these  matters  Pen  and  Warrington  often  spoke  in  many 
a  solemn  and  friendly  converse  in  after  days ;  and  PendenniB*8 
mother  was  worshipped  in  his  memory,  and  canonised  there, 
as  such  a  saint  ought  to  be.  Lucky  he  in  life  who  knows  a 
few  such  women !  A  kind  provision  of  Heaven  it  was  that 
sent  us  such ;  and  gave  us  to  admire  that  touching  and  won- 
derful spectacle  of  innocence,  and  love,  and  beauty. 

But  as  it  is  certain  that  if,  in  the  course  of  these  senti- 
mental conversations,  any  outer  stranger,  Major  Pendennis 
for  instance,  had  walked  into  Pen's  chambers,  Arthur  and 
Warrington  would  have  stopped  their  talk,  and  chosen  another 
subject,  and  discoursed  about  the  Opera,  or  the  last  debate  in 
Parliament,  or  Miss  Jones's  marriage  with  Captain  Smith,  or 
what  not, — so,  let  us  imagine  that  the  public  steps  in  at  this 
juncture,  and  stops  the  confidential  talk  between  author  and 
reader,  and  begs  us  to  resume  our  remarks  about  this  world, 
with  which  both  are  certainly  better  acquainted  than  with  that 
other  one  into  which  we  have  just  been  peeping. 

On  coming  into  his  property,  Arthur  Pendennis  at  first 
comported  himself  with  a  modesty  and  equanimity  which  ob- 
tained his  friend  Warrington's  praises,  though  Arthur's  uncle 
was  a  little  inclined  to  quarrel  with  his  nephew's  meanness 
of  spirit,  for  not  assuming  greater  state  and  pretensions  now 
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that  he  had  entered  on  the  enjoyment  of  his  kingdom.  He 
wonld  have  had  Arthur  installed  in  handsome  quarters,  and 
riding  on  showy  park  hacks,  or  in  well-built  cabriolets,  every 
day.  "  I  am  too  absent,"  Arthur  said  with  a  laugh,  "  to  drive 
a  cab  in  London ;  the  omnibuses  woidd  cut  me  in  two,  or  I 
should  send  my  horse's  head  into  the  ladies'  carriage  windows ; 
and  you  wouldn't  have  me  driven  about  by  my  servant  like 
an  apothecary,  uncle  ?  "  No,  Major  Fendennis  would  on  no 
account  have  his  nephew  appear  like  an  apothecary;  the 
august  representative  of  the  house  of  Pendennis  must  not 
so  demean  himself.  And  when  Arthur,  pursuing  his  banter^ 
said,  "  And  yet,  I  dare  say,  sir,  my  father  was  proud  enough 
when  he  first  set  up  his  gig,"  the  old  Major  hemmed  and  ha'd^ 
and  his  wrinkled  face  reddened  with  a  blush  as  he  answered^ 
"You  know  what  Buonaparte  said,  sir,  'Ilfaut  laver  son  linge 
iale  en  famiUe.'  There  is  no  need,  sir,  for  you  to  brag  that 
your  father  was  a — a  medical  man.  He  came  of  a  most 
ancient  but  fallen  house,  and  was  obliged  to  reconstruct  the 
fiunfly  fortunes,  as  many  a  man  of  good  family  has  done  be- 
fore  him.  You  are  like  the  fellow  in  Sterne,  sir — the  Marquis 
who  came  to  demand  his  sword  again.  Your  father  got  back 
yours  for  you.  You  are  a  man  of  landed  estate,  by  Gad,  sir, 
and  a  gentleman — never  forget  you  are  a  gentleman." 

Then  Arthur  slily  turned  on  his  uncle  the  argument  which 
he  had  heard  the  old  gentleman  often  use  regarding  himself. 
"In  the  society  which  I  have  the  honour  of  frequenting 
through  your  introduction,  who  cares  to  ask  about  my  paltry 
means  or  my  humble  gentility,  uncle  ?  "  he  asked.  "  It  would 
be  absurd  of  me  to  attempt  to  compete  with  the  great  folks ; 
and  all  that  they  can  ask  from  us  is,  that  we  should  have  a 
decent  address  and  good  manners." 

"But  for  all  that,  sir,  I  should  belong  to  a  better  Club 
or  two,"  the  uncle  answered :  "  I  should  give  an  occasional 
dinner,  and  select  my  society  well ;  and  I  should  come  out  of 
that  horrible  garret  in  the  Temple,  sir."  And  so  Arthur  com- 
promised, by  descending  to  the  second  floor  in  Lamb  Court : 
Warrington  still  occupying  his  old  quarters,  and  the  two 
friends  being  determined  not  to  part  one  from  the  other. 
Cultivate  kindly,  reader,  those  friendships  of  your  youth :  it 
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is  only  in  that  generous  time  that  they  are  formed.  How 
different  the  intimacies  of  after  days  are,  and  how  much 
weaker  the  grasp  of  your  own  hand  after  it  has  been  shaken 
about  in  twenty  years'  commerce  with  the  world,  and  has 
squeezed  and  dropped  a  thousand  equally  careless  palms !  As 
you  can  seldom  fashion  your  tongue  to  speak  a  new  language 
after  twenty,  the  heart  refuses  to  receive  friendship  pretty 
soon :  it  gets  too  hard  to  yield  to  the  impression. 

So  Pen  had  many  acquaintances,  and  being  of  a  jovial  and 
easy  turn,  got  more  daily:  but  no  friend  like  Warrington; 
and  the  two  men  continued  to  Uve  almost  as  much  in  conunon 
as  the  Knights  of  the  Temple,  riding  upon  one  horse  (for  Pen's 
was  at  Warrington's  service),  and  having  their  chambers  and 
their  servitor  m  common. 

Mr.  Warrington  had  made  the  acquaintance  of  Pen's 
friends  of  Grosvenor  Place  during  their  last  unlucky  season 
in  London,  and  had  expressed  himself  no  better  satisfied  with 
Sir  Francis  and  Lady  Clavering  and  her  Ladyship's  daughter 
than  was  the  public  in  general.  "  The  world  is  right,"  George 
said,  ''  about  those  people.  The  young  men  laugh  and  talk 
freely  before  those  ladies,  and  about  them.  The  girl  sees 
people  whom  she  has  no  right  to  know,  and  talks  to  men  with 
whom  no  girl  should  have  an  intimacy.  Did  you  see  those 
two  reprobates  leaning  over  Lady  Clavering's  carriage  in  the 
Park  the  other  day,  and  leering  under  Miss  Blanche's  bonnet  ? 
No  good  mother  would  let  her  daughter  know  those  men,  or 
admit  them  within  her  doors." 

**  The  Begum  is  the  most  innocent  and  good-natured  soul 
alive,"  interposed  Pen.  **  She  never  heard  any  harm  of  Cap- 
tain Blackball,  or  read  that  trial  in  which  Charley  Lovelace 
figures.  Do  you  suppose  that  honest  ladies  read  and  re- 
member the  Chronique  Scandaleuse  as  well  as  you,  you  old 
grumbler  ?  " 

"Would  you  like  Laura  Bell  to  know  those  fellows?" 
Warrington  asked,  his  face  turning  rather  red.  "  Would  you 
let  any  woman  you  loved  be  contaminated  by  their  company  ? 
I  have  no  doubt  that  the  poor  Begum  is  ignorant  of  their 
histories.  It  seems  to  me  she  is  ignorant  of  a  great  number 
of  better  things.     It  seems  to  me  that  your  honest  Begum  is 
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not  a  ladjy  Pen.  It  is  not  her  fault,  doubtless,  that  she  has 
not  had  the  education  or  learned  the  refuiements  of  a  lady." 

"  She  is  as  moral  as  Lady  Fortsea,  who  has  all  the  world 
at  her  balls,  and  as  refined  as  Mrs.  Bull,  who  breaks  the 
king's  English,  and  has  half-a-dozen  dukes  at  her  table,"  Pen 
answered,  rather  sulkily.  "  Why  should  you  and  I  be  more 
squeamish  than  the  rest  of  the  world  ?  Why  are  we  to  visit 
the  sins  of  her  fathers  on  this  harmless  kind  creature  ?  She 
never  did  anything  but  kindness  to  you  or  any  mortal  soul. 
As  far  as  she  knows,  she  does  her  best.  She  does  not  set  up 
to  be  more  than  she  is.  She  gives  you  the  best  dinners  she 
can  buy,  and  the  best  company  she  can  get.  She  pays  the 
debts  of  that  scamp  of  a  husband  of  hers.  She  spoils  her  boy 
like  the  most  virtuous  mother  in  England.  Her  opinion  about 
literary  matters,  to  be  sure,  is  not  worth  much ;  and  I  dare  say 
she  never  read  a  line  of  Wordsworth,  or  heard  of  Tennyson  in 
her  life." 

"  No  more  has  Mrs.  Flanagan  the  laundress,"  growled  out 
Pen's  Mentor;  "no  more  has  Betty  the  housemaid;  and  I 
have  no  word  of  blame  against  them.  But  a  high-souled  man 
doesn't  make  friends  of  these.  A  gentleman  doesn't  choose 
these  for  his  companions,  or  bitterly  rues  it  afterwards  if  he 
do.  Are  you,  who  are  setting  up  to  be  a  man  of  the  world  and 
a  philosopher,  to  tell  me  that  the  aim  of  life  is  to  guttle  three 
courses  and  dine  off  silver  ?  Do  you  dare  to  own  to  yourself 
that  your  ambition  in  life  is  good  claret,  and  that  you'll  dine 
with  any,  provided  you  get  a  stalled  ox  to  feed  on  ?  You  call 
me  a  Cynic — why,  what  a  monstrous  Cynicism  it  is,  which  you 
and  the  rest  of  you  men  of  the  world  admit.  I'd  rather  live 
upon  raw  turnips  and  sleep  in  a  hollow  tree,  or  turn  back- 
woodsman or  savage,  than  degrade  myself  to  this  civilisation, 
and  own  that  a  French  cook  was  the  thing  in  life  best  worth 
living  for." 

"  Because  you  like  a  raw  beef-steak  and  a  pipe  afterwards," 
broke  out  Pen,  "you  give  yourself  airs  of  superiority  over 
people  whose  tastes  are  more  dainty,  and  are  not  ashamed  of 
the  world  they  live  in.  Who  goes  about  professing  particular 
admiration,  or  esteem,  or  friendship,  or  gratitude  even,  for  the 
people  one  meets  every  day  ?    If  A.  asks  me  to  his  house,  and 


3IO  PESDESSJS. 

gives  me  his  best,  I  take  his  good  thin^  for  what  they  are 
vorth,  and  jk>  DKH-e.  I  do  not  profess  to  pay  him  back  in 
friendi-hip,  but  in  the  oooTeniicMial  mcmey  of  society.  When 
ve  part,  ve  part  vitbont  any  griel  When  we  meet,  we  are 
tolerably  glad  to  see  one  another.  If  I  were  only  to  live  with 
my  friends,  your  black  mnzzky  old  George,  is  the  only  face  I 
fihoold  see." 

''Yon  are  your  ande*3  pnpiL**  said  Warrington,  rather 
gadly ;  ''  and  yon  speak  like  a  wQ«-ldling/* 

''  And  why  not  ?  "  asked  Pendennis ;  ''  why  not  acknow- 
ledge the  world  I  stand  upon,  and  sobmit  to  the  conditions  of 
the  society  which  we  live  in  and  live  by  ?  I  am  older  than 
yon,  George,  in  spite  of  your  grizzled  whiskers,  and  have  seen 
much  more  of  the  world  than  yon  have  in  your  garret  here, 
shnt  np  with  yoor  books  and  yoar  reveries  and  your  ideas  of 
one-and-twenty.  I  say,  I  take  the  world  as  it  is,  and  being  of 
it,  will  not  be  ashamed  of  it.  If  the  time  is  out  of  joint,  have 
I  any  calling  or  strength  to  set  i:  right  ?  " 

''  Indeed,  I  don*t  think  yon  have  moch  of  either,"  growled 
Pen's  interlocutor. 

"  If  I  donb:  whether  I  am  better  than  my  neighbour,** 
Arthur  continutrii, — "if  I  concede  that  I  am  no  better, — I 
also  doubt  Trhether  he  is  l-etter  than  L  I  see  men  who  begin 
with  ideas  of  universal  reform,  and  who,  before  their  beards 
are  gro'sru,  propound  their  loud  plans  for  the  regeneration  of 
mankir.  i.  cive  up  their  schemes  after  a  few  years  of  bootless 
talkin;T  and  vainglorious  attempts  to  lead  their  fellows ;  and 
after  thev  have  found  that  men  will  no  longer  hear  them,  as 
indeed  thev  never  were  in  the  least  worthv  to  be  heard,  sink 
quietly  into  the  rank  and  file, — acknowledging  their  aims  im- 
practical Je.  or  thankful  that  they  were  never  put  into  practice. 
The  fiercest  reformers  grow  calm,  and  are  &in  to  put  up  with 
things  as  they  are :  the  loudest  Radical  orators  become  dumb, 
quiescent  placemen :  the  most  fervent  Liberals,  when  out  of 
power,  'cecome  humdrum  Conservatives,  or  downright  tyrants 
or  despots  in  office.  Look  at  Thiers,  look  at  Guizot,  in  oppo- 
sition and  in  place  I  Look  at  the  Whigs  appealing  to  the 
counnni',  and  the  Whigs  in  power !  Would  you  say  that  the 
conduct  of  these  men  is  an  act  of  treason,  as  the  Radicals 
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l)awl9 — who  would  give  way  in  their  turn,  were  their  turn  ever 
to  come  ?  No,  only  that  they  submit  to  circumstances  which 
are  stronger  than  they, — march  as  the  world  marches  towards 
reform,  but  at  the  world's  pace  (and  the  movements  of  the 
vast  body  of  mankind  must  needs  be  slow), — forego  this 
scheme  as  impracticable,  on  account  of  opposition,— that  as 
immature,  because  against  the  sense  of  the  majority, — are 
forced  to  calculate  drawbacks  and  difficulties  as  well  as  to 
think  of  reforms  and  advances, — and  compelled  finally  to  sub- 
mit, and  to  wait,  and  to  compromise." 

"  The  Eight  Honourable  Arthur  Pendennis  could  not  speak 
better,  or  be  more  satisfied  with  himself,  if  he  was  First  Lord 
of  the  Treasury  and  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,"  Warring- 
ton said. 

"  Self-satisfied  ?  Why  self-satisfied  ?  "  continued  Pen.  "  It 
seems  to  me  that  my  scepticism  is  more  respectful  and  more 
modest  than  the  revolutionary  ardour  of  other  folks.  Many 
a  patriot  of  eighteen,  many  a  Spouting-Club  orator,  would 
turn  the  Bishops  out  of  the  House  of  Lords  to-morrow,  and 
throw  the  Lords  out  after  the  Bishops,  and  throw  the  throne 
into  the  Thames  after  the  Peers  and  the  Bench.  Is  that  man 
more  modest  than  I,  who  take  these  institutions  as  I  find 
ihem,  and  wait  for  time  and  truth  to  develop,  or  fortify,  or 
(if  you  like)  destroy  them  ?  A  college  tutor,  or  a  nobleman's 
toady,  who  appears  one  fine  day  as  my  right  reverend  lord,  in 
a  silk  apron  and  a  shovel-hat,  and  assumes  benedictory  airs 
over  me,  is  still  the  same  man  we  remember  at  Oxbridge, 
when  he  was  truckling  to  the  tufts,  and  bullying  the  poor 
undergraduates  in  the  lecture-room.  An  hereditary  legis- 
lator, who  passes  his  time  with  jockeys  and  blacklegs  and 
ballet-girls,  and  who  is  called  to  rule  over  me  and  his  other 
betters  because  his  grandfather  made  a  lucky  speculation  in 
the  funds,  or  found  a  coal  or  tin  mine  on  his  property,  or 
because  his  stupid  ancestor  happened  to  be  in  command  of  ten 
thousand  men  as  brave  as  himself,  who  overcame  twelve 
thousand  Frenchmen,  or  fifty  thousand  Indians --such  a  man, 
I  say,  inspires  me  with  no  more  respect  than  the  bitterest 
democrat  can  feel  towards  him.  But,  such  as  he  is,  he  is  a 
part  of  the  old  society  to  which  we  belong :  and  I  submit  to 
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his  lordship  with  acquiescence ;  and  he  takes  his  place  above 
the  best  of  us  at  all  dinner  parties,  and  there  bides  his  time. 
I  don*t  want  to  chop  his  head  off  with  a  guillotine,  or  to  fling 
mud  at  him  in  the  streets.  When  they  call  such  a  man  a  dis- 
grace to  his  order ;  and  such  another,  who  is  good  and  gentle, 
refined  and  generous,  who  employs  his  great  means  in  pro- 
moting every  kindness  and  charity,  and  art  and  grace  of  hfe, 
in  the  kindest  and  most  gracious  manner,  an  ornament  to  his 
rank — the  question  as  to  the  use  and  propriety  of  the  order  is 
not  in  the  least  affected  one  way  or  other.  There  it  is,  extant 
among  us,  a  part  of  our  habits,  the  creed  of  many  of  us,  the 
growth  of  centuries,  the  symbol  of  a  most  complicated  tradi- 
tion— there  stand  my  lord  the  bishop  and  my  lord  the  here- 
ditary legislator — what  the  French  call  transactions  both  of 
them,— representing  in  their  present  shape  mail-clad  barons 
and  double-sworded  chiefs  (from  whom  their  lordships  the 
hereditaries,  for  the  most  part,  don!t  descend),  and  priests, 
professing  to  hold  an  absolute  truth  and  a  divinely-inherited 
power,  the  which  truth  absolute  our  ancestors  burned  at 
the  stake,  and  denied  there ;  the  which  divine  transmissible 
power  still  exists  in  print^ — to  be  believed,  or  not,  pretty 
much  at  choice ;  and  of  these,  I  say,  I  acquiesce  that  they 
exist,  and  no  more.  If  you  say  that  these  schemes,  devised 
before  printing  was  known,  or  steam  was  born ;  when  thought 
was  an  infant,  scared  and  whipped :  and  truth  under  its 
guardians  was  gagged,  and  swathed,  and  blindfolded,  and 
not  allowed  to  lift  its  voice,  or  to  look  out,  or  to  walk  under 
the  sun ;  before  men  were  permitted  to  meet,  or  to  trade,  or 
to  speak  with  each  other — if  any  one  says  (as  some  faithful 
souls  do)  that  these  schemes  are  for  ever,  and  having  been 
changed  and  modified  constantly  are  to  be  subject  to  no  fur- 
ther development  or  decay,  I  laugh,  and  let  the  man  speak. 
But  I  would  have  toleration  for  these,  as  I  would  ask  it  for  my 
own  opinions ;  and  if  they  are  to  die,  I  would  rather  they  had 
a  decent  and  natural  than  an  abrupt  and  violent  death." 

"You  would  have  sacrificed  to  Jove,"  Warrington  said, 
"  had  you  lived  in  the  time  of  the  Christian  persecutions." 

"  Perhaps  I  would,"  said  Pen,  with  some  sadness.     "  Per- 
haps I  am  a  coward, — perhaps  my  faith  is  unsteady ;  but  this 
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is  my  own  reserve.  What  I  argue  here  is,  that  I  will  not 
persecute.  Make  a  faith  or  a  dogma  absolute,  and  persecution 
becomes  a  logical  consequence ;  and  Dominic  bums  a  Jew,  or 
Calvin  an  Arian,  or  Nero  a  Christian,  or  Elizabeth  or  Mary 
a  Papist  or  Protestant ;  or  their  father  both  or  either,  accord- 
ing to  his  humour ;  and  acting  without  any  pangs  of  remorse, 
— but  on  the  contrary,  with  strict  notions  of  duty  fuljBlled. 
Make  dogma  absolute,  and  to  inflict  or  to  suffer  death  be- 
comes eaay  and  necessary;  and  Mahomet's  soldiers  shouting 
^  Paradise !  Paradise  ! '  and  dying  on  the  Christian  spears,  are 
not  more  or  less  praiseworthy  than  the  sai!iie  men  slaugh- 
tering a  townful  of  Jews,  or  cutting  off  the  heads  of  all 
prisoners  who  woidd  not  acknowledge  that  there  was  but  one 
prophet  of  God." 

"A  little  while  since,  young  one,"  Warrington  said,  who 
had  been  listening  to  his  friend's  confessions  neither  without 
sympathy  nor  scorn,  for  his  mood  led  him  to  indulge  in  both. 
"  you  asked  me  why  I  remained  out  of  the  strife  of  the  world, 
and  looked  on  at  the  great  labour  of  my  neighbour  without 
taking  any  part  in  the  struggle.  Why,  what  a  mere  dilettante 
you  own  yourself  to  be,  in  this  confession  of  general  scepti- 
cism, and  what  a  listless  spectator  yourself !  You  are  six-and- 
twenty  years  old,  and  as  hlase  as  a  rake  of  sixty.  You  neither 
hope  much,  nor  care  much,  nor  believe  much.  You  doubt 
about  other  men  as  much  as  about  yourself.  Were  it  made 
of  such  pococuranti  as  you,  the  world  would  be  intolerable ; 
and  I  had  rather  live  in  a  wilderness  of  monkeys,  and  listen  to 
their  chatter,  than  in  a  company  of  men  who  denied  every- 
thing." 

"W^ere  the  world  composed  of  Saint  Bernards  or  Saint 
Dominies,  it  would  be  equally  odious,"  said  Pen,  **  and  at  the 
end  of  a  few  score  years  would  cease  to  exist  altogether. 
Would  you  have  every  man  with  his  head  shaved,  and  every 
woman  in  a  cloister, — carrying  out  to  the  full  the  ascetic 
principle  ?  Would  you  have  conventicle  hymns  twanging  from 
every  lane  in  every  city  in  the  world  ?  Would  you  have  all 
the  birds  of  the  forest  sing  one  note  and  fly  with  one  feather  ? 
You  call  me  a  sceptic  because  I  acknowledge  what  is ;  and  in 
acknowledging  that,  be  it  linnet  or  lark,  or  priest  or  parson ; 
VOL.  II.  s  8  4 
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be  it,  I  mean,  any  single  one  of  the  infinite  rarieties  of  the 
creatures  of  God  (whose  very  name  I  would  be  understood  to 
pronounce  with  reverence,  and  never  to  approach  but  with 
distant  awe),  I  say  that  the  study  and  acknowledgment  of 
that  variety  amongst  men  especially  increases  our  respect  and 
wonder  for  the  Creator,  Commander,  and  Ordainer  of  all  these 
minds,  so  different  and  yet  so  united, — meeting  in  a  common 
adoration,  and  offering  up,  each  according  to  his  degree  and 
means  of  approaching  the  Divine  centre,  his  acknowledgment 
of  praise  and  worship,  ea*ch  singing  (to  recur  to  the  bird 
simile)  his  natural  song." 

''  And  so,  Arthur,  the  hymn  of  a  saint,  or  the  ode  of  a 
poet,  or  the  chant  of  a  Newgate  thief,  are  all  pretty  much  the 
same  in  your  phUosophy,"  said  George. 

"  Even  that  sneer  could  be  answered  were  it  to  the  point," 
Pendennis  replied ;  ''  but  it  is  not ;  and  it  coidd  be  replied  to 
you,  that  even  to  the  wretched  outcry  of  the  thief  on  the  tree, 
the  wisest  and  the  best  of  all  teachers  we  know  of,  the  untiring 
Comforter  and  Consoler,  promised  a  pitiful  hearing  and  a 
certain  hope.  Hymns  of  saints !  Odes  of  poets !  who  are  we 
to  measure  the  chances  and  opportunities,  the  means  of  doing, 
or  even  judging,  right  and  wrong,  awarded  to  men ;  and  to 
establish  the  rule  for  meting  out  their  punishments  and  re- 
wards? We  are  as  insolent  and  unthinking  in  judging  of 
men's  morals  as  of  their  intellects.  We  admire  this  man  as 
being  a  great  philosopher,  and  set  down  the  other  as  a  dullard, 
not  knowing  either,  or  the  amount  of  truth  in  either,  or  being 
certain  of  the  truth  anywhere.  We  sing  Te  Deum  for  this 
hero  who  has  won  a  battle,  and  De  Profundis  for  that  other 
one  who  has  broken  out  of  prison,  and  has  been  caught  after- 
wards by  the  policeman.  Our  measure  of  rewards  and  punish- 
ments is  most  partial  and  incomplete,  absurdly  inadequate, 
utterly  worldly,  and  we  wish  to  continue  it  into  the  next  world. 
Into  that  next  and  awful  world  we  strive  to  pursue  men,  and 
send  after  them  our  impotent  party  verdicts  of  condemnation 
or  acquittal.  We  set  up  our  paltry  little  rods  to  measure 
Heaven  immeasurable,  as  if,  in  comparison  to  that,  Newton's 
mind,  or  Pascal's  or  Shakspeare's,  was  any  loftier  than  mine  ; 
as  if  the  ray  which  travels  from  the  sun  would  reach  me 
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80oner  than  the  man  who  blacks  my  boots.  Measured  by  that 
attitude,  the  tallest  and  the  smallest  among  us  are  so  alike 
diminutive  and  pitifully  base,  that  I  say  we  should  take  no 
count  of  the  calculation,  and  it  is  a  meanness  to  reckon  the 
difference." 

"Your  figure  fails  there,  Arthur,"  said  the  other,  better 
pleased ;  "  if  even  by  common  arithmetic  we  can  multiply  as 
we  can  reduce  almost  infinitely,  the  Great  Reckoner  must 
take  count  of  all;  and  the  small  is  not  small,  or  the  great 
great,  to  his  infinity." 

"  I  don't  call  those  calculations  in  question,"  Arthur  said ; 
"  I  only  say  that  yours  are  incomplete  and  premature ;  false 
in  consequence,  and,  by  every  operation,  multiplying  into 
wider  error.  I  do  not  condemn  the  men  who  killed  Socrates 
and  damned  Gralileo.  I  say  that  they  damned  Galileo  and 
killed  Socrates." 

"  And  yet  but  a  moment  since  you  admitted  the  propriety 
of  acquiescence  in  the  present,  and,  I  suppose,  all  other 
tyrannies  ?  " 

*'  No :  but  that  if  an  opponent  menaces  me,  of  whom  and 
without  cost  of  blood  and  violence  I  can  get  rid,  I  would 
rather  wait  him  out,  and  starve  him  out,  than  fight  him  out. 
Fabius  fought  Hannibal  sceptically.  Who  was  his  Roman  co- 
adjutor, whom  we  read  of  in  Plutarch  when  we  were  boys,  who 
scoffed  at  the  other's  procrastination  and  doubted  his  courage, 
and  engaged  the  enemy  and  was  beaten  for  his  pains  ?  " 

In  these  speculations  and  confessions  of  Arthur,  the  reader 
may  perhaps  see  allusions  to  questions  which,  no  doubt,  have 
occupied  and  discomposed  himself,  and  which  he  may  have 
answered  by  very  different  solutions  to  those  come  to  by  our 
friend.  We  are  not  pledging  ourselves  for  the  correctness  of 
his  opinions,  which  readers  will  please  to  consider  are  de- 
Uvered  dramatically,  the  writer  being  no  more  answerable  for 
them  than  for  the  sentiments  uttered  by  any  other  character 
of  the  story:  our  endeavour  is  merely  to  follow  out,  in  its 
progress,  the  development  of  the  mind  of  a  worldly  and  selfish, 
but  not  ungenerous  or  unkind  or  truth-avoiding  man.  And 
it  will  be  seen  that  the  lamentable  stage  to  which  his  logic  at 
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"  The  truth,  friend,"  Arthur  said,  unperturbably ;  "  where 
is  the  truth  ?  Show  it  me.  That  is  the  question  between  us. 
I  see  it  on  both  sides.  I  see  it  on  the  Conservative  side  of 
the  House,  and  amongst  the  Badicals,  and  even  on  the 
ministerial  benches.  I  see  it  in  this  man  who  worships  by 
Act  of  Parliament,  and  is  rewarded  with  a  silk  apron  and  five 
thousand  a  year ;  in  that  man,  who,  driven  fatally  by  the  re- 
morseless logic  of  his  creed,  gives  up  everything,  friends,  fame, 
dearest  ties,  closest  vanities,  the  respect  of  an  army  of  church- 
men, the  recognised  position  of  a  leader,  and  passes  over,  truth- 
impelled,  to  tiie  enemy,  in  whose  ranks  he  is  ready  to  serve 
henceforth  as  a  nameless  private  soldier : — I  see  the  truth  in 
that  man,  as  I  do  in  his  brother,  whose  logic  drives  him  to 
quite  a  different  conclusion,  and  who,  after  having  passed  a  life 
in  vain  endeavours  to  reconcile  an  irreconcilable  book,  flings 
it  at  last  down  in  despair,  and  declares,  with  tearful  eyes» 
and  hands  up  to  Heaven,  his  revolt  and  recantation.  If  the 
truth  ifl  with  all  these,  why  should  I  take  side  with  any  one  of 
them?  Some  are  called  upon  to  preach:  let  them  preach. 
Of  these  preachers  there  are  somewhat  too  many,  methinks, 
who  fancy  they  have  the  gift.  But  we  cannot  all  be  parsons 
in  church,  that  is  clear.  Some  must  sit  silent  and  listen,  or 
go  to  sleep  mayhap.  Have  we  not  all  our  duties  ?  The  head 
charity-boy  blows  the  bellows;  the  master  canes  the  other 
boys  in  the  organ-loft;  the  clerk  sings  out  Amen  from  the 
desk;  and  the  beadle  with  the  staff  opens  the  door  for  his 
Beverence,  who  rustles  in  silk  up  to  the  cushion.  I  won't 
cane  the  boys,  nay,  or  say  Amen  always,  or  act  as  the  church's 
champion  or  warrior,  in  the  shape  of  the  beadle  with  the  staff ; 
but  I  will  take  off  my  hat  in  the  place,  and  say  my  prayers 
there  too,  and  shake  hands  with  the  clergjrman  as  he  steps  on 
the  grass  outside.  Don't  I  know  that  his  being  there  is  a 
compromise,  and  that  he  stands  before  me  an  Act  of  Parlia- 
ment? That  the  church  he  occupies  was  built  for  other 
worship  ?  That  the  Methodist  chapel  is  next  door ;  and  that 
Bunyan  the  tinker  is  bawling  out  the  tidings  of  damnation  on 
the  common  hard  by  ?  Yes,  I  am  a  Sadducee ;  and  I  take 
things  as  I  find  them,  and  the  world,  and  the  Acts  of  Parlia- 
ment of  the  world,  as  they  are;  and  as  I  intend  to  take  a 
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wife,  if  I  find  one — not  to  be  madly  in  love  aaid  prostrate  at 
her  feet  like  a  fool — not  to  worship  her  as  an  angel,  or  to  ex- 
pect to  find  her  as  such — but  to  be  good-natured  to  her,  and 
courteous,  expecting  good-nature  and  pleasant  society  from 
her  in  turn.  And  so,  George,  if  ever  you  hear  of  my  marry- 
ing, depend  on  it,  it  won't  be  a  romantic  attachment  on  my 
side :  and  if  you  hear  of  any  good  place  under  Government, 
I  have  no  particular  scruples  that  I  know  of,  which  would 
prevent  me  from  accepting  your  oflfer." 

"  0  Pen,  you  scoundrel !  I  know  what  you  mean,"  here 
Warrington  broke  out.  *'  This  is  the  meaning  of  your  scep- 
ticism, of  your  quietism,  of  your  atheism,  my  poor  fellow. 
You're  going  to  sell  yourself,  and  Heaven  help  you !  You  are 
going  to  make  a  bargain  which  will  degrade  you  and  make 
you  miserable  for  life,  and  there's  no  use  talking  of  it.  If  yon 
are  once  bent  on  it,  the  devil  won't  prevent  you." 

''On  the  contrary,  he's  on  my  side,  isn't  he,  George?" 
said  Pen,  with  a  laugh.  ''What  good  cigars  these  are! 
Come  down  and  have  a  little  dinner  at  the  Gub ;  the  chefB  in 
town  and  he*ll  cook  a  good  one  for  me.  No,  you  won't? 
Don't  be  sulky,  old  boy,  I'm  going  down  to— to  the  country 
to-morrow." 
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information  regard- 
ing the  affairs  of  the 
Ckvering  family,  which  Ma- 
jor PendenniB  had  acquired 
through  Strong,  and  by  hia 
own  personal  interference 
as  the  Mend  of  the  house, 
was  such  as  almost  made 
the  old  gentleman  panse  in 
any  plans  which  he  might 
have  once  entertained  for 
his  nephew's  benefit.  To 
bestow  upon  Arthur  a  wife 
;wo  such  fathers-in-law  as  the  two  worthies  whom  the 
!S8  and  unfortunate  Lady  Clavering  had  drawn  in  her 
ige  ventures,  was  to  benefit  no  man.  And  though  the 
Q  a  manner,  neutralised  the  other,  and  the  appearance 
lOry  or  Altamont  in  public  would  be  the  signal  for  hia 
itaneous  withdrawal  and  condign  punishment, — for  the 
7e  convict  had  cut  down  the  officer  in  charge  of  him,  and 
}  would  be  inevitably  his  end,  if  he  came  again  under 
b  authorities ;  yet  no  guardian  would  like  to  secure  for 
ird  a  wife  whose  parent  was  to  be  got  rid  of  in  such  a 
and  the  old  gentleman's  notion  always  had  been  that 
ont,  with  the  gallows  before  his  eyes,  would  assuredly 
recognition;  while,  at  the  same  time,  by  holding  the 
of  his  discovery  over  Clavering,  the  latter,  who  would 
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lose  everything  by  Amory's  appearance,  would  be  a  slave  in 
the  hands  of  the  person  who  knew  so  fatal  a  secret. 

But  if  the  Begum  paid  Clavering's  debts  many  tinies  more, 
her  wealth  would  be  expended  altogether  ujwn  this  irreclaim- 
able reprobate ;  and  her  heirs,  whoever  they  might  be,  would 
succeed  but  to  an  emptied  treasury ;  and  Miss  Amory,  instead 
of  bringing  her  husband  a  good  income  and  a  seat  in  Parlia- 
ment, would  bring  to  that  individual  her  person  only,  and  her 
pedigree  with  that  lamentable  note  of  siis.  per  coll.  at  the 
name  of  the  last  male  of  her  line. 

There  was,  however,  to  the  old  schemer  revolving  these 
things  in  his  mind,  another  course  yet  open ;  the  which  will 
appear  to  the  reader  who  may  take  the  trouble  to  peruse  a 
conversation,  which  presently  ensued,  between  Major  Pen- 
dennis  and  the  honourable  Baronet  the  member  for  Clavering. 

When  a  man,  under  pecuniary  difficulties,  disappears  from 
among  his  usual  friends  and  equals, — dives  out  of  sight,  as  it 
w^re,  from  the  flock  of  birds  in  which  he  is  accustomed  to  sail, 
it  is  wonderful  at  what  strange  and  distant  nooks  he  comes 
up  again  for  breath.  I  have  known  a  Pall  Mall  lounger  and 
Eotten  Eow  buck,  of  no  inconsiderable  fashion,  vanish  from 
amongst  his  comrades  of  the  Clubs  and  the  Park,  and  be  dis- 
covered, very  happy  and  affable,  at  an  eighteenpenny  ordinary 
in  Billingsgate:  another  gentleman,  of  great  learning  and 
wit,  when  outrunning  the  constable  (were  I  to  say  he  was  a 
literary  man,  some  critics  would  vow  that  I  intended  to  insult 
the  literary  profession),  once  sent  me  his  address  at  a  little 
public-house  called  the  **Fox  under  the  Hill,"  down  a  most 
darksome  and  cavernous  archway  in  the  Strand.  Such  a 
man,  under  such  misfortunes,  may  have  a  house,  but  he  is 
never  in  his  house ;  and  has  an  address  where  letters  may  be 
left;  but  only  simpletons  go  with  the  hopes  of  seeing  him. 
Only  a  few  of  the  faithful  know  where  he  is  to  be  found,  and 
have  the  clue  to  his  hiding-plac^.  So,  after  the  disputes  with 
his  wife,  and  the  misfortunes  consequent  thereon,  to  find  Sir 
Francis  Clavering  at  home  was  impossible.  "Ever  since  I 
hast  him  for  my  book,  which  is  fourteen  pound,  he  don't 
come  home  till  three  o'clock,  and  purtends  to  be  asleep  when 
I  bring  his  water  of  a  mornin',  and  dodges  hout  when  I'm 
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downstairs/'  Mr.  Lightfoot  remarked  to  his  Mend  Morgan ; 
and  announced  that  he  should  go  down  to  my  Lady,  and  be 
butler  there,  and  marry  his  old  woman.  In  like  manner, 
after  his  altercations  with  Strong,  the  Baronet  did  not  come 
near  him,  and  fled  to  other  haunts,  out  of  the  reach  of  the 
Chevalier's  reproaches; — out  of  the  reach  of  conscience,  if 
possible,  which  many  of  us  try  to  dodge  and  leave  behind  us 
by  changes  of  scene  and  other  fugitive  stratagems. 

So,  though  the  elder  Pendennis,  having  his  own  ulterior 
object,  was  bent  upon  seeing  Pen's  country  neighbour  and  re- 
presentative in  Parliament,  it  took  the  Major  no  inconsiderable 
trouble  and  time  before  he  could  get  him  into  such  a  con- 
fidential state  and  conversation,  as  were  necessary  for  the  ends 
which  the  Major  had  in  view.  For  since  the  Major  had  been 
called  in  as  family  friend,  and  had  cognisance  of  Glavering's 
affairs,  conjugal  and  pecimiary,  the  Baronet  avoided  him :  as 
he  always  avoided  all  his  lawyers,  and  agents,  when  there  was 
an  account  to  be  rendered,  or  an  afifair  of  business  to  be  dis- 
cussed between  them ;  and  never  kept  any  appointment  but 
when  its  object  was  the  raising  of  money.  Thus,  previous  to 
catching  this  most  shy  and  timorous  bird,  the  Major  made 
more  than  one  futile  attempt  to  hold  him; — on  one  day  it 
was  a  most  innocent-looking  invitation  to  dinner  at  Green- 
wich, to  meet  a  few  friends ;  the  Baronet  accepted,  suspected 
something,  and  did  not  come ;  leaving  the  Major  (who  indeed 
proposed  to  represent  in  himself  the  body  of  friends)  to  eat 
his  whitebait  alone: — on  another  occasion  the  Major  wTote 
and  asked  for  ten  minutes'  talk,  and  the  Baronet  instantly 
acknowledged  the  note,  and  made  the  appointment  at  four 
o'clock  the  next  day  at  Bays's  precisely  (he  carefully  under- 
lined the  "  precisely  ") ;  but  though  four  o'clock  came,  aa  in 
the  course  of  time  and  destiny  it  could  not  do  otherwise,  no 
Clavering  made  his  appearance.  Indeed,  if  he  had  borrowed 
twenty  pounds  of  Pendennis,  he  could  not  have  been  more 
timid,  or  desirous  of  avoiding  the  Major;  and  the  latter 
found  that  it  was  one  thing  to  seek  a  man,  and  another  to 
find  Mm. 

Before  the  close  of  that  day  in  which  Strong's  patron  had 
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^ven  the  Chevalier  the  benefit  of  so  many  blessings  before  his 
face  and  curses  behind  his  back.  Sir  Francis  Clavering,  who 
had  pledged  his  word  and  his  oath  to  his  wife's  advisers  to 
draw  or  accept  no  more  bills  of  exchange,  and  to  be  content 
^vith  the  allowance  which  his  victimised  wife  still  awarded 
him,  had  managed  to  sign  his  respectable  name  to  a  piece  of 
stamped  paper,  which  the  Baronet's  friend,  Mr.  Moss  Abrams, 
had  carried  off,  promising  to  have  the  biU  "  done  "  by  a  party 
with  whose  intimacy  Mr.  Abrams  was  favoured.  And  it 
chanced  that  Strong  heard  of  this  transaction  at  the  place 
where  the  writings  had  been  drawn, — in  the  back  parlour, 
namely,  of  Mr.  Santiago's  cigar-shop,  where  the  Chevalier  was 
constantly  in  the  habit  of  spending  an  hour  in  the  evening. 

"He  is  at  his  old  work  again,"  Mr.  Santiago  told  his 
customer.  "  He  and  Moss  Abrams  were  in  my  parlour.  Moss 
sent  out  my  boy  for  a  stamp.  It  must  have  been  a  bill  for 
fifty  pound.  I  heard  the  Baronet  tell  Moss  to  date  it  two 
months  back.  He  will  pretend  that  it  is  an  old  bill,  and 
that  he  forgot  it  when  he  came  to  a  settlement  with  his  wife 
the  other  day.  I  dare  say  they  will  give  him  some  more 
money  now  he  is  clear."  A  man  who  has  the  habit  of  putting 
liis  unlucky  name  to  "  promises  to  pay "  at  six  months,  has 
the  satisfaction  of  knowing,  too,  that  his  affairs  are  known 
and  canvassed,  and  his  signature  handed  roimd,  among  the 
very  worst  knaves  and  rogues  of  London. 

Mr.  Santiago's  shop  was  close  by  St.  James's  Street  and 
Bury  Street,  where  we  have  had  the  honour  of  visiting  our 
friend  Major  Pendennis  in  his  lodgmgs.  The  Major  was 
walking  daintily  towards  his  apartment,  as  Strong,  burnmg 
with  wrath  and  redolent  of  Havanna,  strode  along  the  same 
pavement  opposite  to  him. 

"  Confound  these  young  men  :  how  they  poison  everythmg 
with  their  smoke,"  thought  the  Major.  "  Here  comes  a  fuUow 
with  mustachios  and  a  cigar.  Every  fellow  who  smokes  and 
wears  mustachios  is  a  low  fellow.  Oh !  it's  Mr.  Strong. — I 
hope  you  are  well,  Mr.  Strong?"  and  the  old  gentleman, 
making  a  dignified  bow  to  the  Chevalier,  was  about  to  pass 
into  his  house ;  directing  towards  the  lock  of  the  door,  with 
trembling  hand,  the  polished  door-key. 
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We  have  said  that,  at  the  long  and  weary  disputes  and 
conferences  regarding  the  payment  of  Sir  Francis  Clavering's 
last  debts,  Strong  and  Pendennis  had  both  been  present  as 
friends  and  advisers  of  the  Baronet's  unlucky  family.  Strong 
stopped  and  held  out  his  hand  to  his  brother  negotiator,  and 
old  Pendennis  put  out  towards  him  a  couple  of  ungracious 
fingers. 

"  What  is  your  good  news  ?  "  said  Major  Pendennis,  pa- 
tronising the  other  stiU  further,  and  condescending  to  address 
to  him  an  observation,  for  old  Pendennis  had  kept  such  good 
company  all  his  life,  that  he  vaguely  imagined  he  honoured 
common  men  by  speaking  to  them.  "  Still  in  town,  Mr. 
Strong  ?    I  hope  I  see  you  well." 

"  My  news  is  bad  news,  sir,"  Strong  answered ;  "  it  con- 
cerns our  friends  at  Tunbridge  Wells,  and  I  should  like  to 
talk  to  you  about  it.  Glavering  is  at  his  old  tricks  again. 
Major  Pendennis." 

"  Indeed  !  Pray  do  me  the  favour  to  come  into  my  lodg- 
ing," cried  the  Major  with  awakened  interest;  and  the  pair 
entered  and  took  possession  of  his  drawing-room.  Here 
seated.  Strong  unburthened  himself  of  his  indignation  to  the 
Major,  and  spoke  at  large  of  Clavering's  recklessness  and 
treachery.  "  No  promises  will  bind  him,  sir,"  he  said.  **  You 
remember  when  we  met,  sir,  with  my  Lady's  lawyer,  how  he 
wouldn't  be  satisfied  with  giving  his  honour,  but  w^anted  to 
take  his  oath  on  his  knees  to  his  wife,  and  rang  the  bell  for  a 
Bible,  and  swore  perdition  on  his  soul  if  he  ever  would  give 
another  bill.  He  has  been  signing  one  this  very  day,  sir; 
and  will  sign  as  many  more  as  you  please  for  ready  money : 
he  will  deceive  anybody,  his  wife  or  his  child,  or  his  old  friend, 
who  has  backed  him  a  hundred  times.  Why,  there's  a  biU  of 
his  and  mine  will  be  due  next  week " 

"  I  thought  w^e  had  paid  all " 

"Not  that  one,"  Strong  said,  blushing.  "He  asked  me 
not  to  mention  it,  and — and — I  had  half  the  money  for  that. 
Major.  And  they  will  be  down  on  me.  But  I  don't  care  for 
it :  I'm  used  to  it.  It's  Lady  Clavering  that  riles  me.  It's  a 
shame  that  that  good-natured  woman,  who  has  paid  him  out 
of  gaol  a  score  of  times,  should  be  ruined  by  his  heartlessness. 

T  T  2 
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A  parcel  of  bill-stealers,  boxers,  any  rascals,  get  his  money; 
and  he  don't  scruple  to  throw  an  honest  fellow  over.  Would 
you  believe  it,  sir,  he  took  money  of  Altamont — ^you  know 
whom  I  mean  ?  *' 

**  Indeed  ?  of  that  singular  man,  who  I  think  came  tipsy 
once  to  Sir  Francis's  house?"  Major  Pendennis  said,  with 
impenetrable  countenance.    "  Who  is  Altamont,  Mr.  Strong  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  I  don't  know,  if  you  don't  know,"  the  Chevalier 
answered,  with  a  look  of  surprise  and  suspicion. 

"To  tell  you  frankly,"  said  the  Major,  "I  have  my 
suspicions.  I  suppose — mind,  I  only  suppose — that  in  our 
friend  Clavering's  life — who,  between  you  and  me,  Captain 
Strong,  we  must  own  is  about  as  loose  a  fish  as  any  in  my 
acquaintance — there  are,  no  doubt,  some  queer  secrets  and 
stories  which  he  would  not  like  to  have  known :  none  of  us 
would.  And  very  likely  this  fellow,  who  calls  himself  Alta- 
mont, knows  some  story  against  Clavering,  and  has  some  hold 
on  him,  and  gets  money  out  of  him  on  the  strength  of  his  in- 
formation. I  know  some  of  the  best  men  of  the  best  families 
in  England  who  are  paying  tlurough  the  nose  in  that  way. 
But  their  private  aflfaii's  are  no  business  of  mine,  Mr.  Strong ; 
and  it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  because  I  go  and  dine  with 
a  man,  I  pry  into  his  secrets,  or  am  answerable  for  all  his 
past  life.  And  so  with  our  friend  Clavering,  I  am  most  in- 
terested for  his  wife's  sake,  and  her  daughter's,  who  is  a  most 
charming  creature  :  and  when  her  Ladyship  asked  me,  I  looked 
into  her  affairs,  and  tried  to  set  them  straight ;  and  shall  do  so 
again,  you  understand,  to  the  best  of  my  humble  power  and 
ability,  if  I  can  make  myself  useful.  And  if  I  am  called  upon 
— you  understand,  if  I  am  called  upon — and — by  the  way, 
this  Mr.  Altamont,  Mr.  Strong  ?  How  is  this  Mr.  Altamont  ? 
I  believe  you  are  acquainted  with  him.     Is  he  in  to\\Ti  ?  " 

**  I  don't  know  that  I  am  called  upon  to  know  where  he  is, 
Major  Pendennis,"  said  Strong,  rising  and  taking  up  his  hat 
in  dudgeon,  for  the  Major's  patronising  manner  and  imperti- 
nence of  caution  offended  the  honest  gentleman  not  a  little. 

Pendennis's  manner  altered  at  once  from  a  tone  of  hauteur 
to  one  of  knowing  good-humour.  "  Ah,  Captain  Strong,  you 
are  cautious,  too,  I  see ;  and  quite  right,  my  good  sir,  quite 
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right.  We  don't  know  what  ears  walls  may  have,  sir,  or  to 
whom  we  may  be  talking ;  and  as  a  man  of  the  world,  and 
an  old  soldier, — ^an  old  and  distinguished  soldier,  I  have  been 
told.  Captain  Strong, — you  know  very  well  that  there  is  no 
use  in  throwing  away  your  fire;  you  may  have  your  ideas, 
and  I  may  put  two  and  two  together  and  have  mine.  But 
there  are  things  which  don't  concern  him  that  many  a  man 
had  better  not  know,  eh.  Captain  ?  and  which  I,  for  one,  won't 
know  until  I  have  reason  for  knowing  them :  and  that  I 
l)elieve  is  your  maxim  too.  With  regard  to  our  friend  the 
Baronet,  I  think  with  you,  it  would  be  most  advisable  that  he 
should  be  checked  in  his  imprudent  courses ;  and  most  strongly 
reprehend  any  man's  departure  from  his  word,  or  any  conduct 
of  his  which  can  give  any  pain  to  his  family,  or  cause  them 
annoyance  in  any  way.  That  is  my  full  and  frank  opinion, 
and  I  am  sure  it  is  yours." 

"  Certainly,"  said  Mr.  Strong,  drily. 

"  I  am  delighted  to  hear  it ;  delighted,  that  an  old  brother 
soldier  should  agree  with  me  so  fully.  And  I  am  exceedingly 
glad  of  the  lucky  meeting  which  has  procured  me  the  good 
fortune  of  your  visit.  Good  evening.  Thank  you.  Morgan, 
show  the  door  to  Captain  Strong." 

And  Strong,  preceded  by  Morgan,  took  his  leave  of  Major 
Pendennis ;  the  Chevalier  not  a  little  puzzled  at  the  old  fel- 
low's prudence ;  and  the  valet,  to  say  the  truth,  to  the  full  as 
much  perplexed  at  his  master's  reticence.  For  Mr.  Morgan, 
in  his  capacity  of  accomplished  valet,  moved  here  and  there  in 
a  house  as  silent  as  a  shadow ;  and,  as  it  so  happened,  during 
the  latter  part  of  his  master's  conversation  with  his  visitor, 
had  been  standing  very  close  to  the  door,  and  had  overheard 
not  a  Uttle  of  the  talk  between  the  two  gentlemen,  and  a  great 
deal  more  than  he  could  understand. 

"  Who  is  that  Altamont  ?  know  anything  about  him  and 
Strong?"  Mr.  Morgan  asked  of  Mr.  Lightfoot,  on  the  next 
convenient  occasion  when  they  met  at  the  Club. 

"  Strong's  his  man  of  business,  draws  the  Governor's  bills, 
and  indosses  'em,  and  does  his  odd  jobs  and  that ;  and  I  sup- 
l)08e  Altamont's  in  it  too,"  Mr.  Lightfoot  rephed.  "  That  kite- 
flying, you  know,  Mr.  M.,  always  takes  two  or  three  on  'em  to 
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set  the  paper  going.  Altamont  put  the  pot  on  at  the  Derby, 
and  won  a  good  bit  of  money.  I  wish  the  Governor  could  get 
some  somewhere,  and  I  could  get  my  book  paid  up." 

"Do  you  think  my  Lady  would  pay  his  debts  again?" 
Morgan  asked.  "Find  out  that  for  me  Lightfoot,  and  TU 
make  it  worth  your  while,  my  boy." 

Major  Pendennis  had  often  said  with  a  laugh,  that  his  valet 
Morgan  was  a  much  richer  man  than  himself:  and,  indeed,  by 
a  long  course  of  careful  speculation,  this  wary  and  silent  at- 
tendant had  been  amassing  a  considerable  sum  of  money, 
during  the  years  which  he  had  passed  in  the  Major's  service, 
where  he  had  made  the  acquaintance  of  many  other  valets  of 
distinction,  from  whom  he  had  learned  the  affairs  of  their 
principals.  When  Mr.  Arthur  came  into  his  property,  but 
not  until  then,  Morgan  had  surprised  the  young  gentleman 
by  saying  that  he  had  a  little  simi  of  money,  some  fifty  or  a 
hundred  pound,  which  he  wanted  to  lay  out  to  advantage; 
perhaps  the  gentlemen  in  the  Temple,  knowing  about  affairs 
and  business  and  that,  could  help  a  poor  fellow  to  a  good  in- 
vestment ?  Morgan  would  be  very  much  obliged  to  Mr.  Arthur, 
most  grateful  and  obliged  indeed,  if  Arthur  could  tell  him  of 
one.  Wlien  Arthur  laughingly  replied,  that  he  knew  nothing 
about  money  matters,  and  knew  no  earthly  way  of  helping 
Morgan,  the  latter,  with  the  utmost  simplicity,  was  very  grate- 
ful, very  grateful  indeed,  to  Mr.  Arthur,  and  if  Mr.  Arthur 
should  want  a  little  money  before  his  rents  was  paid,  perhaps 
he  would  kindly  remember  that  his  uncle's  old  and  faithful 
servant  had  some  as  he  would  like  to  put  out :  and  be  most 
proud  if  he  could  be  useful  anj^ays  to  any  of  the  family. 

The  Prince  of  Fairoaks,  who  was  tolerably  prudent  and 
had  no  need  of  ready  money,  would  as  soon  have  thought  of 
borrowing  from  his  uncle's  servant  as  of  stealing  the  valet's 
pocket-handkercliief,  and  was  on  the  jwint  of  making  some 
haughty  reply  to  Morgan's  offer,  but  was  checked  by  the 
humour  of  the  transaction.  Morgan  a  capitalist !  Morgan 
offering  to  lend  to  him !  The  joke  was  excellent.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  man  might  be  quite  innocent,  and  the  pro- 
posal of  money  a  simple  offer  of  good-will.     So  Ai-thur  with- 
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held  the  sarcasm  that  was  rising  to  his  Ups,  and  contented 
himself  by  declining  Mr.  Morgan's  kind  proposal.  He  men- 
tioned the  matter  to  his  micle,  however,  and  congratulated  the 
latter  on  having  such  a  treasure  in  his  service. 

It  was  then  that  the  Major  said  that  he  believed  Morgan 
had  been  getting  devilish  rich  for  a  devilish  long  time ;  in  fact 
he  had  bought  the  house  in  Bury  Street,  in  which  his  master 
was  a  lodger ;  and  had  actually  made  a  considerable  sum  of 
money  from  his  acquaintance  with  the  Clavering  family,  and 
his  knowledge  obtained  through  his  master  that  the  Begum 
would  pay  all  her  husband's  debts,  by  buying  up  as  many  of 
the  Baronet's  acceptances  as  he  could  raise  money  to  purchase. 
Of  these  transactions  the  Major,  however,  knew  no  more  than 
most  gentlemen  do  of  their  servants,  who  Uve  with  us  all  our 
di^s  and  are  strangers  to  us:  so  strong  custom  is,  and  so 
pitiless  the  distinction  between  class  and  class. 

"  So  he  offered  to  lend  you  money,  did  he  ? "  the  elder 
Pendennis  remarked  to  his  nephew.  "  He's  a  dev'lish  sly  fel- 
low, and  a  dev'lish  rich  fellow ;  and  there's  many  a  nobleman 
would  like  to  have  such  a  valet  in  his  service,  and  borrow  from 
him  too.  And  he  ain't  a  bit  changed,  Monsieur  Morgan.  He 
does  his  work  just  as  well  as  ever — he's  always  ready  to  my 
bell — steals  about  the  room  like  a  cat — he's  so  dev'lishly  at- 
tached to  me,  Morgan  !  " 

On  the  day  of  Strong's  visit,  the  Major  bethought  him  of 
Pen's  story,  and  that  Morgan  might  help  him,  and  ralUed  the 
valet  regarding  his  wealth  with  that  free  and  insolent  way 
which  so  high-placed  a  gentleman  might  be  disposed  to  adopt 
towards  so  unfortunate  a  creature. 

**  I  hear  that  you  have  got  some  money  to  invest,  Morgan," 
said  the  Major. 

It's  Mr.  Arthur  has  been  telling,  hang  him !  thought  the 
valet. 

"  I'm  glad  my  place  is  such  a  good  one." 

"  Thank  you,  sir — I've  no  reason  to  complain  of  my  place 
nor  of  my  master,"  replied  Morgan,  demurely. 

"  You're  a  good  fellow :  and  I  believe  you  are  attached  to 
me ;  and  I'm  glad  you  get  on  well.  And  I  hope  you'll  be  pru- 
dent, and  not  be  taJdng  a  public-house  or  that  kind  of  thing." 
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A  public-house,  thought  Morgan — me  in  a  public-house! 

—the  old  fool ! — Dammy,  if  I  was  ten  years  younger  Td  set 

in  ParljTuent  before  I  died,  that  I  would. — "  No,  thank  you 

kindly,  sir.     I  don't  think  of  the  public  line,  sir.     And  Tve 

got  my  little  savings  pretty  well  put  out,  sir." 

"  You  do  a  little  in  the  discounting  way,  eh,  Morgan  ? '' 

"  Yes,  sir,  a  very  little. — I — I  beg  your  pardon,  sir — might 
I  be  so  free  as  to  ask  a  question  ?  " 

**  Speak  on,  my  good  fellow,"  the  elder  said,  graciously. 

"  Alx)ut  Sir  Francis  Clavering's  pai)er,  sir  ?  Do  you  think 
he's  any  longer  any  good,  sir  ?  Will  my  Lady  pay  on  'em  any 
more,  sir  ?  " 

**  Wliat,  you've  done  something  in  that  business  already  ?  " 

**Yes,  sir,  a  little,"  replied  Morgan,  dropping  down  his 
eyes.  "  And  I  don't  mind  owning,  sir,  and  I  hope  I  may  take 
the  lil)erty  of  saying,  sir,  that  a  little  more  would  make  me 
verv  comfortable  if  it  turned  out  as  well  as  the  last." 

**Why,  how  much  have  you  netted  by  him,  in  Gad's 
name  ?  "  asked  the  Major. 

**  I've  done  a  gootl  bit,  sir,  at  it :  that  I  own,  sir.  Ha\iiig 
some  information,  and  made  acquamtance  with  the  fam'Iy 
through  your  kindness,  I  put  on  the  ix)t,  sir." 

'*  You  did  what  ?  " 

**  I  laid  my  money  on,  sir — I  got  all  I  could,  and  borrowed, 
and  Unight  Sir  Francis's  bills;  many  of  'em  had  his  name, 
and  the  gentleman's  as  is  just  gone  out,  Edward  Strong, 
Escpiire,  sir :  and  of  course  I  know  of  the  blow  hup  and 
shindy  as  is  took  place  in  Grosvenor  Place,  sir ;  and  as  I  may 
as  well  make  my  money  as  another,  I'd  be  very  much  obloeged 
to  you  if  youM  tell  nie  whether  my  Lady  will  come  down  any 
more." 

Although  Major  Pendennis  was  as  much  surprised  at  this 
intelligence  regarding  his  servant,  as  if  he  had  heard  that 
iforgan  was  a  disguised  ^larquis,  about  to  throw  oflf  his  mask 
and  assume  his  seat  in  the  House  of  Peers ;  and  although  hr 
was  of  eoui'se  indignant  at  the  audacity  of  the  fellow  who  had 
dared  to  giow  rich  under  his  nose,  and  without  his  cogni- 
sance :  vtt  lu*  had  a  natural  admiration  for  every  man  who 
represented  money  and  success,  and  found  himself  resjiecting 
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Morgan,  and  being  rather  afraid  of  that  worthy,  as  the  truth 
began  to  dawn  upon  him. 

"Well,  Morgan,"  said  he,  "I  mustn't  ask  how  rich  you 
are ;  and  the  richer  the  better  for  your  sake,  I*m  sure.  And 
if  I  could  give  you  any  information  that  could  serve  you,  I 
would  si)eedily  help  you.  But  frankly,  if  Lady  Clavering  asks 
me  whether  she  shall  pay  any  more  of  Sir  Francis's  debta 
I  shall  advise  and  hope  she  won't,  though  I  fear  she  will — 
and  that  is  all  I  know.  And  so  you  are  aware  that  Sir  Fran- 
cis is  beginning  again  in  his— eh — reckless  and  imprudent 
course  ?  " 

"At  his  old  games,  sir — can't  prevent  that  gentleman. 
He  wiU  do  it." 

"Mr.  Strong  was  saying  that  a  Mr.  Moss  Abrams  was 
the  holder  of  one  of  Sir  Francis  Clavering's  notes.  Do  you 
know  anything  of  this  Mr.  Abrams  or  the  amount  of  the 
biU?" 

"  Don't  know  the  bill ;  know  Abrams  quite  well,  sir." 

"  I  wish  you  would  find  out  about  it  for  me.  And  I  wish 
yon  would  find  out  where  I  can  see  Sir  Francis  Clavering, 
Morgan." 

And  Morgan  said,  "  Thank  you,  sir — yes,  sir — I  wiU,  sir," 
and  retired  from  the  room,  as  he  had  entered  it,  with  his 
usual  stealthy  respect  and  quiet  humility ;  leaving  the  Major 
to  muse  and  wonder  over  what  he  had  just  heard. 

The  next  morning  the  valet  informed  Major  Pendennis 
that  he  had  seen  Mr.  Abrams ;  what  was  the  amount  of  the 
bill  that  gentleman  was  desirous  to  negotiate ;  and  that  the 
Baronet  would  be  sure  to  be  in  the  back  parlour  of  the 
"Wheel  of  Fortune  "  Tavern  that  day  at  one  o'clock. 

To  this  appointment  Sir  Francis  Clavering  was  punctual^ 
and  as  at  one  o'clock  he  sate  in  the  parlour  of  the  tavern  in 
question,  surrounded  by  spittoons,  Windsor  chairs,  cheerful 
prints  of  boxers,  trotting  horses,  and  pedestrians,  and  the 
lingering  of  last  night's  tobacco  fumes — as  the  descendant  of 
an  ancient  line  sate  in  this  delectable  place  accommodated 
with  an  old  copy  of  BelVs  Life  in  London^  much  blotted  with 
beer,  the  polite  Major  Pendennis  walked  into  the  apartment. 
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"  So  it's  you,  old  boy  ?  "  asked  the  Baronet,  thinking  that 
Mr.  Moss  Abrams  had  arrived  with  the  money. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Sir  Francis  Clavering?  I  wanted  to  see 
you,  and  followed  you  here,"  said  the  Major,  at  sight  of  whom 
the  other's  countenance  fell. 

Now  that  he  had  his  opponent  before  him,  the  Major  was 
determined  to  make  a  brisk  and  sudden  attack  upon  him,  and 
went  into  action  at  once.  "  I  know,"  he  continued,  "  who  is 
the  exceedingly  disreputable  person  for  whom  you  took  me, 
Clavering ;  and  the  errand  which  brought  you  here." 

**  It  ain't  your  business,  is  it  ?  "  asked  the  Baronet,  ^itb 
a  sulky  and  deprecatory  look.  "  Why  are  you  following  me 
about,  and  taking  the  command  and  meddling  in  my  affairs. 
Major  Pendennis  ?  I've  never  done  you  any  harm,  have  I  ? 
I've  never  had  iiour  money.  And  I  don't  choose  to  be  dodged 
about  in  this  way,  and  domineered  over.  I  don't  choose  it, 
and  I  won't  have  it.  If  Lady  Clavering  has  any  proposal  to 
make  to  me,  let  it  be  done  in  the  regular  way,  and  through 
the  lawyers.     I'd  rather  not  have  you." 

"I  am  not  come  from  Lady  Clavering,"  the  Major  said, 
"but  of  my  own  accord,  to  try  and  remonstrate  with  you, 
Clavering,  and  see  if  you  can  be  kept  from  ruin.  It  is  but  a 
month  ago  that  you  swore  on  your  honour,  and  wanted  to  get 
a  Bible  to  strengthen  the  oath,  that  you  would  accept  no  more 
bills,  but  content  yourself  with  the  allowance  which  Lady 
Clavering  gives  you.  All  your  debts  were  paid  with  that  pro- 
viso, and  you  have  broken  it ;  this  Mr.  Abrams  has  a  bill  of 
yours  for  sixty  pounds." 

"  It's  an  old  bill.  I  take  my  solemn  oath  it's  an  old  bill,'* 
shrieked  out  the  Bai'onet. 

'*You  drew  it  yesterday,  and  you  dated  it  three  months 
back  purposely.  By  Gad,  Clavering,  you  sicken  me  with  lies, 
I  can't  help  telling  you  so.  I've  no  patience  with  you,  by 
Gad.  You  cheat  evervbodv,  vourself  included.  I've  seen  a 
deal  of  the  world,  but  I  never  met  yoiu*  equal  at  humbugging. 
It's  mv  belief  vou  had  rather  lie  than  not." 

'*  Have  you  come  here,  you  old,  old  beast,  to  tempt  me  to 
— to  pitcli  into  you,  and — knock  your  old  head  oflf,"  said  the 
Baronet,  with  a  poisnious  look  of  hatred  at  the  Major. 
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"What,  sir?"  shouted  out  the  old  Major,  rising  to  his 
feet  and  clasping  his  cane,  and  looking  so  fiercely,  that  the 
Baronet's  tone  instantly  changed  towards  him. 

**  No,  no,"  said  Clavering,  piteously ;  "  I  beg  your  pardon. 
I  didn't  mean  to  be  angry,  or  say  anything  unkind,  only 
you're  so  damned  harsh  to  me.  Major  Pendennis.  What  is  it 
you  want  of  me  ?  Why  have  you  been  hunting  me  so  ?  Do 
yoa  want  money  out  of  me  too  ?  By  Jove,  you  know  I've  not 
got  a  shilling," — and  so  Clavering,  according  to  his  custom, 
passed  from  a  curse  into  a  whimper. 

Major  Pendennis  saw,  from  the  other's  tone,  that  Clavering 
knew  his  secret  was  in  the  Major's  hands. 

"  I've  no  errand  from  anybody,  and  no  design  upon  you," 
Pendennis  said,  "  but  an  endeavour,  if  it's  not  too  late,  to  save 
you  and  your  family  from  utter  ruin,  through  the  infernal 
recklessness  of  your  courses.     I  knew  your  secret " 

"  I  didn't  know  it  when  I  married  her ;  upon  my  oath  I 

didn't  know  it  till  the  d d  scoundrel  came  back  and  told 

me  himself;  and  it's  the  misery  about  that  which  makes  me 
so  reckless,  Pendennis;  indeed  it  is,"  the  Baronet  cried,  clasp- 
ing his  hands. 

**  I  knew  your  secret  from  the  very  first  day  when  I  saw 
Amory  come  drunk  into  your  dining-room  in  Grosvenor  Place. 
I  never  forget  faces.  I  remember  that  fellow  in  Sydney  a 
convict,  and  he  remembers  me.  I  know  his  trial,  the  date  of 
his  marriage,  and  of  his  reported  death  in  the  bush.  I  could 
swear  to  him.  And  I  know  you  are  no  more  married  to  Lady 
Clavering  than  I  am.  I've  kept  your  secret  well  enough,  for 
I've  not  told  a  single  soul  that  I  know  it, — not  your  wife,  not 
yourself  till  now." 

"  Poor  Lady  C,  it  would  cut  her  up  dreadfully,'*  whimpered 
Sir  Francis;  "and  it  wasn't  my  fault,  Major;  you  know  it 
wasn't." 

"  Rather  than  allow  you  to  go  on  ruining  her  as  you  do,  I 
uM  tell  her,  Clavering,  and  tell  all  the  world  too;  that  is 
what  I  swear  I  wiU  do,  unless  I  can  come  to  some  terms  with 
you,  and  put  some  curb  on  your  infernal  folly.  By  play,  debt, 
and  extravagance  of  all  kinds,  you've  got  through  half  your 
wife's  fortune,  and  that  of  her  legitimate  heirs,  mind — her 
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legitimate  heirs.  Here  it  must  stop.  You  can't  live  together. 
You're  not  fit  to  live  in  a  great  house  like  Clavering;  and 
before  three  years  more  were  over,  would  not  leave  a  shilUng  to 
carry  on.  I've  settled  what  must  be  done.  You  shall  have 
six  hundred  a  year;  you  shall  go  abroad  and  live  on  that. 
You  must  give  up  Parliament,  and  get  on  as  well  as  you  can. 
If  you  refuse,  I  give  you  my  word  I'll  make  the  real  state  of 
things  known  to-morrow;  I'll  swear  to  Amory,  who,  when 
identified,  will  go  back  to  the  country  from  whence  he  came, 
and  will  rid  the  widow  of  you  and  himself  together.  And  so 
that  boy  of  yours  loses  at  once  all  title  to  old  Snell's  proi)erty, 
and  it  goes  to  your  wife's  daughter.  Ain't  I  making  myself 
pretty  clearly  understood  ?  " 

"  You  wouldn't  be  so  cruel  to  that  poor  boy,  would  you, 
Pendennis  ?  "  asked  the  father,  pleading  piteously ;  "  hang  it, 
think  alK)ut  him.  He's  a  nice  boy ;  though  he's  dev'lish  wild, 
I  own — he's  dev'lish  wild." 

"It's  you  who  are  cruel  to  him,"  said  the  old  moralist. 
"Why,  sir,  you'll  ruin  him  yourself  inevitably  in  three 
years." 

**Ycs,  but  perhaps  I  won't  have  such  dev'lish  bad  luck, 
you  know ;  —the  luck  must  turn  :  and  I'll  reform,  by  Gad,  I'll 
reform.  And  if  you  were  to  split  on  me,  it  would  cut  up  my 
wife  so ;  you  know  it  would,  most  infernally." 

**  To  be  parted  from  i/o//,"  said  the  old  Major,  with  a  sneer; 
"  you  know  she  won't  live  with  you  again." 

"  But  why  can't  Lady  C.  live  abroad,  or  at  Bath,  or  at 
Tunbridge,  or  at  the  doose,  and  I  go  on  here?"  Clavering 
continued.  "I  like  being  here  better  than  abroad,  and  I  like 
being  in  Parliament.  It's  dev'lish  convenient  being  in  Par- 
liament. There's  very  few  seats  hke  mine  left ;  and  if  I  gave 
it  'em,  I  should  not  wonder  the  Ministry  would  give  me  an 
island  to  govern,  or  some  dev'lish  good  thing ;  for  you  know 
I'm  a  gentleman  of  dev'lish  good  family,  and  have  a  handle  to 
my  name,  and — and  that  sort  of  thing,  Major  Pendennis.  Eh, 
don't  you  see  ?  Don't  you  think  they'd  give  me  something 
dev'lish  good  if  I  was  to  play  my  cards  well  ?  And  then,  you 
know,  I'd  save  money,  and  be  kept  out  of  the  way  of  the  con- 
founded hells  and  rouge  ct  noir — and — and  so  I'd  rather  not 
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^ve  up  Parliament,  please."  For  at  one  instant  to  hate  and 
defy  a  man,  at  the  next  to  weep  before  him,  and  at  the  next 
to  be  perfectly  confidential  and  friendly  with  him,  was  not  an 
miusual  process  with  our  versatile-minded  Baronet. 

"As  for  your  seat  in  ParUament,"  the  Major  said,  with 
something  of  a  blush  on  his  cheek,  and  a  certain  tremor, 
which  the  other  did  not  see,  "you  must  part  with  that.  Sir 
Francis  Clavering,  to — to  me." 

"What!  are  you  going  into  the  House,  Major  Pen- 
dennis  ?  " 

"  No — not  I ;  but  my  nephew,  Arthur,  is  a  very  clever 
fellow,  and  would  make  a  figure  there :  and  when  Clavering 
had  two  Members,  his  father  might  very  likely  have  been 
one ;  and — and  I  should  like  Arthur  to  be  there,"  the  Major 
said. 

"  Dammy,  does  he  know  it,  too  ?  "  cried  out  Clavering. 

"  Nobody  knows  anything  out  of  this  room,"  Pendennis 
answered;  "and  if  you  do  this  favour  for  me,  I  hold  my 
tongue.  If  not,  I'm  a  man  of  my  word,  and  will  do  what  I 
have  said." 

"  I  say.  Major,"  said  Sir  Francis,  with  a  peculiarly  humble 
smile,  "  you — ^you  couldn't  get  me  my  first  quarter  in  advance, 
could  you,  like  the  best  of  fellows?  You  can  do  anything 
with  Lady  Clavering;  and,  upon  my  oath,  I'll  take  up  that 
bill  of  Abrams.  The  little  dam  scoundrel,  I  know  he'll  do  me 
in  the  business — he  always  does ;  and  if  you  could  do  this  for 
me,  we'd  see.  Major." 

"And  I  think  your  best  plan  would  be  to  go  down  in 
September  to  Clavering  to  shoot,  and  take  my  nephew  with 
you,  and  introduce  him.  Yes,  that  will  be  the  best  time. 
And  we  will  try  and  manage  about  the  advance."  (Arthur 
may  lend  him  that,  thought  old  Pendennis.  Confound  him, 
a  seat  in  Parliament  is  worth  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds.) 
"And,  Clavering,  you  understand,  of  course,  my  nephew 
knows  nothing  about  this  business.  You  have  a  mind  to 
retire :  he  is  a  Clavering  man  and  a  good  representative  for 
the  borough;  you  introduce  him,  and  your  people  vote  for 
him — you  see." 

"When  can  you  get  me  the  hundred  and  fifty,  Major? 
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When  shall  I  come  and  see  you  ?  Will  you  be  at  home  this 
evening  or  to-morrow  morning?  Will  you  have  anything 
here  ?  They've  got  some  dev'lish  good  bitters  in  the  bar.  I 
often  have  a  glass  of  bitters,  it  sets  one  up  so." 

The  old  Major  would  take  no  refreshment ;  but  rose  and 
took  his  leave  of  the  Baronet,  who  walked  with  him  to  the 
door  of  the  **  WTieel  of  Fortune,"  and  then  strolled  into  the 
bar,  where  he  took  a  glass  of  gin-and-bitters  with  the  land- 
lady there:  and  a  gentleman  connected  with  the  ring  (who 
boarded  at  the  **  Wheel  of  F.")  coming  in,  he  and  Sir  Francis 
Clavering  and  the  landlord  talked  about  the  fights  and  the 
news  of  the  sporting  world  in  general;  and  at  length  Mr.  Moss 
Abrams  arrived  with  the  proceeds  of  the  Baronet's  bill,  from 
which  his  own  handsome  commission  was  deducted,  and  out 
of  the  remainder  Sir  Francis  "  stood  "  a  dinner  at  Greenwich 
to  his  distinguished  friend,  and  passed  the  evening  gaily  at 
Vauxhall. 

Meanwhile  ^fajor  Fendennis,  calling  a  cab  in  Piccadilly, 
drove  to  Lamb  Court,  Temple,  where  he  speedily  was  closeted 
with  his  nephew  in  deep  conversation. 

After  their  tall:  they  parted  on  very  good  terms,  and  it 
was  in  consequence  of  that  unreported  conversation,  whereof 
the  reader  nevertlieltss  can  pretty  well  guess  the  lK>aring,  that 
Arthur  expressed  himself  as  we  have  heard  in  the  colloquy 
with  Warrington  which  is  reported  in  the  last  chapter. 

When  a  man  is  tempted  to  do  a  tempting  thing,  he  can 
find  a  hundred  ingenious  reasons  for  gratifying  his  liking: 
and  Arthur  thought  very  much  that  he  would  like  to  Ije  in 
Parliament,  and  that  he  would  like  to  distinguish  himself 
there,  and  that  he  need  not  care  much  what  side  he  took,  as 
there  was  falsehood  and  truth  on  every  side.  And  on  this  and 
on  other  matters  he  thought  he  would  compromise  with  his 
conscience,  and  that  Sadduceeism  was  a  very  convenient  and 
good-humoured  profession  of  faith. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

FHIIJJB  AMD   COBYDOK. 

N  a  picturesque  coimnoii  in 
the  neifilibourhood  of  Tun- 
bridge  Wells,  Lady  Claver- 
ing  liad  found  a  pretty  villa, 
whither  she  retired  after 
her  conjugal  disputes  at  the 
end  of  that  unlucky  Lon- 
don Benson.  Miss  Amory, 
of  course,  accompanied  her 
mother,  and  Master  Claver- 
ing  came  liome  for  the  holi- 
days, with  whom  Blanche's 
chief  occupation  was  to  fight 
and  quarrel.  But  this  was 
only  a  home  pastime,  and 
the  young  schoolboy  was 
ond  of  home  sports.  He  found  cricket,  and  horses,  and 
y  of  friends  at  Tunbridge.  The  good-natured  Begum's 
(  was  filled  with  a  constant  society  of  young  gentlemen 
irteen,  who  ate  and  drank  much  too  copiously  of  tarts 
ihampagne,  and  rode  races  on  the  lawn,  and  frightened 
)nd  mother,  who  smoked  and  made  themselves  sick,  and 
tining-room  unbearable  to  Miss  Blanche.  She  did  not 
he  society  of  young  gentlemen  of  thirteen. 
3  for  that  fair  young  creature,  any  change  as  long  as  it 
thange  was  pleasant  to  her ;  and  for  a  week  or  two  she 
I  have  liked  poverty  and  a  cottage,  and  bread  and  cheese; 
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aiul,  for  a  night,  perhaps,  a  dungeon  and  bread  and  water,, 
and  fto  the  move  to  Tunbridge  was  by  no  means  nnwelcome 
Uy  her.  She  wandered  in  the  woods,  and  sketched  trees  and 
farmhouses;  she  read  French  novels  habitually;  she  drove 
into  Tunbridge  Wells  pretty  often,  and  to  any  play,  or  baU, 
or  conjuror,  or  masician  who  might  happen  to  appear  in  the 
place;  she  slept  a  great  deal;  she  quarrelled  with  mamma  and 
Frank  during  the  morning ;  she  found  the  little  village  school 
and  attended  it,  and  first  fondled  the  girls  and  thwarted  the 
mistress,  then  scolded  the  girls  and  laughed  at  the  teacher; 
she  was  constant  at  church,  of  course.  It  was  a  pretty  little 
church,  of  immense  antiquity — a  Uttle  Anglo-Norman  Injou^ 
built  the  day  before  yesterday,  and  decorated  widi  all  sorts 
of  painted  windows,  carved  saints'  heads,  gilt  scripture  texts, 
and  open  pews.  Blanche  began  forthwith  to  work  a  most 
correct  High-Church  altar-cover  for  the  church.  She  passed 
for  a  saint  with  the  clergyman  for  a  while,  whom  she  quite 
took  in,  and  whom  she  coaxed,  and  wheedled,  and  fondled  so 
artfully,  that  poor  Mrs.  Smirke,  who  at  first  was  charmed 
with  her,  then  bore  with  her,  then  would  hardly  speak  to  her, 
was  almost  mad  with  jealousy.  Mrs.  Smirke  was  the  wife  of 
oiu*  old  friend  Smirke,  Pen's  tutor  and  poor  Helen's  suitor. 
He  had  consoled  himself  for  her  refusal  with  a  young  lady 
from  Clapham  whom  his  mamma  provided.  When  the  latter 
died,  our  friend's  views  became  every  day  more  and  more 
pronounced.  He  cut  off  his  coat  collar,  and  let  his  hair  grow 
over  his  back.  He  rigorously  gave  up  the  curl  which  he  used 
to  sport  on  his  forehead,  and  the  tie  of  his  neckcloth,  of 
which  he  was  rather  proud.  He  went  without  any  tie  at  all. 
He  went  without  dinner  on  Fridays.  He  read  the  Roman 
Hours,  and  intimated  that  he  was  ready  to  receive  confessions 
in  the  vestry.  The  most  harmless  creature  in  the  world,  he 
was  denounced  as  a  black  and  most  dangerous  Jesuit  and 
Papist,  by  Muffin  of  the  Dissenting  chapel,  and  Mr.  Simeon 
Knight  at  the  old  church.  Mr.  Smirke  had  built  his  chapel 
of  ease  with  the  money  left  him  by  his  mother  at  Claphajn. 
Lord !  lord !  what  would  she  have  said  to  hear  a  table  called 
an  altar !  to  see  candlesticks  on  it !  to  get  letters  signed  on 
the  Feast  of  Saint  So-and-so,  or  the  Vigil  of  Saint  \Miat-do- 
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you-call-'em !  All  these  things  did  the  boy  of  Clapham  prac- 
tise ;  his  faithful  wife  following  him.  But  when  Blanche  had 
a  conference  of  near  two  hours  in  the  vestry  with  Mr.  Smirke, 
Belinda  paced  up  and  down  on  the  grass,  where  there  were 
only  two  little  grave-stones  as  yet ;  she  wished  that  she  had 
a  third  there :  only,  only  he  would  offer  very  Ukely  to  that 
creature,  who  had  infatuated  him  in  a  fortnight.  No,  she 
would  retire;  she  would  go  into  a  convent,  and  profess  and 
leave  him.  Such  bad  thoughts  had  Smirke's  wife  and  his 
neighbours  regarding  him ;  tiiese,  thinking  him  in  direct  cor- 
respondence with  the  Bishop  of  Bome ;  that,  bewailing  errors 
to  her  even  more  odious  and  fatal ;  and  yet  our  friend  meant 
no  earthly  harm.  The  post-oflBce  never  brought  him  any 
letters  from  the  Pope;  he  thought  Blanche,  to  be  sure,  at 
first,  the  most  pious,  gifted,  right-thinking,  fascinating  person 
he  had  ever  met ;  and  her  manner  of  singing  the  Chants  de- 
lighted him — but  after  a  while  he  began  to  grow  rather  tired 
of  Miss  Amory,  her  ways  and  graces  grew  stale  somehow; 
then  he  was  doubtful  about  Miss  Amory;  then  she  made  a 
disturbance  in  his  school,  lost  her  temper,  and  rapped  the 
children's  fingers.  Blanche  inspired  this  admiration  and 
satiety,  somehow,  in  many  men.  She  tried  to  please  them, 
and  flung  out  all  her  graces  at  once;  came  down  to  them 
with  all  her  jewels  on,  all  her  smiles,  and  cajoleries,  and 
coaxings,  and  ogles.  Then  she  grew  tired  of  them  and  of 
trjring  to  please  them,  and  never  having  cared  about  them, 
dropped  them :  and  the  men  grew  tired  of  her,  and  dropped 
her  too.  It  was  a  happy  night  for  Belinda  when  Blanche 
went  away;  and  her  husband,  with  rather  a  blush  and  a  sigh, 
said  ''  he  had  been  deceived  in  her ;  he  had  thought  her  en- 
dowed with  many  precious  gifts,  he  feared  they  were  mere 
tinsel ;  he  thought  she  had  been  a  right-thinking  person,  he 
feared  she  had  merely  made  religion  an  amusement — she  cer- 
tainly had  quite  lost  her  temper  to  the  schoolmistress,  and 
beat  Polly  Eucker's  knuckles  cruelly."  Belinda  flew  to  his 
arms,  there  was  no  question  about  the  grave  or  the  veil  any 
more.  He  tenderly  embraced  her  on  the  forehead.  "  There 
is  none  like  thee,  my  Belinda,"  he  said,  throwing  his  fine  eyes 
up  to  the  ceiling,  "  precious  among  women! "   As  for  Blanche, 
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from  the  instant  she  lost  sight  of  him  and  Belinda,  she  never 
thoufjht  or  cared  about  either  anv  more. 

But  when  Arthur  went  down  to  pass  a  few  days  at  Tun- 
bridge  Wells  with  the  Begum,  this  stage  of  indifference  had 
not  arrived  on  Miss  Blanche's  part  or  on  that  of  the  simple 
clergyman.  Smirke  believed  her  to  be  an  angel  and  wonder 
of  a  woman.  Such  a  perfection  he  had  never  seen,  and  sate 
listening  to  her  music  in  the  summer  evenings,  open-mouthed, 
rapt  in  wonder,  tealess,  and  bread-and-butterless.  Fascinat- 
ing as  he  had  heard  the  music  of  the  opera  to  be~he  had 
never  but  once  attendeil  an  exhibition  of  that  nature  (which 
he  mentioned  with  a  blush  and  a  sigh — it  was  on  that  day 
when  he  had  accompanied  Helen  and  her  son  to  the  play  s^ 
Chatteris) — he  could  not  conceive  anything  more  delicious, 
more  celestial,  he  had  almost  said,  than  Miss  Amory*s  music. 
She  was  a  most  gifted  being:  she  had  a  precious  soul:  she 
had  the  most  remarkable  talents — to  all  outward  seeming,  the 
most  heavenly  disposition,  &c.,  &c.  It  was  in  this  way  that, 
being  then  at  the  height  of  his  own  fever  and  bewitchment  for 
Blanche,  Smirke  discoursed  to  Arthur  about  her. 

The  meeting  between  the  two  old  acquaintances  had  been 
verv  cordial.  Arthur  loved  anvbodv  who  loved  his  mother; 
Smirke  could  speak  on  that  theme  with  genuine  feeling  and 
emotion.  Thtv  had  a  hundred  things  to  tell  each  other  of 
what  had  occurred  in  their  lives.  **  Arthur  would  perceive," 
Smirke  said,  "that  his— his  views  on  church  matters  bad 
developed  themselves  since  their  acquaintance."  Mrs.  Smirke, 
a  most  exemplary  i)erson,  seconded  them  with  all  her  endea- 
vours. He  had  built  this  little  church  on  his  mother's  demise, 
;vho  had  left  him  pronded  with  a  suflBciency  of  worldly  means. 
Though  in  the  cloister  himself,  he  had  heard  of  Arthur's 
reputation.  He  spoke  in  the  kindest  and  most  saddened  tone; 
he  held  his  evelids  down,  and  bowed  his  fair  head  on  one 
side.  Arthur  was  immensely  amused  with  him;  with  his 
airs :  with  his  follies  and  simplicity ;  with  his  blank  stock 
and  long  hair ;  with  his  real  goodness,  kindness,  friendliness 
of  feeling.  And  his  praises  of  Blanche  pleased  and  surprised 
our  friend  not  a  little,  and  made  him  regard  her  with  eyes  of 
particular  favour. 
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The  truth  is,  Blanche  was  very  glad  to  see  Arthur ;  as  one 
is  glad  to  see  an  agreeable  man  in  the  country,  who  brings 
down  the  last  news  and  stories  from  the  great  city;  who 
can  talk  better  than  most  country  folks,  at  least  can  talk  that 
darling  London  jargon,  so  dear  and  indispensable  to  London 
people,  so  little  understood  by  persons  out  of  the  world.  The 
first  day  Pen  came  down,  he  kept  Blanche  laughing  for  hoiurs 
after  dinner.  She  sang  her  songs  with  redoubled  spirit.  She 
did  not  scold  her  mother :  she  fondled  and  kissed  her,  to  the 
honest  Begum's  siurprise.  When  it  came  to  bed-time,  she 
said,  "  Deja  !  "  with  the  prettiest  air  of  regret  i)ossible ;  and 
was  really  quite  sorry  to  go  to  bed,  and  squeezed  Arthur's 
hand  quite  fondly.  He  on  his  side  gave  her  pretty  palm  a 
very  cordial  pressiure.  Our  young  gentleman  was  of  that 
turn,  that  eyes  very  moderately  bright  dazzled  him. 

"  She  is  very  much  improved,"  thought  Pen,  looking  out 
into  the  night,  "very  much.  I  suppose  the  Begum  won't 
mind  my  smoking  with  the  window  open.  She's  a  jolly  good 
old  woman,  and  Blanche  is  immensely  improved.  I  liked  her 
manner  with  her  mother  to-night.  I  liked  her  laughing  way 
with  that  stupid  young  cub  of  a  boy,  whom  they  oughtn't  to 
allow  to  get  tipsy.  She  sang  those  little  verses  very  prettily ; 
they  were  devilish  pretty  verses  too,  though  I  say  it  who 
shouldn't  say  it."  And  he  hummed  a  tune  which  Blanche 
had  put  to  some  verses  of  his  own.  "  Ah !  what  a  fine  night  \ 
How  jolly  a  cigar  is  at  night !  How  pretty  that  Uttle  Saxon 
church  looks  in  the  moonlight !  I  wonder  what  old  Warring- 
ton's doing!  Yes,  she's  a  dayvlish  nice  little  thing,  as  my 
uncle  says." 

"  Oh,  heavenly !  "  Here  broke  out  a  voice  from  a  clematis- 
covered  casement  near — a  girl's  voice :  it  was  the  voice  of  the 
author  of  "  Mes  Larmes." 

Pen  burst  into  a  laugh.  "  Don't  tell  about  my  smoking," 
he  said,  leaning  out  of  his  own  window. 

"  Oh  !  go  on  !  I  adore  it,"  cried  the  lady  of  "  Mes  Larmes." 
"  Heavenly  night !  Heavenly,  heavenly  moon  !  but  I  must 
shut  my  window  and  not  talk  to  you,  on  account  of  le»  maurs ! 
How  droll  they  are,  les  mceurs !  Adieu."  And  Pen  began  to 
sing  the  Good  Night  to  Don  BasiUo. 

X  X  2 


340  PEXDEXXIS. 

The  next  day  they  were  walking  in  the  fields  together, 
laughing  and  chattering — the  gayest  pair  of  friends.  They 
talked  about  the  days  of  their  youth,  and  Blanche  was  prettily 
sentimental.  Thev  talked  about  Laiuti,  dearest  Laurar— 
Blanche  had  loved  her  as  a  sister :  was  she  happy  with  that 
odd  Lady  Kockminster  ?  Wouldn't  she  come  and  stay  with 
them  at  Tunbridge?  Oh,  what  walks  they  would  take  to- 
gether !  TNTiat  songs  they  would  sing — the  old,  old  songs. 
Laura*s  voice  was  splendid.  Did  Arthur — she  must  call  him 
Arthur — remember  the  songs  they  sang  in  the  happy  old 
days,  now  he  was  grown  such  a  great  man,  and  had  such  a 

SUCCt'S  ?  &c.  &c. 

And  the  day  after,  which  was  enlivened  with  a  happy 
ramble  through  the  woods  to  Penshurst,  and  a  sijght  of  ttuU 
pleasant  park  and  hall,  came  that  conversation  with  the  curate 
which  we  have  narrated,  and  which  made  our  young  friend 
think  more  and  more. 

''Is  she  all  this  perfection?"  he  asked  himself.  ''Has 
she  become  serious  and  religious  ?  Does  she  tend  schools  and 
visit  the  poor?  Is  she  kind  to  her  mother  and  brother? 
Yes,  I  am  sure  of  that :  I  have  seen  her.'*  And  walking  ^th 
his  old  tutor  over  his  little  parish,  and  going  to  visit  his 
school,  it  was  with  inexpressible  deUght  that  Pen  found 
Blanche  seated  instructing  the  children,  and  fancied  to  him- 
self how  patient  she  must  l)e,  how  good-natured,  how  in- 
genuous, how  really  simple  in  her  tastes,  and  unspoUed  by 
the  world. 

"  And  do  you  really  like  the  country?"  he  asked  her,  as 
they  walked  together. 

"  I  should  like  never  to  see  that  odious  city  again.    Oh, 

Arthur — that  is,  Mr.  well,  Arthur,  then — one's  good 

thoughts  grow  up  in  these  sweet  woods  and  calm  solitudes, 
like  those  flowers  which  won't  bloom  in  London,  vou  know. 
The  gardener  comes  and  changes  our  balconies  once  a  weeL 
I  don't  think  I  shall  bear  to  look  London  in  the  face  again— 
its  ocUous,  smoky,  brazen  face !     But,  heigho ! " 

"  Why  that  sigh,  Blanche  ?  " 

"  Never  mind  whv." 

•*  Yes,  I  do  mind  why.     Tell  me,  tell  me  everything." 


'  ^/ .  4,„.,y:,  /„/,„:,/,, y  ,y,/^^„. 


f 


>. 


■'>  . 


"^    » 


■\  ''   >; 


) 


PENDENNIS. 


341 


"  I  wish  you  hadn't  come  down ;  "  and  a  second  edition  of 
"  Mea  Soupirs  "  came  out. 

"  You  don't  want  me,  Blanche  ?  " 

"  I  don't  want  you  to  go  away.  I  don't  think  this  bouse 
will  be  very  happy  without  you,  and  that's  why  I  wish  that 
you  never  had  come." 


"  Mes  Soupirs  "  were  here  laid  aside,  and  "  Mea  Larmes  " 
had  begun. 

Ah !  What  answer  is  given  to  those  in  the  eyes  of  a 
young  woman?  What  is  the  method  employed  for  drying 
them  ?    What  took  place  ?    0  ringdoves  and  roses,  0  dews 
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and  wild-flowers,  0  waving  greenwoods  and  balmy  airs  of 
summer!  Here  were  two  battered  London  rakes,  taking 
themselves  in  for  a  moment,  and  fancying  that  they  were  in 
love  with  each  other,  like  Phillis  and  Corvdon. 

When  one  thinks  of  comitry  houses  and  country  walks, 
one  wonders  that  any  man  is  left  unmarried. 


PENDENNIS. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

TEUPTATION. 

ASY  and  frank-epoken  ob  Fen- 
denniB  commonly  was  with 
Warrington,  how  came  it  that 
Arthur  did  not  inform  the 
friend  and  depositary  of  all 
his  secrets  of  the  little  cir- 
cumstances which  had  taken 
place  at  the  villa  near  Tun- 
bridge  Wells  ?  He  talked 
about  the  discovery  of  his  old 
tutor  Smirke,  freely  enough, 
and  of  his  wife,  and  of  his 
Anglo-Norman  church,  and 
of  his  departure  from  Clap- 
ham  to  Some ;  but,  when 
asked  about  Blanche,  his  an- 
swers were  evasive  or  general ; 
he  said  she  was  a  good-natored  clever  Uttle  thing,  that  rightly 
guided  she  might  make  no  sach  bad  wife  after  all,  but  that  he 
bad  for  the  moment  no  intention  of  marriage,  thiit  his  days  of 
romance  were  over,  that  he  was  contented  with  his  present  lot, 
and  so  forth. 

In  the  meantime  there  came  occasionally  to  Lamb  Court, 
Temple,  pretty  little  satin  envelopes,  superscribed  in  the 
neatest  handwriting,  and  sealed  with  one  of  those  admirable 
ciphers,  which,  if  Warrington  had  been  curious  enough  to 
watch  his  friend's  letters,  or  indeed  if  the  cipher  had  been 


344  PEXDENNIS. 

decipherable,  would  have  shown  George  that  Mr.  Arthur  was 
m  corresiK)ndence  with  a  young  lady  whose  initials  were  B.  A, 
To  these  pretty  little  compositions,  Mr.  Pen  replied  in  his  best 
and  gallantest  manner;  with  jokes,  with  news  of  the  town, 
with  points  of  wit,  nay,  with  pretty  little  verses  very  likely,  in 
reply  to  the  versicles  of  the  muse  of  **  Mes  Larmes."    Blanche 
we  know  rhymes  with  "branch,"  and  "stanch,"  and  "launch," 
and  no  doubt  a  gentleman  of  Fen's  ingenuity  would  not  forego 
these  advantages  of  position,  and  would  ring  the  pretty  little 
changes  upon  these  pleasing  notes.    Indeed  we  believe  that 
those  love-verses  of  Mr.  Fen's,  which  had  such  a  pleasing 
success  in  the  "  Rose-leaves,"  that  charming  Annual  edited  by 
Lady  Violet  Lebas,  and  illustrated  by  portraits  of  the  female 
nobility  by  the  famous  artist  Finkney,  were  composed  at  this 
period  of  om:  hero's  life ;  and  were  first  addressed  to  Blanche, 
per  post,  before  they  figured  in  print,  cornets  as  it  were  to 
Finkney's  pictorial  garland. 

"  Verses  are  all  very  well,"  the  elder  Fendennis  said,  who 
found  Fen  scratching  down  one  of  these  artless  effusions  at  the 
Club  as  he  was  waiting  for  his  dinner ;  "  and  letter- writing  if 
mamma  allows  it,  and  between  such  old  country  friends  of 
course  there  may  be  a  correspondence,  and  that  sort  of  thing; 
but  mind,  Fen,  and  don't  commit  yourself,  my  boy.  For  who 
knows  what  the  doose  may  happen  ?  The  best  way  is  to  make 
your  letters  safe.  I  never  wrote  a  letter  in  all  my  life  that 
would  commit  me,  and  demmy,  sir,  I  have  had  some  experience 
of  women."  And  the  worthy  gentleman,  growing  more  garru- 
lous and  confidential  with  his  nephew  as  he  grew  older,  told 
many  affecting  instances  of  the  evil  results  consequent  upon 
this  want  of  caution  to  many  persons  in  "  Society ;  " — how 
from  using  too  ardent  expressions  in  some  poetical  notes  to 
the  widow  Naylor,  young  Spoony  had  subjected  himself  to  a 
visit  of  remonstrance  from  the  widow's  brother,  Colonel  Flint; 
and  thus  had  been  forced  into  a  marriage  with  a  woman  old 
enough  to  be  his  mother :  how  when  Louisa  Salter  had  at 
length  succeeded  in  securing  young  Sir  John  Bird,  Hopwood, 
of  the  Blues,  produced  some  letters  which  Miss  S.  had  written 
to  him,  and  caused  a  withdrawal  on  Bird's  part,  who  after- 
wards was  united  to  Miss  Stickney,  of  LjTue  Regis,  &c.    The 
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Major,  if  he  had  not  reading,  had  plenty  of  observation,  and 
<X)uld  back  his  wise  saws  with  a  multitude  of  modern  instances, 
which  he  had  acquired  in  a  long  and  careful  perusal  of  the 
great  book  of  the  world. 

Pen  laughed  at  the  examples,  and  blushing  a  little  at  his 
uncle's  remonstrances,  said  that  he  would  bear  them  in  mind 
and  be  cautious.  He  blushed,  perhaps,  because  he  had  borne 
them  in  mind;  because  he  was  cautious:  because  in  his  letters 
to  Miss  Blanche  he  had  from  instinct,  or  honesty  perhaps, 
xe&ained  from  any  avowals  which  might  compromise  him. 
"  Don't  you  remember  the  lesson  I  had,  sir,  in  Lady  Mirabel's 
— Miss  Fotheringay's  affair  ?  I  am  not  to  be  caught  again, 
uncle,"  Arthur  said  with  mock  frankness  and  humility.  Old 
Pendennis  congratulated  himself  and  his  nephew  heartily  on 
the  latter's  prudence  and  progress,  and  was  pleased  at  the 
position  which  Arthur  was  taking  as  a  man  of  the  world. 

No  doubt,  if  Warrington  had  been  consulted,  his  opinion 
would  have  been  different :  and  he  would  have  told  Pen  that 
the  boy's  foolish  letters  were  better  than  the  man's  adroit 
compliments  and  slippery  gallantries ;  that  to  win  the  woman 
he  loves,  only  a  knave  or  a  coward  advances  under  cover,  with 
subterfuges,  and  a  retreat  seciured  behind  him :  but  Pen  spoke 
not  on  this  matter  to  Mr.  Warrington,  knowing  pretty  well 
that  he  was  guilty,  and  what  his  friend's  verdict  would  be. 

Colonel  Altamont  had  not  been  for  many  weeks  absent  on 
his  foreign  tour — Sir  Francis  Clavering  having  retired  mean- 
while into  the  country  pursuant  to  his  agreement  with  Major 
Pendennis — when  the  ills  of  fate  began  to  fall  rather  suddenly 
and  heavily  upon  the  sole  remaining  partner  of  the  little  firm 
of  Shepherd's  Inn.  When  Strong,  at  parting  with  Altamont, 
refused  the  loan  proffered  by  the  latter  in  the  fulness  of  his 
purse  and  the  generosity  of  his  heart,  he  made  such  a  sacrifice 
to  conscience  and  delicacy  as  caused  him  many  an  after-twinge 
and  pang;  and  he  felt— it  was  not  very  many  hours  in  his 
life  he  had  experienced  the  feeling — that  in  this  juncture  of 
his  affiairs  he  had  been  too  delicate  and  too  scrupulous.  Why 
should  a  fellow  in  want  refuse  a  kind  offer  kindly  made  ?  Why 
should  a  thirsty  man  decline  a  pitcher  of  water  from  a  friendly 
hand,  because  it  was  a  little  soiled?     Strong's  conscience 
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amote  h:r»  for  -r^tz-^ivji  xbitt  the  ccher  had  Curly  come  by, 
ani  ^^nerouiij  pr:5:r-=fi:  and  he  ihou^dit  mefdllj,  now  it 
wan  :<»  lau^,  zcskZ  Alcamon^'s  caLsh  wi^old  have  been  as  veil 
in  hid  pocket  as  ir.  tha;  of  the  gambiing-house  proprietor  at 
Baden  or  £mi.  with  wb^m  Lis  Exeellenev  would  infallibly 
leave  his  DerV.j  wir.r.in-;^.  It  was  whispered  among  the 
traiiesmen,  biL-^iiscijcntera,  and  others  who  had  commercial 
dealing  wiih  Captain  Strong,  that  he  and  the  Baronet  had 
parted  company,  and  that  the  Captain's  *'  paper  "^  was  hence- 
forth  of  no  val:::e.  The  tradesmen,  who  had  pat  a  wonderfal 
confidence  in  hin  hitherto, — for  who  conld  resist  Strong's 
jolly  face  and  frank  and  honest  demeanour  ? — now  began  to 
pour  in  their  bills  with  a  ci^wardly  mistrust  and  unanimity. 
The  knocks  at  the  Shepherd's  Inn  chambers'  door  were  con- 
stant, and  tailors,  bootmakers,  pastrycooks  who  had  furnished 
dinners,  in  their  own  persons,  or  by  the  boys  their  represent- 
atives, held  levees  on  Strong's  stairs.  To  these  were  added 
one  or  two  pers<3ns  of  a  less  clamorous  but  Car  more  sly  and 
dangerous  sort, — the  young  clerks  of  lawyers,  namely,  who 
lurked  about  the  Inn,  or  concerted  with  Mr.  Campion's  young 
man  in  the  chambers  hard  by,  having  in  their  dismal  pocket- 
b«»ks  copies  of  writs  to  be  served  on  Edward  Strong,  requiring 
him  to  appear  on  an  early  day  next  term  before  our  Sovereign 
La'ly  the  Queen,  and  answer  to  ic.  ic. 

From  this  invasion  of  creditors,  poor  Strong,  who  had  not 
a  guinea  in  his  pocket,  had,  of  course,  no  refuge  but  that  of 
the  Englishman's  castle,  into  which  he  retired,  shutting  the 
outer  and  inner  door  upon  the  enemy,  and  not  quitting  his 
stronghold  until  after  nightfall.  Against  this  outer  barrier 
the  fixr  ustd  to  come  and  knock  and  curse  in  vain,  whilst  the 
Chevalier  peeped  at  them  from  behind  the  little  curtain  which 
he  had  put  over  the  orifice  of  his  letter-box ;  and  had  the  dis- 
mal satisfaction  of  seeing  the  faces  of  furious  clerk  and  fierv 
dun,  as  they  dashed  up  against  the  door  and  retreated  from  it. 
But  as  they  could  not  be  always  at  his  gate,  or  sleep  on  his 
staircase,  the  enemies  of  the  Chevalier  sometimes  left  him  free. 

Strong,  when  so  pressed  by  his  commercial  antagonists, 
was  not  quite  alone  in  his  defence  against  them,  but  had  se- 
cured for  himself  an  ally  or  two.     His  friends  were  instructed 
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to  communicate  viii\x  him  by  a  system  of  private  signals :  and 
they  thns  kept  the  garrison  from  starring  by  bringing  in 
necessary  supplies,  and  kept  up  Strong's  heart  and  prevented 
him  from  surrendering,  by  visiting  him  and  cheeriug  him  in 
his  retreat.  Two  of  Ned's  moat  faithful  allies  were  Huxter 
and  Miss  Fanny  Bolton :  when  hostile  visitors  were  prowling 
about  the  Inn,  Fanny *s  little  sisters  were  taught  a  particular 
«ry  or  jodel,  which  they  innocently  whooped  in  the  comrt : 
irhen  Fanny  and  Huxter  came  np  to  visit  Strong,  they  archly 


sang  this  same  note  at  his  door ;  when  that  barrier  was 
straightway  opened,  the  honest  garrison  came  out  smiling, 
the  provisions  and  the  pot  of  porter  were  brought  in,  and  in 
the  society  of  his  faithful  friends  the  beleaguered  one  passecl 
a  comfortable  night.  There  are  some  men  who  could  not  live 
under  this  excitement,  but  Strong  was  a  brave  man,  as  we 
have  said,  who  had  seen  service  and  never  lost  heart  in  peril. 
But  besides  allies,  our  general  had  secured  for  himself, 
under  difficultiee,  that  still  more  necessary  aid, — a  retreat. 
It  has  been  mentioned  in  a  former  part  of  this  history,  how 
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Messrs.  Costigan  and  Bows  lived  in  the  hoase  next  door  to 
Captain  Strong,  and  that  the  window  of  one  of  their  rooms 
was  not  very  far  oflf  the  kitchen-window  which  was  situated  in 
the  upper  story  of  Strong's  chambers.  A  leaden  water-pipe 
and  gutter  served  for  the  two ;  and  Strong,  looking  out  from 
his  kitchen  one  day,  saw  that  he  could  spring  with  great  ease 
up  to  the  sill  of  his  neighbour's  window,  and  clamber  up  the 
pipe  which  communicated  from  one  to  the  other.  He  had 
laughingly  shown  this  refuge  to  his  chum,  Altamont;  and 
they  had  agreed  that  it  would  be  as  well  not  to  mention  the 
circumstance  to  Captain  Costigan,  whose  duns  were  numerous, 
and  who  would  be  constantly  flying  down  the  pipe  into  their 
apartments  if  this  way  of  escape  were  shown  to  him. 

But  now  that  the  evil  days  were  come,  Strong  made  use 
of  the  passage,  and  one  afternoon  burst  in  upon  Bows  and 
Costigan  with  his  jolly  face,  and  explained  that  the  enemy  was 
in  waiting  on  his  staircase,  and  that  he  had  taken  this  means 
of  giving  them  the  slip.  So  while  Mr.  Mark's  aides-de-camp 
were  in  waiting  in  the  passage  of  No.  3,  Strong  walked  down 
the  steps  of  No.  4,  dined  at  the  Albion,  went  to  the  play,  and 
returned  home  at  midnight,  to  the  astonishment  of  Mrs. 
Bolton  and  Fanny,  who  had  not  seen  him  quit  his  chambers, 
and  could  not  conceive  how  he  could  have  passed  the  line  of 
sentries. 

Strong  bore  this  siege  for  some  weeks  with  admirable 
spirit  and  resolution,  and  as  only  such  an  old  and  brave 
soldier  would,  for  the  pahis  and  privations  which  he  had  to 
endure  wore  enough  to  depress  any  man  of  ordinary  courage  ; 
and  what  vexed  and  **  riled  "  him  (to  use  his  own  expression) 
was  the  infernal  indifference  and  cowardly  ingratitude  of 
Clavering.  to  whom  he  wrote  letter  after  letter,  which  the 
Baronet  never  acknowledged  by  a  single  word,  or  by  the 
smallest  remittance,  though  a  five-pound  note,  as  Strong  said, 
at  that  time  would  have  been  a  fortune  to  him. 

But  better  days  were  in  store  for  the  Chevalier,  and  in  the 
midst  of  his  despondency  and  perplexities  there  came  to  him 
a  most  welcome  aid.  "Yes,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  this  good 
fellow  here,"  said  Strong;   **  for  a  good  fellow  you  are,  Alta- 
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mont,  my  boy,  and  hang  me  if  I  don't  stand  by  you  as  long  as 
I  live ;  I  think,  Pendennis,  it  would  have  been  all  up  with  Ned 
Strong.  It  was  the  fifth  week  of  my  being  kept  a  prisoner, 
for  I  couldn't  be  always  risking  my  neck  across  that  water- 
pipe,  and  taking  my  walks  abroad  through  poor  old  Cos's 
window,  and  my  spirit  was  quite  broken,  sir — dammy,  quite 
beat,  and  I  was  thinking  of  putting  an  end  to  myself,  and 
should  have  done  it  in  another  week,  when  who  should  drop 
down  from  heaven  but  Altamont !  " 

"Heaven  ain't  exactly  the  place,  Ned,"  said  Altamont. 
"I  came  from  Baden-Baden,"  said  he,  "and  I'd  had  a  deuced 
lucky  month  there,  that's  all." 

"  Well,  sir,  he  took  up  Mark's  bill,  and  he  paid  the  other 
fellows  that  were  upon  me,  like  a  man,  sir,  that  he  did,"  said 
Strong,  enthusiastically. 

"  And  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  stand  a  bottle  of  claret  for 
this  company,  and  as  many  more  as  the  company  chooses," 
said  Mr.  Altamont,  with  a  blush.  **  Hallo  !  waiter,  bring  us  a 
magnum  of  the  right  sort,  do  you  hear  ?  And  we'll  drink  our 
healths  all  round,  sir — and  may  every  good  fellow  like  Strong 
find  another  good  fellow  to  stand  by  him  at  a  pinch.  That's 
my  sentiment,  Mr.  Pendennis,  though  I  don't  like  your  name." 

"  No !     And  why  ?  "  asked  Arthur. 

Strong  pressed  the  Colonel's  foot  under  the  table  here;  and 
Altamont,  rather  excited,  filled  up  another  bumper,  nodded  to 
Pen,  drank  off  his  wine,  and  said,  "  He  was  a  gentleman,  and 
that  was  sufficient,  and  they  were  all  gentlemen." 

The  meeting  between  these  "  all  gentlemen  "  took  place  at 
Richmond,  whither  Pendennis  had  gone  to  dinner,  and  where 
he  foimd  the  ChevaUer  and  his  friend  at  table  in  the  cofifee- 
room.  Both  of  the  latter  were  exceedingly  hilarious,  talkative, 
and  excited  by  wine,  and  Strong,  who  was  an  admirable  story- 
teller, told  the  story  of  his  own  siege,  and  adventures  and 
escapes  with  great  liveliness  and  humour,  and  described  the 
talk  of  the  sheriff's  officers  at  his  door,  the  pretty  little  signals 
of  Fanny,  the  grotesque  exclamations  of  Costigan  when  the 
Chevalier  burst  in  at  his  window,  and  his  final  rescue  by  Alta- 
mont, in  a  most  graphic  manner,  and  so  as  greatly  to  interest 
his  hearers. 
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"As  for  me,  it's  nothing,"  Altamont  said.  "When  a 
ship's  paid  off,  a  chap  spends  his  money,  you  know.  And  it's 
the  fellers  at  the  black  and  red  at  Baden-Baden  that  did  it.  I 
won  a  good  bit  of  money  there,  and  intend  to  win  a  good  bit 
more,  don't  I,  Strong  ?  I'm  going  to  take  him  with  me.  I*ve 
got  a  system.  I'll  make  his  fortune,  I  tell  you.  I'll  make 
your  fortune,  if  you  like— dammy,  everybody's  fortune.  But 
what  I'll  do,  and  no  mistake,  boys,  I  promise  you.  I'll  put  in 
for  that  little  Fannv.  Dammv,  sir,  what  do  vou  think  she  did  ? 
She  had  two  pound,  and  I'm  blest  if  she  didn't  go  and  lend  it 
to  Xed  Strong !     Didn't  she,  Xed  ?    Let's  drink  her  health." 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  said  Arthur,  and  pledged  this  toast 
with  the  greatest  cordiality. 

Mr.  Altamont  then  began,  with  the  greatest  volubility,  and 
at  great  length,  to  describe  his  system.  He  said  that  it  was 
infallible,  if  played  with  coolness ;  that  he  had  it  from  a  chap 
at  Baden,  who  had  lost  by  it,  it  was  true,  but  because  he  had 
not  capital  enough ;  if  he  could  have  stood  one  more  turn  of 
the  wheel,  he  would  have  had  all  his  money  back ;  that  he 
and  several  more  chaps  were  going  to  make  a  bank,  and  try 
it ;  and  that  he  would  put  every  shilling  he  was  worth  into  it, 
and  had  come  back  to  this  country  for  the  express  purpose  of 
fetching  away  bis  money,  and  Captain  Strong;  that  Strong 
should  play  for  liim  :  that  he  could  trust  Strong  and  his  tem- 
I)er  much  better  than  he  could  his  own,  and  much  better 
than  Bloundell-Bloundell  or  the  Italian  that  *'  stood  in."  As 
he  emptied  his  bottle,  the  Colonel  described  at  full  length  all 
his  plans  and  prospects  to  Pen,  who  was  interested  in  listening 
to  his  story,  and  the  confessions  of  his  daring  and  lawless 
gooil-humour. 

"I  met  that  queer  fellow  Altamont  the  other  day,*'  Pen 
said  to  his  micle,  a  day  or  two  afterwards. 

**  Altamont  ?  What  Altamont  ?  There's  Lord  Westport's 
son,"  said  the  Major. 

**  No,  no :  the  fellow  who  came  tipsy  into  Clavering  s 
dining-room  one  day  when  we  were  there,"  said  the  nephew, 
laughing ;  "and  he  said  he  did  not  Uke  the  name  of  Pendennis, 
though  he  did  me  the  honour  to  think  that  I  was  a  good 
fellow." 
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"  I  don't  know  any  man  of  the  name  of  Altamont,  I  give 
you  my  honour,"  said  the  impenetrable  Major ;  "  and  as  for 
your  acquaintance,  I  think  the  less  you  have  to  do  with  him 
the  better,  Arthur." 

Arthur  laughed  again,  "  He  is  going  to  quit  the  country, 
and  make  his  fortune  by  a  gambling  system.  He  and  my 
amiable  college  acquaintance,  Bloundell,  are  partners,  and  the 
Colonel  takes  out  Strong  with  him  as  aide-de-camp.  What  ia 
it  that  binds  the  Chevalier  and  Clavering,  I  wonder  ?  " 

"  I  should  think,  mind  you.  Pen,  I  should  think — but  of 
course  I  have  only  the  idea — that  there  has  been  something  in 
Clavering*s  previous  life  which  gives  these  fellows  and  some 
others  a  certain  power  over  him ;  and  if  there  should  be  such 
a  secret,  which  is  no  affair  of  ours,  my  boy,  dammy,  I  say  it 
ought  to  be  a  lesson  to  a  man  to  keep  himself  straight  in  Ufe, 
and  not  to  give  any  man  a  chance  over  him." 

"  Why,  I  think  ycm  have  some  means  of  persuasion  over 
Clavering,  uncle,  or  why  should  he  give  me  that  seat  in  Parlia- 
ment ?  " 

"  Clavering  thinks  he  ain't  fit  for  Parliament,"  the  Major 
answered.  **No  more  he  is.  What's  to  prevent  him  from 
putting  you  or  anybody  else  into  his  place  if  he  likes  ?  Do 
you  think  that  the  Government  or  the  Opposition  would  make 
any  bones  about  accepting  the  seat  if  he  offered  it  to  them  ? 
Why  should  you  be  more  squeamish  than  the  first  men,  and 
the  most  honourable  men,  and  men  of  the  highest  birth  and 
position  in  the  country,  begad  ?  "  The  Major  had  an  answer 
of  this  kind  to  most  of  Pen's  objections,  and  Pen  accepted  his 
uncle's  replies,  not  so  much  because  he  believed  them,  but 
because  he  wished  to  believe  them.  We  do  a  thing — which  of 
us  has  not  ? — not  because  "  everybody  does  it,"  but  because 
we  like  it ;  and  our  acquiescence,  alas !  proves  not  that  every- 
body is  right,  but  that  we  and  the  rest  of  the  world  are  poor 
creatures  alike. 

At  his  next  visit  to  Tunbridge,  Mr.  Pen  did  not  forget  to 
amuse  Miss  Blanche  with  the  history  which  he  had  learned  at 
Richmond  of  the  Chevalier's  imprisonment,  and  of  Altamont's 
gallant  rescue.     And  after  he  had  told  his  tale  in  his  usual 
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satirical  way,  h^  mentioned  with  praise  and  emotion  little 
Fanny's  jjeneroa^  behaviour  to  the  Chevalier,  and  Altamont's 
entbu-iaiim  in  her  behalf. 

ML}3  Blanche  was  somewhat  jealous,  and  a  good  deal 
piqued  and  curious  about  Fanny.  Among  the  many  confi- 
dential Uttle  communications  which  Arthur  made  to  Miss 
Amory  in  the  course  of  their  delightfcd  rural  drives  and  their 
swcet  evening  walks,  it  may  be  supposed  that  our  hero  would 
not  forget  a  story  so  interesting  to  himself,  and  so  likely  to  be 
interesting  to  her,  as  that  of  the  passion  and  cure  of  the  poor 
httle  Ariadne  of  Shepherd's  Inn.  His  own  part  in  that  drama 
he  described,  to  do  him  justice,  with  becoming  modesty ;  the 
moral  which  ho  wished  to  rhraw  from  the  tale  being  one  in 
accordance  with  his  usual  satirical  mood,  \'iz.,  that  women  get 
over  their  first  loves  quite  as  easily  as  men  do  (for  the  fair 
Blanche,  in  their  intimes  conversations,  did  not  cease  to  twit 
Mr.  Pen  about  his  notorious  failure  in  his  own  virgin  attach- 
ment to  the  Fotheringay),  and,  number  one  being  withdrawn, 
transfer  themselves  to  number  two  without  much  diflSculty. 
And  poor  Uttle  Fanny  was  offered  up  in  sacrifice  as  an  in- 
stance to  prove  this  theory.  What  griefs  she  had  endured 
and  surmounted,  what  bitter  pangs  of  hopeless  attachment 
she  had  ^'one  through,  what  time  it  had  taken  to  heal  those 
wounds  of  the  tender  Uttle  bleeding  heart,  Mr.  Pen  did  not 
know,  or  perhaps  did  not  choose  to  know :  for  he  was  at  once 
modest  and  doubtful  about  his  capabilities  as  a  conqueror  of 
hearts,  and  averse  to  believe  that  he  had  executed  any  dan- 
gerous ravages  on  that  particular  one,  though  his  own  instance 
and  argument  told  against  himself  in  this  case ;  for  if,  as  he 
said.  Miss  Fanny  was  by  this  time  in  love  with  her  surgical 
adorer,  who  had  neither  good  looks  nor  good  manners,  nor 
wit,  nor  anytliing  but  ardour  and  fideUty  to  recommend  him, 
must  she  not,  in  her  first  sickness  of  the  love-complaint,  have 
had  a  serious  attack,  and  suffered  keenly  for  a  man,  who  had 
certainly  a  number  of  the  showy  qualities  which  Mr.  Huxter 
wanted  ? 

*'You  wicked  odious  creature,"  Miss  Blanche  said,  "I 
believe  that  you  are  enraged  with  Fanny  for  being  so  impu- 
dent as  to  forget  you,  and  that  you  are  actually  jealous  of 
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Mr.  Huxter."  Perhaps  Miss  Amory  was  right,  as  the  blush 
which  came  in  spite  of  himself  and  tingled  upon  Pendennis*s 
cheek  (one  of  those  blows  with  which  a  man's  vanity  is  con- 
stantly slapping  his  face)  proved  to  Pen  that  he  was  angry  to 
think  he  had  been  superseded  by  such  a  rival.  By  such  a 
fellow  as  that!  without  any  conceivable  good  quality!  Oh, 
Mr.  Pendennis !  (although  this  remark  does  not  apply  to  such 
a  smart  fellow  as  you)  if  Nature  had  not  made  that  provision 
for  each  sex  in  the  credulity  of  the  other,  which  sees  good 
qualities  where  none  exist,  good  looks  in  donkeys'  ears,  wit  in 
their  numskulls,  and  music  in  their  bray,  there  would  not 
have  been  near  so  much  marrying  and  giving  in  marriage  as 
now  obtains,  and  as  is  necessary  for  the  due  propagation  and 
continuance  of  the  noble  race  to  which  we  belong ! 

"Jealous  or  not,"  Pen  said,  "and,  Blanche,  I  don't  say 
no,  I  should  have  liked  Fanny  to  come  to  a  better  end  than 
that.  I  don't  like  histories  that  end  in  that  cynical  way ;  and 
when  we  arrive  at  the  conclusion  of  the  story  of  a  pretty  girl's 
passion,  to  find  such  a  figure  as  Huxter's  at  the  last  page  of  ^ 

the  tale.  Is  all  life  a  compromise,  my  lady  fair,  and  the  end 
of  the  battle  of  love  an  ignoble  surrender  ?  Is  the  search  for 
the  Cupid  which  my  poor  little  Psyche  pursued  in  the  dark- 
ness— the  god  of  her  soul's  longing — the  god  of  the  blooming 
cheek  and  rainbow  pinions — to  result  in  Huxter,  smelling  of 
tobacco  and  gallipots  ?  I  wish,  though  I  don't  see  it  in  life, 
that  people  could  be  like  Jenny  and  Jessamy,  or  my  lord  and 
lady  Clementina  in  the  story-books  and  fashionable  novels, 
and  at  once  under  the  ceremony,  and,  as  it  were,  at  the 
parson's  benediction,  become  perfectly  handsome  and  good 
and  happy  ever  after." 

"And don't  you  intend  to  be  good  and  happy,  pray,  Mon- 
sieur le  Misanthrope — and  are  you  very  discontented  with 
your  lot — and  will  your  marriage  be  a  compromise — (asked 
the  author  of  "  Mes  Larmes,"  with  a  charming  moue) — and  is 
your  Psyche  an  odious  vulgar  wretch  ?  You  wicked  satirical 
creature,  I  can't  abide  you !  You  take  the  hearts  of  young 
things,  play  with  them,  and  fling  them  away  with  scorn.  You 
ask  for  love  and  trample  on  it.  You — you  make  me  cry,  that 
you  do,  Arthur,  and — and  don't — and  I  xoorCt  be  consoled  in 
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that  way — and  I  think  Fanny  was  quite  right  in  leaving  such 
a  heartless  creature." 

"  Again,  1  don't  say  no,"  said  Pen,  looking  very  gloomily 
at  Blanche,  and  not  oflfering  by  any  means  to  repeat  the  at- 
tempt at  consolation  which  had  elicited  that  sweet  monosyl- 
lable **  don't "  from  the  young  lady.  **  I  don't  think  I  have  much 
of  what  people  call  heart ;  but  I  don't  profess  it.  I  made  my 
venture  when  I  was  eighteen,  and  Kghted  my  lamp  and  went  in 
search  of  Cupid.  And  what  was  my  discovery  of  love  ! — ^a  vul- 
gar dancing- woman.  I  failed,  as  everybody  does,  almost  every- 
body ;  only  it  is  luckier  to  fail  before  marriage  than  after." 

**  Merci  du  choix,  Monsieury'  said  the  Sylphide,  making  a 
curtsey. 

"  Look,  my  little  Blanche,"  said  Pen,  taking  her  hand,  and 
with  his  voice  of  sad  good-humour ;  **  at  least  I  stoop  to  no 
flatteries." 

"  Quite  the  contrary,"  said  Miss  Blanche. 

"And  tell  you  no  foolish  lies,  as  vulgar  men  do.  Why 
should  you  and  I,  with  our  experience,  ape  romance,  and  dis- 
semble passion  ?  I  do  not  believe  Miss  Blanche  Amory  to  be 
peerless  among  the  beautiful,  nor  the  greatest  poetess,  nor  the 
most  surpassing  musician,  any  more  than  I  beUeve  you  to  be 
the  tallest  woman  in  the  whole  world — like  the  giantess  whose 
picture  we  saw  as  we  rode  through  the  fair  yesterday.  But  if 
I  don't  set  you  up  as  a  heroine,  neither  do  I  oflfer  you  your 
very  humble  servant  as  a  hero.  But  I  think  you  are — well, 
there,  I  think  you  are  very  sufficiently  good-looking." 

"  il/tTri,"  Miss  Blanche  said,  with  another  curtsey. 

**I  think  you  sing  charmingly.  I'm  sure  you're  clever. 
I  hope  and  believe  that  you  are  good-natured,  and  that  you 
will  be  companionable." 

**  And  so,  provided  I  bring  you  a  certain  sum  of  money  and 
a  scat  in  Parliament,  j'ou  condescend  to  fling  to  me  your  royal 
l)ocket-handkercliief,"  said  Blanche.  ''Que  dlionncur!  We 
used  to  call  your  Highness  the  Prince  of  Fairoaks.  What  an 
honour  to  think  that  I  am  to  be  elevated  to  the  throne,  and 
to  bring  the  seat  in  Parliament  as  backsheesh  to  the  sultan ! 
I  am  glad  I  am  clever,  and  that  I  can  play  and  sing  to  your 
liking ;  my  songs  will  amuse  my  lord's  leisure." 
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"  And  if  thieves  are  about  the  house,"  said  Pen,  grimly 
pursuing  the  simile,  "  forty  besetting  thieves  in  the  shape  of 
lurking  cares  and  enemies  in  ambush  and  passions  in  arms, 
my  Morgiana  will  dance  round  me  with  a  tambourine,  and 
kill  all  my  rogues  and  thieves  with  a  smile.  Won't  she?" 
But  Pen  looked  as  if  he  did  not  beUeve  that  she  would.  "  Ah, 
Blanche,"  he  continued  after  a  pause,  "  don't  be  angry ;  don't 
be  hurt  at  my  truth-telling.  Don't  you  see  that  I  always 
take  you  at  your  word?  You  say  you  will  be  a  slave  and 
dance — I  say,  dance.  You  say,  '  I  take  you  with  what  you 
bring:'  I  say,  'I  take  you  with  what  you  bring.'  To  the 
necessary  deceits  and  hypocrisies  of  our  life,  why  add  any 
that  are  useless  and  unnecessary  ?  If  I  offer  myself  to  you 
because  I  think  we  have  a  fair  chance  of  being  happy  together, 
and  because  by  your  help  I  may  get  for  both  of  us  a  good 
place  and  a  not  undistinguished  name,  why  ask  me  to  feign 
raptures  and  counterfeit  romance,  in  which  neither  of  us  be- 
lieve ?  Do  you  want  me  to  come  wooing  in  a  Prince  Pretty- 
man's  dress  from  the  masquerade  warehouse,  and  to  pay  you 
compliments  like  Sir  Charles  Grandison  ?  Do  you  want  me  to 
make  you  verses  as  in  the  days  when  we  were — when  we  were 
children  ?  I  will  if  you  like,  and  sell  them  to  Bacon  and  Bungay 
afterwards.     Shall  I  feed  my  pretty  princess  with  bonbons  ?  " 

"  Mais  f  adore  les  bonbons,  moi,'  said  the  httle  Sylphide, 
with  a  queer  piteous  look. 

•*  I  can  buy  a  hatful  at  Fortnum  and  Mason's  for  a  guinea. 
And  it  shall  have  its  bonbons,  its  pootty  little  sugarplums, 
that  it  shall,"  Pen  said  with  a  bitter  smile.  '*  Nay,  my  dear, 
nay  my  dearest  Uttle  Blanche,  don't  cry.  Dry  the  pretty  eyes, 
I  can't  bear  that ; "  and  he  proceeded  to  offer  that  consolation 
which  the  circumstance  required  and  which  the  tears,  the 
genuine  tears  of  vexation,  which  now  sprang  from  the  angry 
eyes  of  the  author  of  **  Mes  Larmes,"  demanded. 

The  scornful  and  sarcastic  tone  of  Pendennis  quite  fright- 
ened and  overcame  the  girl.  **  I — I  don't  want  your  consola- 
tion. I — I  never  was — so — spoken  to  bef — by  any  of  my — 
my — by  anybody  " — she  sobbed  out,  with  much  simpUcity. 

"  Anybody !  "  shouted  out  Pen  with  a  savage  burst  of  laugh- 
ter, and  Blanche  blushed  one  of  the  most  genuine  blushes 
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which  her  cheek  had  ever  exhibited,  and  she  cried  out,  "  Oh, 
Arthur,  vous  etes  un  homvie  terrible ! "  She  felt  bewildered, 
frightened,  oppressed,  the  worldly  little  flirt  who  had  been 
playing  at  love  for  the  last  dozen  years  of  her  life,  and  yet 
not  displeased  at  meeting  a  master. 

''  Tell  me,  Arthur,"  she  said,  after  a  pause  in  this  strange 
love-making,  "why  does  Sir  Francis  Clavering  give  up  his 
seat  m  Parliament  ?  " 

^'Au  faity  why  does  he  give  it  to  me  ?  "  asked  Arthur,  now 
blushing  in  his  turn. 

"  You  always  mock  me,  sir,"  she  said.  "  If  it  is  good  to 
be  in  Parliament,  why  does  Sir  Francis  go  out  ?  " 

*'  My  uncle  has  talked  him  over.  He  always  said  that  you 
were  not  suflSciently  provided  for.  In  the — the  family  disputes, 
when  your  mamma  paid  his  debts  so  liberally,  it  was  stipu- 
lated, I  suppose,  that  you — that  is,  that  I — that  is,  upon  my 
word,  I  don't  know  why  he  goes  out  of  Parliament,"  Pen  said, 
with  rather  a  forced  laugh.  "  You  see,  Blanche,  that  you  and 
I  are  two  good  little  children,  and  that  this  marriage  has  been 
arranged  for  us  by  our  mammas  and  uncles,  and  that  we  must 
be  obedient,  like  a  good  little  boy  and  girl." 

So,  when  Pen  went  to  London,  he  sent  Blanche  a  box  of 
bonbons,  each  sugarplum  of  which  was  wrapped  up  in  ready- 
made  French  verses,  of  the  most  tender  kind ;  and,  besides, 
despatched  to  her  some  poems  of  his  own  manufacture,  quite 
as  artless  and  authentic;  and  it  was  no  wonder  that  he  did 
not  tell  Warrington  what  his  conversations  with  Miss  Amory 
had  been,  of  so  delicate  a  sentiment  were  they,  and  of  a  nature 
so  necessarily  private. 

And  if,  like  many  a  worse  and  better  man,  Arthur  Penden- 
nis,  the  widow's  son,  was  meditating  an  apostasy,  and  going 
to  sell  himself  to — we  all  know  whom, — at  least  the  renegade 
did  not  pretend  to  be  a  believer  in  the  creed  to  which  he  was 
ready  to  swear.  And  if  every  woman  and  man  in  this  king- 
dom, who  has  sold  her  or  himself  for  money  or  position,  as 
Mr.  Pendennis  was  about  to  do,  would  but  purchase  a  copy  of 
his  memoirs,  what  tons  of  volumes  Messrs.  Smith,  Elder  and 
Co.  would  sell ! 
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CHAPTEB  XXVn. 

TS   WHICH    PEN   BEOINS   HIS    CANTA88. 

ELANCHOLY  as 
the  great  house 
at  Claveriiig  Park 
bad  been  in  the 
days  before  his 
marriage,  when 
its  bankrupt  pro- 
prietor was  a  re- 
fugee ID  foreign 
lands,  it  was  not 
muchmore  cheer- 
ful now  when  Sir 
Francis  Claver- 
ing  came  to  in- 
habit it.  The 
greater  part  of 
the  mansion  was 
shut  up,  and  the 
Baronet  only  oc- 
cupied a  few  of  the  rooms  on  the  ground  floor,  where  hia 
housekeeper  and  her  assietant  from  the  lodge-gate  waited  up- 
on the  luckless  gentleman  in  his  forced  retreat,  and  cooked 
a  part  of  the  game  which  he  spent  the  dreary  mornings  in 
shooting.  Lightfoot,  his  man,  had  passed  over  to  my  Lady's 
service ;  and,  as  Pen  was  informed  in  a  letter  from  Mr.  Smirke, 
who  performed  the  ceremony,  had  executed  his  prudent  inten- 
tion of  marrying  Mrs.  Bonner,  my  Lady's  woman,  who,  in 
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her  mature  years,  was  stricken  with  the  charms  of  the  youth, 
and  endowed  him  with  her  savings  and  her  elderly  person. 
To  be  landlord  and  landlady  of  the  **  Clavering  Arms  "  was 
the  ambition  of  both  of  them ;  and  it  was  agreed  that  they 
were  to  remain  in  Lady  Clavering's  service  until  quarter-day 
arrived,  when  they  were  to  take  possession  of  their  hotel.  Pen 
graciously  promised  that  he  would  give  his  election  dinner 
there,  when  the  Baronet  should  vacate  his  seat  in  the  young 
man's  favour;  and,  as  it  had  been  agreed  by  his  uncle,  to 
whom  Clavering  seemed  to  be  able  to  refuse  nothing,  Arthur 
came  down  in  September  on  a  visit  to  Clavering  Park,  the 
owner  of  which  was  very  glad  to  have  a  companion  who  would 
relieve  his  loneliness,  and  perhaps  would  lend  him  a  little 
ready  money. 

Pen  furnished  his  host  with  these  desirable  supplies  a 
couple  of  days  after  he  had  made  his  appearance  at  Clavering : 
and  no  sooner  were  these  small  funds  in  Sir  Francis's  pocket, 
than  the  latter  found  he  had  business  at  Chatteris  and  the 

neighbouring  watering-places,  of  which shire  boasts  many, 

and  went  off  to  see  to  his  affairs,  which  were  transacted,  as 
might  be  supposed,  at  the  county  race-grounds  and  billiard- 
rooms.  Arthur  could  live  alone  well  enough,  having  many 
mental  resources  and  amusements  which  did  not  require  other 
persons'  company :  he  could  walk  with  the  gamekeeper  of  a 
morning,  and  for  the  evenings  there  were  plenty  of  books  and 
occupation  for  a  literary  genius  like  Mr.  Arthur,  who  required 
but  a  cigar  and  a  sheet  of  paper  or  two  to  make  the  night  pass 
away  pleasantly.  In  truth,  in  two  or  three  days  he  had  found 
the  society  of  Sir  Francis  Clavering  perfectly  intolerable ;  and 
it  was  with  a  mischievous  eagerness  and  satisfaction  that  he 
offered  Clavering  the  little  pecuniary  aid  which  the  latter  ac- 
cording to  his  custom  solicited;  and  supplied  him  with  the 
means  of  taking  flight  from  his  own  house. 

Besides,  our  ingenious  friend  had  to  ingratiate  himself 
with  the  townspeople  of  Clavering,  and  with  the  voters  of  the 
borough  which  he  hoped  to  represent ;  and  he  set  himself  to 
this  task  with  only  the  more  eagerness,  remembering  how  un- 
popular he  had  before  been  in  Clavering,  and  determined  to 
vanquish  the  odium  which  he  had  inspii-ed  amongst  the  simple 
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people  there.  His  sense  of  humour  made  him  delight  in  this 
task.  Naturally  rather  reserved  and  silent  in  public,  he  be- 
came on  a  sudden  as  frank,  easy,  and  jovial,  as  Captain 
Strong.  He  laughed  with  everybody  who  would  exchange  a 
laugh  with  him,  shook  hands  right  and  left,  with  what  may  be 
certainly  called  a  dexterous  cordiaUty ;  made  his  appearance 
at  the  market-day  and  the  farmers'  ordinary;  and,  in  fine, 
acted  like  a  consummate  hypocrite,  and  as  gentlemen  of  the 
highest  birth  and  most  spotless  integrity  act  when  they  wish 
to  make  themselves  agreeable  to  their  constituents,  and  have 
some  end  to  gain  of  the  country  folks.  How  is  it  that  we 
allow  ourselves  not  to  be  deceived,  but  to  be  ingratiated  so 
readily  by  a  glib  tongue,  a  ready  laugh,  and  a  frank  manner  ? 
We  know,  for  the  most  part,  that  it  is  false  coin,  and  we  take 
it :  we  know  that  it  is  flattery,  which  it  costs  nothing  to  dis- 
tribute to  everybody,  and  we  had  rather  have  it  than  be  with- 
out it.  Friend  Pen  went  about  at  Clavering,  laboriously  simple 
and  adroitly  pleased,  and  quite  a  different  being  from  the 
scornful  and  rather  sulky  young  dandy  whom  the  inhabitants 
remembered  ten  years  ago. 

The  Kectory  was  shut  up.  Doctor  Portman  was  gone, 
with  his  gout  and  his  family,  to  Harrogate ;  an  event  which 
Pen  deplored  very  much  in  a  letter  to  the  Doctor,  in  which,  in 
a  few  kind  and  simple  words,  he  expressed  his  regret  at  not 
seeing  his  old  friend,  whose  advice  he  wanted  and  whose  aid 
he  might  require  some  day :  but  Pen  consoled  himself  for  the 
Doctor's  absence,  by  making  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Simcoe, 
the  opposition  preacher,  and  with  the  two  partners  of  the 
cloth-factory  at  Chatteris,  and  with  the  Independent  preacher 
there,  all  of  whom  he  met  at  the  Clavering  Athenaeum,  which 
the  Liberal  party  had  set  up  in  accordance  with  the  advanced 
spirit  of  the  age,  and  perhaps  in  opposition  to  the  aristocratic 
old  reading-room,  into  which  the  Edinburgh  Review  had  once 
scarcely  got  an  admission,  and  where  no  tradesmen  were  al- 
lowed an  entrance.  He  propitiated  the  younger  partner  of 
the  cloth-factory,  by  asking  him  to  dine  in  a  friendly  way  at 
the  Park ;  he  complimented  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Simcoe  with 
hares  and  partridges  from  the  same  quarter,  and  a  request  to 
read  her  husband's  last  sermon ;  and  being  a  little  unwell  one 
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day,  the  raecal  took  advantage  of  the  circmnstance  to  sbow 
bia  tongue  to  Mr.  Huxter,  who  sent  him  medicines  and  called 
the  next  morning.    How  delighted  old  Pendennia  would  have 


been  with  his  pnpil !  Pen  himself  was  amused  with  the  sport 
in  which  he  waa  engaged,  and  his  success  inspired  him  with  a 
wicked  good-humour. 

And  yet,  as  he  walked  out  of  Clavering  of  a  night,  after 
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•'presiding"  at  a  meeting  of  the  AthenaBum,  or  working 
through  an  evening  with  Mrs.  Simcoe,  who,  with  her  hus- 
band, was  awed  by  the  young  Londoner's  reputation,  and  had 
heard  of  his  social  successes ;  as  he  passed  over  the  old  familiar 
bridge  of  the  rushing  Brawl,  and  heard  that  well-remembered 
sound  of  waters  beneath,  and  saw  his  own  cottage  of  Fairoaka 
among  the  trees,  their  darkling  outlines  clear  against  the 
starlit  sky,  different  thoughts  no  doubt  came  to  the  young 
man's  mind,  and  awakened  pangs  of  grief  and  shame  there. 
There  still  used  to  be  a  light  in  the  windows  of  the  room 
which  he  remembered  so  well,  and  in  which  the  Saint  who 
loved  him  had  passed  so  many  hours  of  care  and  yearning  and 
prayer.  He  turned  away  his  gaze  from  the  faint  light  which 
seemed  to  pursue  him  with  its  wan  reproachful  gaze,  as  though 
it  was  his  mother's  spirit  watching  and  warning.  How  clear 
the  night  was !  How  keen  the  stars  shone ;  how  ceaseless  the 
rush  of  the  flowing  waters ;  the  old  home  trees  whispered,  and 
waved  gently  their  dark  heads  and  branches  over  the  cottage 
roof.  Yonder,  in  the  faint  starUght  glimmer,  was  the  terrace 
where,  as  a  boy,  he  walked  of  summer  evenings,  ardent  and 
trustful,  unspotted,  imtried,  ignorant  of  doubts  or  passions ; 
sheltered  as  yet  from  the  world's  contamination  in  the  pure 
and  anxious  bosom  of  love.  .  .  .  The  clock  of  the  near  town 
tolling  midnight,  with  a  clang,  disturbs  our  wanderer's  reverie, 
and  sends  him  onwards  towards  his  night's  resting-place, 
through  the  lodge  into  Clavering  avenue,  and  imder  the  dark 
arcades  of  the  rustlmg  limes. 

When  he  sees  the  cottage  the  next  time,  it  is  smiling  in 
sunset ;  those  bedroom  windows  are  open  where  the  light  was 
burning  the  night  before ;  and  Pen's  tenant,  Captain  Stokes, 
of  the  Bombay  Artillery  (whose  mother,  old  Mrs.  Stokes,  lives 
m  Clavering),  receives  his  landlord's  visit  with  great  cordi- 
ality :  shows  him  over  the  grounds  and  the  new  pond  he  has 
made  in  the  back  garden  from  the  stables ;  talks  to  him  con- 
fidentially about  the  roof  and  chimneys,  and  begs  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis  to  name  a  day  when  he  will  do  himself  and  Mrs.  Stokes 
the  pleasure  to,  &c.  Pen,  who  has  been  a  fortnight  in  the 
country,  excuses  himself  for  not  having  called  sooner  upon 
the  Captain  by  frankly  owning  that  he  had  not  the  heart  to 
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do  it,  "  I  understand  you,  sir,"  the  Captain  says ;  and  Mrs. 
Stokes,  who  had  slipped  away  at  the  ring  of  the  bell  (how  odd 
it  seemed  to  Pen  to  ring  the  bell !),  comes  down  in  her  best 
gown,  surrounded  by  her  children.  The  young  ones  clamber 
about  Stokes :  the  boy  jumps  into  an  armchair.  It  was  Pen's 
father's  armchair ;  and  Arthur  remembers  the  days  when  he 
would  as  soon  have  thought  of  mounting  the  king's  throne. as 
of  seating  himself  in  that  armchair.  He  asks  Miss  Stokes — 
she  is  the  very  image  of  her  mamma — if  she  can  play  ?  He 
should  like  to  hear  a  tune  on  that  piano.  She  plays.  He 
hears  the  notes  of  the  old  piano  once  more,  enfeebled  by  age, 
but  he  does  not  listen  to  the  player.  He  is  listening  to  Laura 
singing  as  in  the  days  of  their  youth,  and  sees  his  mother 
bending  and  beating  time  over  the  shoulder  of  the  girl. 

The  dinner  at  Fairoaks  given  in  Pen's  honour  by  his 
tenant,  and  at  which  old  Mrs.  Stokes,  Captain  Glanders, 
Squire  Hobnell,  and  the  elergjTQan  and  his  lady,  from  Tinc- 
kleton,  were  present,  was  very  stupid  and  melancholy  for  Pen, 
until  the  waiter  from  Clavering  (who  aided  the  Captain's 
stable-boy  and  Mrs.  Stokes's  butler)  whom  Pen  remembered 
as  a  street  boy,  and  who  was  now  indeed  barber  in  that  place, 
dropped  a  plate  over  Pen's  shoulder,  on  which  Mr.  Hobnell 
(who  also  employed  him)  remarked,  **  I  suppose,  Hodson, 
your  hands  are  slippery  with  bear's-grease.  He's  always 
dropping  the  crockery  about,  that  Hodson  is — haw,  haw!" 
On  which  Hodson  blushed,  and  looked  so  disconcerted,  that 
Pen  burst  out  laughing ;  and  good-humour  and  hilarity  were 
the  order  of  the  evening.  For  the  second  course,  there  was  a 
hare  and  partridges  top  and  bottom,  and  when  after  the  with- 
drawal of  the  servants  Pen  said  to  the  Vicar  of  Tinckleton, 
**  I  think,  Mr.  Stooks,  you  should  have  asked  Hodson  to  vut 
the  harCy^  the  joke  was  taken  instantly  by  the  clergjTnan,  who 
was  followed  in  the  course  of  a  few  minutes  by  Captain  Stokes 
and  Glanders,  and  by  Mr.  Hobnell,  who  arrived  rather  late, 
but  with  an  immense  guffaw. 

While  Mr.  Pen  was  engaged  in  the  country  in  the  above 
schemes,  it  happened  that  the  lady  of  his  choice,  if  not  of  his 
affections,  came  up  to  London  from  the  Timbridge  villa  bound 
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upon  shopping  expeditions  or  important  business,  and  in 
company  of  old  Mrs.  Bonner,  her  mother's  maid,  who  had 
lived  and  quarrelled  with  Blanche  many  times  since  she  was 
an  infant,  and  who  now,  being  about  to  quit  Lady  Clavering's 
service  for  the  hymeneal  state,  was  anxious  like  a  good  soul 
to  bestow  some  token  of  respectful  kindness  upon  her  old  and 
young  mistress  before  she  quitted  them  altogether,  to  take  her 
post  as  the  wife  of  Lightfoot,  and  landlady  of  the  ''  Clavering 
Arms." 

The  honest  woman  took  the  benefit  of  Miss  Amory's  taste 
to  make  the  purchase  which  she  intended  to  offer  her  Lady- 
ship ;  and  requested  the  fair  Blanche  to  choose  something  for 
herself  that  should  be  to  her  liking,  and  remind  her  of  her 
old  nurse  who  had  attended  her  through  many  a  wakeful 
night,  and  eventful  teething,  and  childish  fever,  and  who 
loved  her  like  a  child  of  her  own  a'most.  These  purchases 
were  made,  and  as  the  nurse  insisted  on  buying  an  immense 
Bible  for  Blanche,  the  young  lady  suggested  that  Bonner 
should  purchase  a  large  "Johnson's  Dictionary"  for  her 
mamma.  Each  of  the  two  women  might  certainly  profit  by 
the  present  made  to  her. 

Then  Mrs.  Bonner  invested  money  in  some  bargains 
in  linendrapery,  which  might  be  useful  at  the  "Clavering 
Arms,"  and  bought  a  red  and  yellow  neck-handkerchief,  which 
Blanche  could  see  at  once  was  intended  for  Mr.  Lightfoot. 
Younger  than  herself  by  at  least  five-and-twenty  years,  Mrs. 
Bonner  regarded  that  youth  with  a  fondness  at  once  parental 
and  conjugal,  and  loved  to  lavish  ornaments  on  his  person, 
which  already  glittered  with  pins,  rings,  shirt-studs,  and 
chains  and  seals,  purchased  at  the  good  creature's  expense. 

It  was  in  the  Strand  that  Mrs.  Bonner  made  her  pur- 
chases, aided  by  Miss  Blanche,  who  liked  the  fun  very  well, 
and  when  the  old  lady  had  bought  everything  that  she  de- 
sired, and  was  leaving  the  shop,  Blanche,  with  a  smiling  face, 
and  a  sweet  bow  to  one  of  the  shopmen,  said,  "Pray,  sir, 
will  you  have  the  kindness  to  show  us  the  way  to  Shepherd's 
Inn." 

Shepherd's  Inn  was  but  a  few  score  of  yards  off,  Oldcastle 
Street  was  close  by,  the  elegant  young  shopman  pointed  out 
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the  turning  which  the  young  ladj-  was  to  take,  and  she  and 
her  compmiiou  wEilktd  off  togethi-r. 

"  Shepberii's  Inn  I  what  cau  you  want  in  Shepherd's  Inn, 
Miss  Blanche  ?  "  Bonner  inquired.  "  Mr.  Strong  lives  there. 
Do  you  want  to  go  and  see  the  Captain  ?  " 

"  I  should  like  to  see  the  Captain  very  well.    I  like  the 


Captain  :  but  it  is  not  him  I  want.  I  want  to  see  a  dear  little 
good  girl,  who  was  very  kind  to— to  ilr.  Arthur  when  he  was 
BO  ill  last  year,  and  saved  Iiis  life  almost;  and  I  want  to 
thank  her,  and  ask  her  if  she  would  like  anything.  I  looked 
out  several  of  my  dresses  on  puri>ogo  this  morning,  Bonner ! " 
and  slic  looked  at  Bonner  as  if  she  had  a  right  to  admiration, 


'    ■     /  /  ^/ 
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and  had  performed  an  act  of  remarkable  virtue.  Blanche, 
indeed,  was  very  fond  of  sugarplums;  she  would  have  fed 
the  poor  upon  them,  when  she  had  had  enough,  and  given  a 
country-girl  a  ball  dress  when  she  had  worn  it  and  was  tired 
of  it. 

"  Pretty  girl  —  pretty  young  woman !  **  mumbled  Mrs. 
Bonner.  "  I  know  /  want  no  pretty  young  women  to  come 
about  Lightfoot,"  and  in  imagination  she  peopled  the  "  Claver- 
ing  Arms  "  with  a  harem  of  the  most  hideous  chambermaids 
and  barmaids. 

Blanche,  with  pink  and  blue,  and  feathers,  and  flowers, 
and  trinkets,  and  a  shot  silk  dress,  and  a  wonderful  mantle, 
and  a  charming  parasol,  presented  a  vision  of  elegance  and 
beauty  such  as  bewildered  the  eyes  of  Mrs.  Bolton,  who  was 
scrubbing  the  lodge-floor  of  Shepherd's  Inn,  and  caused  Betsy- 
Jane  and  Ameliar-Ann  to  look  with  delight. 

Blanche  looked  on  them  with  a  smile  of  ineflfable  sweet- 
ness and  protection ;  like  Bowena  going  to  see  Bebecca ;  like 
Marie  Antoinette  visiting  the  poor  in  the  famine;  like  the 
Marchioness  of  Carabas  aUghting  from  her  CQ^rriage  and  four 
at  a  pauper-tenant's  door,  and  taking  from  John  No.  II.  the 
packet  of  Epsom  salts  for  the  invalid's  benefit,  carrying  it 
with  her  own  imperial  hand  into  the  sick  room— Blanche 
felt  a  queen  stepping  down  from  her  throne  to  visit  a  sub- 
ject, and  enjoyed  all  the  bland  consciousness  of  doing  a  good 
action. 

"  My  good  woman !  I  want  to  see  Fanny — Fanny  Bolton; 
is  she  here  ?  " 

Mrs.  Bolton  had  a  sudden  suspicion,  from  the  splendour 
of  Blanche's  appearance,  that  it  must  be  a  play-actor,  or 
something  worse. 

"  What  do  you  want  with  Fanny,  pray  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  I  am  Lady  Clavering's  daughter— you  have  heard  of  Sir 
Francis  Clavering?  And  I  wish  very  much  indeed  to  see 
Fanny  Bolton." 

"  Pray  step  in,  Miss. — Betsy- Jane,  where's  Fanny  ?  " 

Betsy-Jane  said  Fanny  had  gone  into  No.  3  staircase,  on 
which  Mrs.  Bolton  said  she  was  probably  in  Strong's  rooms, 
and  bade  the  child  go  and  see  if  she  was  there. 
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•  I:.  Cit**Air.  Strong's  rooms!  Oh,  lei  -es  Xfi  :»:•  Capwdn 
-Sar.cr  r  rj-ZLj-.,"  cried  out  Miss  Blanc-be.  ^Z.  jujC'^f  bizi  Terv 
TTr--  Y.i  irriT^:^  little  girl,  show  ns  iLfc  -WIT  V.  Captain 
^r.:\^^\"  ;r*-ri  o-t  Miss  Blanche,  for  tbt  fixr  reeked  with 
Xc-z  z-^^zz  ^rr-JOJinz^,  and  the  goddess  did  n:*;  lie  die  smell 

A:: :  l.<  ii^t  i^ssed  up  the  stairs,  a  gentkmtftzi  cj  ihe  name 
c:  C'lf-ti^an.  xho  happened  to  be  swaggering  hkvjzr*  the  court, 
ar..i  :3"-r  i  Trrr  knowing  look  with  his  "  oi "  lastkr  Blanche's 
Kiinn-r:.  rrZLLrkc'i  ;o  himself,  "  That's  a  devilish  fcine  gyurll, 
fceiLiL  :?:ej:  -j  M-  Sthrong  and  Altamont:  they're  always 
LiTin-T  :':iiLr  zjzils  up  their  stairs." 

"  Hill-: — hTffha:"s  that  ?  "  he  presently  said,  looking  up  at 
the  wiz.i:^? :  fr-jm  which  some  piercing  shrieks  issued. 

A:  iL-f:  j«::ii:i  of  the  voice  of  a  distressed  female  the  in- 
tTcfi-i  C:-?  r:Lfh«hi  up  the  stairs  as  fast  as  his  old  legs  would 
carry  him.  t-^in^  nearly  overthrown  by  Strong's  servant,  who 
was  iesoc-iii'.^  thv  s:air.  Cos  foimd  the  outer  door  of  Strong's 
ohanirer?  or*r::.  a::  i  Wcran  to  thunder  at  the  knocker-  After 
m:\r*y  ani  d-roc  knxk?.  the  inner  door  was  partially  unclosed, 
and  S:r:r.^*s  head  appeared. 

"I:V  CI.  niv  toy.  Hwhat's  that  noise,  Sthrong?"  asked 
Co>::-rA!:. 

*•  Go  :^  :::{  .i "  was  the  only  answer,  and  the  door  was 

shut  0:1  C;-*>  v^:>:raMt:-  red  nose:  and  he  went  downstairs 
mutttrir..^  :::r?a:>  at  tho  indignity  oflfered  to  him,  and  vowing 
that  he  w.^uli  havt  sati-^foction.  In  the  meanwhile  the 
reader,  more  lucky  than  Captain  Costigan,  will  have  the  pri- 
vilege of  Kini:  made  acquainted  with  the  secret  which  was 
withheld  from  that  officer. 

It  has  been  said  of  how  generous  a  disposition  Mr.  Alta- 
mont was.  and  when  he  was  well  supplied  with  funds,  how 
liberally  lie  spent  them.  Of  a  hospitable  turn,  he  had  no 
greater  pleasure  than  drinking  in  company  with  other  people ; 
so  that  there  was  no  man  more  welcome  at  Greenwich  and 
Richmond  than  the  Emissarv  of  the  Nawaub  of  Lucknow. 

Now  it  chanced  that  on  the  dav  when  Blanche  and  Mrs. 
Bonner  ascended  the  staircase  to  Strong's  room  in  Shepherd's 
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Inn,  the  Colonel  had  invited  Miss  Delaval  of  the Theatre 

Boyal,  and  her  mother,  Mrs.  Hodge,  to  a  little  party  down 
the  river,  and  it  had  been  agreed  that  they  were  to  meet  at 
Chambers,  and  thence  walk  down  to  a  port  in  the  neighbour- 
ing Strand  to  take  water.  So  that  when  Mrs.  Bonner  and 
Mes  Larmes  came  to  the  door,  where  Grady,  Altamont's 
servant,  was  standing,  the  domestic  said  ''  Walk  in,  ladies," 
with  the  utmost  affability,  and  led  them  into  the  room,  which 
was  arranged  as  if  they  had  been  expected  there.  Indeed, 
two  bouquets  of  flowers,  bought  at  Covent  Garden  that  morn- 
ing, and  instances  of  the  tender  gallantry  of  Altamont,  were 
awaiting  his  guests  upon  the  table.  Blanche  smelt  at  the 
bouquet,  and  put  her  pretty  Uttle  dainty  nose  into  it,  and 
tripped  about  the  room,  and  looked  behind  the  curtains,  and 
at  the  books  and  prints,  and  at  the  plan  of  Clavering  estate 
hanging  up  on  the  wall ;  and  had  asked  the  servant  for  Cap- 
tain Strong,  and  had  ahnost  forgotten  his  existence  and  the 
errand  about  which  she  had  come,  namely,  to  visit  Fanny 
Bolton ;  so  pleased  was  she  with  the  new  adventure,  and  the 
odd,  strange,  delightful,  droll  little  idea  of  being  in  a  bachelor's 
chambers  in  a  queer  old  place  in  the  City ! 

Grady  meanwhile,  with  a  pair  of  ample  varnished  boots, 
had  disappeared  into  his  master's  room.  Blanche  had  hardly 
the  leisure  to  remark  how  big  the  boots  were,  and  how  unlike 
Mr.  Strong's. 

"  The  women's  come,"  said  Grady,  helping  his  master  to 
the  boots. 

"  Did  you  ask  'em  n  they  would  take  a  glass  of  anything  ?  " 
asked  Altamont. 

Grady  came  out. — "He  says,  will  you  take  anything  to 
drink  ? "  the  domestic  asked  of  them :  at  which  Blanche, 
amused  with  the  artless  question,  broke  out  into  a  pretty  little 
laugh,  and  asked  of  Mrs.  Bonner,  "  Shall  we  take  anything  to 
drink?" 

"  Well,  you  may  take  it  or  lave  it,"  said  Mr.  Grady,  who 
thought  his  offer  slighted,  and  did  not  like  the  contemptuous 
manners  of  the  new-comers,  and  so  left  them. 

"  Will  we  take  anything  to  drink  ?  "  Blanche  asked  again  : 
and  again  began  to  laugh. 
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*•  GraJy,"  bawled  out  a  voice  from  the  chamber  wiibin — a 
v:i.-.r  :La:  made  Mrs.  Boiiiier  start. 

Gr-.:y  ..lid  uot  answer :  his  song  was  heard  from  afar  off, 
fri::  tliT  kitohcii,  his  upper  room,  where  Grady  was  singing 

«    ■  « 

••  'jTriiy.  my  coat !  "  again  roared  the  voice  from  within. 

••  W:iy.  uia:  is  not  Mr.  Strong's  voice,"  said  the  Sylphide, 
!?:ill  liiil:  li- jluiig.  *'  Grady  my  coat !— Bonner,  who  is  Grady 
Z17  .-.'a:  •?     V\\  ought  to  go  away." 

r*.  ini^r  ?ull  kx^kt'd  quite  puzzled  at  the  sound  of  the  voice 
^iii:-!  -h-r  !iid  lieard. 

riiT  '^-irx:::  d\>or  here  oi)ened,  and  the  individual  who 
J:u:  ::Ll-=-i  :u:  "Grady,  my  coat,**  appeared  without  the  gar- 

H=  u.::.  :  :o  the  women,  and  walked  across  the  room. 
*•  -  '.\::;  "vir  ruri^n.  ladies.  Gi'ady,  bring  my  coat  down, 
>ir  Vi"  ^;.  —  T  i-^ars,  it's  a  fine  day,  and  we'll  have  a  jolly 
!:L:i  .t: " 

:l ;  si-  :  n ;  .n  :rr :  for  here  Mrs.  Bonner,  who  had  been  look- 
i -^  t:  >^ji  A.:  •  ^^::rJ^:-i  eyes,  suddenly  shrieked  out,  "  Amory! 
Aj:  ■-•        .'.:::  i.ll  ",dvk  <vTi:\raing  and  fainting  in  her  chair. 

7'..  v.-ii"  >:  .^'vsTr:- :::>t^l  looked  at  the  woman  an  in- 
>r.:.-.  :.  ".  ::>  .-. .:  .:■;  :;  Blrmche.  seized  her  and  kissed  her. 
'  \.-  :-..  .^;  V:  <;:::.  '"ly  G —  it  is  me,  Mary  Bonner 
\.  -  "  ■\;:  :,  iu-.  c.u  wt've  grown!    But  it*s  a  secret, 

..■  :1:;^^::  I'u:  your  father.  Your  poor  mother 
.-..  .  •  .:  v.'>..-.:  ?.  vr-.::v  cU  wt've  grown!  Kiss  me— 
'».:»    .  .    :  ;>.    iv    y»;:>v!     p i:.  I  love  vou:   I'm  vour 


«  « 1 


■  ■     a 


',;•;£:•.:   ^u::-  IvwilJered.  and  be^jan  to 
:  •;       ■.  ::\    :■"••.:•:.    :lri:t  :    and  it  was  her  piercing 
.  :.>  ^- .  ..V-  /:    ■.  ■ -v  /-  >:i:rAr.  i.-:arvi  as  he  walked  the  court 


!■ 


A:  :*;•.  >:..•..."  ::  :"..:>:  s:.r::>s  \L\i  Tvrylextd  parent  clasped 
'.>  V..,.  >    "...>  "T >•/.::; -..•.>  •^-.r:  ::vi:.  s::.!  or.  one  bniwnv  arm 

\  ■«;.-■-  " "  -  ""^    T"" '  t  "i  "!•» '     "*  "-■        •'5'"'  ■*      T""* ^li M> »■▼    ii\    llic 

:;:..::;.  .;.:    ..;:;;.  ^.\.^.  "-'A..  :r:.  i  :..>:.-. -\^  :\:-z:ii  \*?zxli-  from  his 
c V;; :  *  >.    : :   ^: ;  >>/  ^-:^>: .  t :: :.  ::;;  fr^jr:;^.:  e::::*: :::s  of  which 


I*  I* 
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The  screams  of  these  women  brought  the  other  occupants 
•f  the  chambers  into  the  room :  Grady  from  his  kitchen,  and 
Itrong  from  his  apartment  in  the  upper  story.  The  latter 
.t  once  saw  from  the  aspect  of  the  two  women  what  had 
<K;urred. 

"  Grady,  go  and  wait  in  the  court,"  he  said,  "  and  if  any- 
body comes— you  understand  me." 

"  Is  it  the  play-actress  and  her  mother  ?  "  said  Grady. 

*Yes — confound  you — say  that  there's  nobody  in  Cham- 
bers, and  the  party's  off  for  to-day." 

"  Shall  I  say  that,  sir  ?  and  after  I  bought  them  bokays  ?  " 
fiked  Grady  of  his  master. 

"  Yes,"  said  Amory,  with  a  stamp  of  his  foot ;  and  Strong 
;oing  to  the  door  too,  reached  it  just  in  time  to  prevent  the 
ntrance  of  Captain  Costigan,  who  had  mounted  the  stair. 

The  ladies  from  the  theatre  did  not  have  their  treat  to 
rreenwich,  nor  did  Blanche  pay  her  visit  to  Fanny  Bolton  on 
hat  day.  And  Cos,  who  took  occasion  majestically  to  inquire 
f  Grady  what  the  mischief  was,  and  who  was  crying  ? — had 
3r  answer  that  'twas  a  woman,  another  of  them,  and  that 
hey  were,  in  Grady's  opinion,  the  cause  of  'most  all  the 
lischief  in  the  world. 


VOL.  n.  SB 


::-  :■■  j.jc3t  315  election-. 


-a,  ^  -Ui  own  eountv.  nsL* 
— i^  >Q  oL;  <t-Ili:;h  plan:*  and 
::.irr  .ii-iieiutrs.  news  came  to 
Lj.i-:"  RiX'kaimstt;r  had  arrivtil 
-rli.  inii  luiii  ])r'jn;;ht  with 
ir>nii    L:i:ii-a.      At    tliii  an- 

.  r--:i  'lelz  raditr  ^railtv.  Hi- 
:-■  -rjjii  iiidiei"  in  htr  esltcm, 
\L:;::i  ir.  "^i;  'i  any  other  [vr- 
-  t::^;.  :?litf  was  Iiis  nioti'-tr'* 
iLni-  Hr  Ti.-i  :.j  i;t  hi;r  fiairoii 
•■-  T  111  ^-cic  s-riT.     How  wi>i]M 

tilt-  2cwi  which  ht  hail  to  t.ll 
.  'jt-v  fi:.:i;:.i  >tr  espLiin  the 
■,-yz  'z~  wu  nr'iii;itin:j  ■?     Ht 

ze-:'-j<-i:  '-~  r.T  Blanche  couM 
r-i  *    ia^JLiz^   :::a:ii!e  of  calm 

Li':  li  -  --  w.cl.l  not  dare 
■■£  lii=  wirLily  hijpt^  anJ  am- 
ir JL-er  arri-ral  at  Rij-moutl], 
.  ?■: E.-ii::-rt  i  'rrrit  cuml'tr  of 
ti-z.::i.  i~  i  a  r7:r:it  <ieaJ  of  tasv 
i^t  ziC^Licl  Mr.  Peneoujii 
iz:  a  zazii.  azL-i  that  he  was 


;  M^zry-riri  =L;:iId  be  the  oi>jtct 
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of  fear  and  trembling  to  such  an  accomplished  gentleman 
as  Mr.  Pen  ?  His  worldly  tactics  and  diplomacy,  his  satire 
and  knowledge  of  the  world,  could  not  bear  the  test  of  her 
purity,  he  felt  somehow.  And  he  had  to  own  to  himself  that 
his  atfairs  were  in  such  a  position,  that  he  could  not  tell  the 
truth  to  that  honest  soul.  As  he  rode  from  Clavering  to 
Baymouth,  he  felt  as  guilty  as  a  schoolboy  who  doesn't 
know  his  lesson,  and  is  about  to  face  the  awful  master.  For 
is  not  Truth  the  master  always,  and  does  she  not  have  the 
power  and  hold  the  book  ? 

Under  the  charge  of  her  kind,  though  somewhat  wayward 
and  absolute  patroness.  Lady  Bockminster,  Laura  had  seen 
somewhat  of  the  world  in  the  last  year,  had  gathered  some 
accomplishments,  and  profited  by  the  lessons  of  society. 
Many  a  girl  who  had  been  accustomed  to  that  too  great 
tenderness  in  which  Laura's  early  life  had  been  passed,  would 
have  been  unfitted  for  the  changed  existence  which  she  now 
had  to  lead.  Helen  worshipped  her  two  children,  and  thought, 
as  home-bred  women  will,  that  all  the  world  was  made  for 
them,  or  to  be  considered  after  them.  She  tended  Laura  with 
a  watchfulness  of  aflfection  which  never  left  her.  If  she  had 
a  headache,  the  widow  was  as  alarmed  as  if  there  had  never 
been  an  aching  head  before  in  the  world.  She  slept  and  woke, 
read  and  moved  under  her  mother's  fond  superintendence, 
which  was  now  withdrawn  from  her,  along  with  the  tender 
creature  whose  anxious  heart  would  beat  no  more.  And 
painful  moments  of  grief  and  depression  no  doubt  Laura  had, 
when  she  stood  in  the  great  careless  world  alone.  Nobody 
heeded  her  griefs  or  her  solitude.  She  was  not  quite  the 
equal,  in  social  rank,  of  the  lady  whose  companion  she  was, 
or  of  the  friends  and  relatives  of  the  imperious  but  kind  old 
dowager.  Some  very  likely  bore  her  no  good-will — some, 
perhaps,  slighted  her :  it  might  have  been  that  servants  were 
occasionaUy  rude ;  their  mistress  certainly  was  often.  Laura 
not  seldom  found  herself  in  family  meetings,  the  confidence 
and  familiarity  of  which  she  felt  were  interrupted  by  her  in- 
trusion ;  and  her  sensitiveness  of  course  was  wounded  at  the 
idea  that  she  should  give  or  feel  this  annoyance.  How  many 
governesses  ar&  there  in  the  world,  thought  cheerful  Laura, — 

8  B  2 
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'«■::—'   i*^v^vi;ie5  make  them  slaves  and 
■]-  — .  -  :     '»^"r:at  1-iad  tempers  and  coarse 

*r!jcounter !     How   iiifiuittflv 

ft 

T— :l  -.:.-  -r  .viJv  iimd  and  affectionate  \>k:k)\\\m 

:_...  -L.iT  .':'••..:.-;-..-  .:' vj^vrvT-^ct.ed  girls !    It  was  with  tli is 

•  ^i.  -';'---■:  ".^i:     u  ;    :v_r  ii.?T  &pdapted  herself  to  her  new 

:  •■:..•:     \:J.  v-i^:  _l  Li'-i-ii'.-  .f  her  fortune  with  a  trustful 

.".'::  -  :  '.-'I  i:-  v  l  --r^.i  wl;:,  zin^x  Fortune  inthatwav, 
T  .  .1  --..r  .-  •.  :.-—  ._  *  .:  r-.r-ji  iiindlv?  Are  not  even  bad 
:*-.r.'-  V  -_  -  i,  .1.--,^:  *L— rf:±ie5i  and  a  pure  and  affi'c- 
"ij  rj::-:  :_-■.-.  "  ". :  ■_  ii-     '^.V-r  izi  the  wood,  in  the  balliul, 

!.• -Lr:  :;  :  -  "  "  i"  1  -rr-r-r-lv  ^i  those  notorious  rogues 
Ti-.i-^  :  -„•  ..-._-  :.:  ."  —:  :  11.5^:^  a'wav  with  the  little  folks, 
Tt  i_  ij. .  V  ;l  V  ■_,  i  \_-  rL.s:-SLl-  r-knted,  and  made  awav 
V— .-.  i_-  .-i-: — 1  :  Li"v.  J  :1t  Lr-sin  to  be  cruel  to  so  much 
r.ji  •■-!.:  i-i:  >•:  rr-r.  .  ^  Li.: :  t  thrv  who  have  that  virgin 
.'  •"...:  :ri.r':  -^ :  r^  — :  ?"  '  '  z  c-i'iid^nc-t  in  the  world,  and 
■Ti_-  :_:  r-1  >■•.:.-.  ii-;  :"•  '  r  iltctI  Mi^s  Laura  Bell  was 
:  1 T  :  :1  T  -:  :' .  ;•: "  ^ :  T  ;  -  r- .  :_§  :  sj.  i  f.^t-ri Jc?  the  gentle  widow's 
_7:^T  .:  '—   t'i.  _      -  -,  1.^--  s-rri:.  Ptn  ;^ave  her,  had  such  a 

"  "-_...-■ :  ''•!:_  Lri  r"j5-:'m.  as  is  even  mort' 
:'i:  :!..;_  :.-  -~tl:  f.r  i:  not  oulv  fetches  a 
.v.-^t"  7  .■>  .^^:i^r  ir:  aiioiher  world  when- 
iij_.  :. '•  ..:-.  -:..:t  ■  *:  -.  .:  :.:  t<i1~a,  but  here,  too,  Ls  of 
ii-TT-: _:_:■/■ .-.  v   :-_  :.  :>  -..^^^ss.r  :  is  a  talisman  again>t  evil, 
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TiL  '.  :.:j1:  ::.  ::.:■.:  -•  .^.v  ::  ::ii-  .j-ili  r:ot  l»e  t-xf^ected  to  have 
&  _••:■.:  T-T-i'Tr  .:  l..r  ■.'^..\  ii.:  w^i  at  first  anirrv  asraiust 
Mirr  L.-r..  :>  -!.-  In.:  ;-:^r-  sjiunjiT  her  Ladv^hip's  fifteen 
rr-  .--;:::  J  .   :-:  :.:.:  r.-.    F~:  -hrr.  Laun\  was  ill  at  Paris,  tlii-^ 
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old  woman  nursed  her  in  spite  of  her  mistress,  who  was  afraid 
of  catching  the  fever,  and  absolutely  fought  for  her  medicine 
with  Martha  from  Fairoaks,  now  advanced  to  be  Miss  Laura's 
own  maid.  As  she  was  recovering,  Grandjean  the  c//e/ wanted 
to  kill  her  by  the  number  of  deUcacies  which  he  dressed  for 
her,  and  wept  when  she  ate  her  first  slice  of  chicken.  The 
Swiss  major-domo  of  the  house  celebrated  Miss  BelFs  praises 
in  almost  every  European  language,  which  he  spoke  with  in- 
different incorrectness ;  the  coachman  was  happy  to  drive  her 
out ;  the  page  cried  when  he  heard  she  was  ill ;  and  Calverley 
and  Coldstream  (those  two  footmen,  so  large,  so  calm  ordi- 
narily, and  so  difficult  to  move)  broke  out  into  extraordinary 
hilarity  at  the  news  of  her  convalescence,  and  intoxicated  the 
page  at  a  wine-shop,  to  fete  Laura's  recovery.  Even  Lady 
Diana  Pynsent  (our  former  acquaintance  Mr.  Pynsent  had 
married  by  this  time),  who  had  had  a  considerable  dislike  to 
Laura  for  some  time,  was  so  enthusiastic  as  to  say  that  she 
thought  Miss  Bell  was  a  very  agreeable  person,  and  that 
grandmamma  had  a  great  trouvaille  in  her.  All  this  kindness 
Laura  had  acquired,  not  by  any  arts,  not  by  any  flattery,  but 
by  the  simple  force  of  good-nature,  and  by  the  blessed  gift  of 
pleasing  and  being  pleased. 

On  the  one  or  two  occasions  when  he  had  seen  Lady 
Rockminster,  the  old  lady,  who  did  not  admire  him,  had  been 
very  pitiless  and  abrupt  with  our  young  friend,  and  perhaps 
Pen  expected  when  he  came  to  Baymouth  to  find  Laura  in- 
stalled in  her  house  in  the  quality  of  humble  companion,  and 
treated  no  better  than  himself.  When  she  heard  of  his 
arrival  she  came  running  downstairs,  and  I  am  not  sure  that 
she  did  not  embrace  him  in  the  presence  of  Calverley  and 
Coldstream:  not  that  those  gentlemen  ever  told :  if  the /racfw^ 
orbis  had  come  to  a  smash,  if  Laura,  instead  of  kissing  Pen, 
had  taken  her  scissors  and  snipped  off  his  head — Calverley 
and  Coldstream  would  have  looked  on  impavidly,  without 
allowing  a  grain  of  powder  to  be  disturbed  by  the  calamity, 

Laura  had  so  much  improved  in  health  and  looks  that  Pen 
could  not  but  admire  her.  The  frank  eyes  which  met  his 
beamed  with  good  health ;  the  cheek  which  he  kissed  blushed 
with  beauty.    As  he  looked  at  her,  artless  and  graceful,  pure 
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and  candid,  he  thought  he  had  never  seen  her  so  beautiful. 
Wliy  should  he  remark  her  beauty  now  so  much,  and  remark 
too  to  himself  that  he  had  not  remarked  it  sooner  ?  He  took 
her  fair  trustful  hand  and  kissed  it  fondly :  he  looked  in  her 
bright  clear  eyes,  and  read  in  them  that  kindling  welcome 
which  he  was  always  sure  to  find  there.  He  was  affected  and 
touched  by  the  tender  tone  and  the  pure  sparkling  glance; 
their  innocence  smote  him  somehow  and  moved  him. 

"  How  good  you  are  to  me,  Laura — sister ! "  said  Pen,  "  I 
don't  deserve  that  you  should — that  you  should  be  so  kind 
to  me." 

"  Mamma  left  you  to  me,"  she  said,  stooping  down  and 
brushing  his  forehead  with  her  lips  hastily.  "  You  know  you 
were  to  come  to  me  when  you  were  in  trouble,  or  to  tell  me 
when  you  were  very  happy :  that  was  our  compact,  Arthur, 
last  year,  before  we  parted.  Are  you  very  happy  now,  or  are 
you  in  trouble,  which  is  it  ?  "  and  she  looked  at  him  with  an 
ai-ch  glance.  "  Do  you  like  going  into  Parliament  ?  Do  you 
intend  to  distinguish  yourself  there?  How  I  shall  tremble 
for  your  first  speech  !  " 

"Do  3'ou  know  alx)ut  the  Parliament  plan,  then?"  Pen 
asked. 

**  Know  ? — all  the  world  knows !  I  have  heard  it  talked 
about  many  times.  Lady  Rockminster's  doctor  talked  about 
it  to-day.  I  dare  say  it  will  be  in  the  Chatteris  paper  to- 
morrow. It  is  all  over  the  county  that  Sir  Francis  Clavering, 
of  Clavering,  is  going  to  retire,  in  behalf  of  Mr.  Arthur  Pen- 
dennis,  of  Fairoaks ;  and  that  the  young  and  beautiful  Miss 
Blanche  Amory  is " 

**  What !  tliat  too  ?  "  asked  Pendennis. 

**  That,  too,  dear  Ai-thur.  Tout  se  sait,  as  somebody  would 
say,  whom  I  intend  to  be  very  fond  of ;  and  who  I  am  sure  is 
very  clever  and  pretty.  I  have  had  a  letter  from  Blanche. 
The  kindest  of  letters.  She  speaks  so  warmly  of  you,  Arthur! 
I  hope — I  know  she  feels  what  she  writes. — "VVTien  is  it  to  be, 
Arthur  ?  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  ?  I  may  come  and  live 
with  you  then,  mayn't  I  ?  " 

**  My  home  is  yours,  dear  Laura,  and  everything  I  have," 
Pen  said.     **  If  I  did  not  tell  you,  it  was  because — because — 
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I  do  not  know :  nothing  is  decided  yet.  No  words  have  passed 
between  us.  But  you  think  Blanche  could  be  happy  with  me 
— don't  you  ?  Not  a  romantic  fondness,  you  know.  I  have 
no  heart,  I  think ;  I've  told  her  so :  only  a  sober-sided  attach- 
ment : — and  want  my  wife  on  one  side  of  the  fire  and  my 
sister  on  the  other, — Parliament  in  the  session  and  Fairoaks 
in  the  holidays,  and  my  Laura  never  to  leave  me  until  some- 
body who  has  a  right  comes  to  take  her  away." 

Somebody  who  has  a  right — somebody  with  a  right !  Why 
did  Pen,  as  he  looked  at  the  girl  and  slowly  uttered  the  words, 
begin  to  feel  angry  and  jealous  of  the  invisible  somebody 
with  the  right  to  take  her  away?  Anxious,  but  a  minute 
ago,  how  she  would  take  the  news  regarding  his  probable  ar- 
rangements with  Blanche,  Pen  was  hurt  somehow  that  she 
received  the  intelUgenee  so  easily,  and  took  his  happiness  for 
granted. 

"Until  somebody  comes,"  Laura  said,  with  a  laugh,  "I 
will  stay  at  home  and  be  Aunt  Laura,  and  take  care  of  the 
children  when  Blanche  is  in  the  world.  I  have  arranged  it 
all.  I  am  an  excellent  housekeeper.  Do  you  know  I  have 
been  to  market  at  Paris  with  Mrs.  Beck,  and  have  taken  some 
lessons  from  M.  Grandjean  ?  And  I  have  had  some  lessons 
in  Paris  in  singing  too,  with  the  money  which  you  sent  me, 
you  kind  boy  :  and  I  can  sing  much  better  now :  and  I  have 
learned  to  dance,  though  not  so  well  as  Blanche,  and  when 
you  become  a  Minister  of  State,  Blanche  shall  present  me :  " 
and  with  this,  and  with  a  provoking  good-humour,  she  per- 
formed for  him  the  last  Parisian  curtsey. 

Lady  Rockminster  came  in  whilst  this  curtsey  was  being 
performed,  and  gave  to  Arthur  one  finger  to  shake ;  which  he 
took,  and  over  which  he  bowed  as  well  as  he  could,  which,  in 
truth,  was  very  clumsily. 

"  So  you  are  going  to  be  married,  sir,"  said  the  old  lady. 

"  Scold  him,  Lady  Rockminster,  for  not  telling  us,"  Laura 
said,  going  away:  which,  in  truth,  the  old  lady  began  in- 
stantly to  do.  "  So  you  are  going  to  marry,  and  to  go  into 
Parliament  in  place  of  that  good-for-nothing  Sir  Francis 
Clavering.  I  wanted  him  to  give  my  grandson  his  seat — why 
did  he  not  give  my  grandson  his  seat?    I  hope  you  are  to 
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have  a  great  deal  of  money  with  Miss  Amory.     /  wouldn't 
take  her  without  a  great  deal." 

'*  Sir  Franciii  Clavering  is  tired  of  Parliament,"  Pen  said, 
wincing,  "and — and  I  rather  wish  to  attempt  that  career. 
The  rest  of  the  story  is  at  least  premature." 

"  I  wonder,  when  you  had  Laura  at  home,  you  could  take 
up  with  such  an  affected  Uttle  creature  as  that/'  the  old  lady 
continued. 

**  I  am  very  sorry  Miss  Amory  does  not  please  your  Lady- 
ship," said  Pen,  smiling. 

"  You  mean — that  it  is  no  aflfair  of  mine,  and  that  I  am 
not  going  to  marry  her.  Well,  I'm  not,  and  I'm  very  glad  I 
am  not — a  little  odious  thing — when  I  think  that  a  man  could 
prefer  her  to  my  Laura,  I've  no  patience  with  him,  and  so  I 
tell  vou,  Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis." 

"  I  am  verj'  glad  you  see  Laura  with  such  favourable 
eyes,"  Pen  said. 

**  You  are  very  glad,  and  you  ai*e  very  sorry.  What  does  it 
matter,  sir,  whether  you  are  very  glad  or  very  sorry?  A 
young  man  who  prefers  Miss  Amory  to  Miss  Bell  has  no  busi- 
ness to  be  sorrj'  or  glad.  A  young  man  who  takes  up  with 
such  a  erookttl  lump  of  affectation  as  that  little  Amory, — for 
she  is  crooked.  I  tell  you  she  is, — aftor  seeing  my  Laura,  has 
no  ri;^'lit  to  hold  up  his  head  again.  "WTiere  is  your  friend 
BlueWard  ?  The  tall  young  man,  I  mean, — Warrington,  isn't 
hi<  namt-  ?  AMiy  does  he  not  come  down,  and  marry  Laura? 
What  do  the  youn;::^  men  mean  by  not  marrying  such  a  girl  as 
that  ?  Thev  all  marrv  for  monev  now.  You  are  all  selfish 
and  cowards.  We  ran  away  with  each  other,  and  made  foolish 
matches  in  my  time.  I  have  no  patience  with  the  young 
men !  When  I  was  at  Paris  in  the  winter,  I  asked  all  the 
three  attaches  at  the  Embassy  why  they  did  not  fall  in  love 
with  Miss  Bell  ?  They  laughed — they  said  they  wanted 
monev.     You  are  all  selfish — vou  are  all  cowards." 

—  I  hoix-  before  you  offered  Miss  Bell  to  the  attaches,"  said 
Pen,  with  some  heat,  **  vou  did  her  the  favour  to  consult 
her  ?  " 

••  Miss  Bell  has  onlv  a  little  monev.  Miss  Bell  must 
marry  soon.    Someboily  miist  make  a  match  for  her,  sir ;  and 
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a  girl  can't  oflfer  herself,"  said  the  old  dowager,  with  great 
state.  **  Laura,  my  dear,  I've  been  telling  your  cousin  that 
all  the  young  men  are  selfish ;  and  that  there  is  not  a  penny- 
worth of  romance  left  among  them.  He  is  as  bad  as  the  rest." 
"  Have  you  been  asking  Arthur  why  he  won't  marry  me?" 
said  Laura,  with  a  smile,  coming  back  and  taking  her  cousin's 
hand.  (She  had  been  away,  perhaps,  to  hide  some  traces  of 
emotion,  which  she  did  not  wish  others  to  see.)  "  He  is  going 
to  marry  somebody  else;  and  I  intend  to  be  very  fond  of 
her,  and  to  go  and  live  with  them,  provided  he  then  does  not 
ask  every  bachelor  who  comes  to  his  house,  why  he  does  not 
marry  me." 

The  terrors  of  Pen's  conscience  being  thus  appeased,  and 
his  examination  before  Laura  over  without  any  reproaches  on 
the  part  of  the  latter.  Pen  began  to  find  that  his  duty  and 
inclination  led  him  constantly  to  Baymouth,  where  Lady 
Rockminster  informed  him  that  a  place  was  always  reserved 
for  him  at  her  table.  "  And  I  recommend  you  to  come  often," 
the  old  lady  said,  "  for  Grandjean  is  an  excellent  cook,  and  ta 
be  with  Laura  and  me  will  do  your  manners  good.  It  is  easy 
to  see  that  you  are  always  thinking  about  yourself.  Don't 
blush  and  stammer — almost  all  young  men  are  always  think- 
ing about  themselves.  My  sons  and  grandsons  always  were 
until  I  cured  them.  Come  here,  and  let  us  teach  you  to 
behave  properly ;  you  will  not  have  to  carve,  that  is  done  at 
the  side-table.  Hecker  will  give  you  as  much  wine  as  is  good 
for  you ;  and  on  days  when  you  are  very  good  and  amusing 
you  shall  have  some  champagne.  Hecker,  mind  what  I  say. 
Mr.  Pendennis  is  Miss  Laura's  brother;  and  you  will  make 
him  comfortable,  and  see  that  he  does  not  have  too  much 
wine,  or  disturb  me  whilst  I  am  taking  my  nap  after  dinner. 
You  are  selfish :  I  intend  to  cure  you  of  being  selfish.  You 
will  dine  here  when  you  have  no  other  engagements ;  and  if 
it  rains  you  had  better  put  up  at  the  hotel."  As  long  as  the 
good  lady  could  order  everybody  round  about  her,  she  was 
not  hard  to  please;  and  all  the  slaves  and  subjects  of  her 
little  dowager  court  trembled  before  her,  but  loved  her. 

She  did  not  receive  a  very  niunerous  or  brilliant  society. 
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The  doctor,  of  coarse,  was  admitted,  as  a  constant  and  fiiith- 
ful  visitor ;  the  vicar  and  his  cnrate ;  and  on  public  davs  the 
vicar*s  wife  and  daughters,  and  some  of  the  season  visitors 
at  Baymouth  were  received  at  the  old  lady's  entertainments : 
but  generally  the  company  was  a  small  one,  and  Mr.  Arthur 
drank  his  wine  by  himself,  when  Lady  Bockminster  retired  to 
take  her  doze,  and  to  be  played  and  smig  to  sleep  by  Laura 
after  dinner. 

''  If  my  music  can  give  her  a  nap,"  said  the  good-natured 
girl,  ''ought  I  not  to  be  very  glad  that  I  can  do  so  much 
good  ?  Lady  Bockminster  sleeps  very  Utile  of  night :  and  I 
used  to  read  to  her  until  I  fell  ill  at  Paris,  since  when  she  will 
not  hear  of  my  sitting  up.*' 

"  Why  did  you  not  write  to  me  when  you  were  ill  ?  "  asked 
Pen,  with  a  blush. 

"  What  good  could  you  do  me  ?  I  had  Martha  to  nurse 
me :  and  the  doctor  every  day.  You  are  too  busy  to  write  to 
women  or  to  think  about  them.  You  have  your  books  and 
your  newspapers,  and  your  iK)litics  and  j'our  railroads  to 
occupy  you.     I  wrote  when  I  was  well." 

And  Pen  looked  at  her,  and  l>lushed  again,  as  he  remem- 
bered that,  during  all  the  time  of  her  iUness,  he  had  never 
written  to  her,  and  had  scarcely  thought  about  her. 

In  consequence  of  his  relationship.  Pen  was  free  to  walk 
and  ride  with  his  cousin  constantly,  and  in  the  course  of 
those  walks  and  rides,  could  appreciate  the  sweet  frankness  of 
her  diHi)osition,  and  the  truth,  simplicity,  and  kindliness  of 
her  fair  and  spotless  heart.  In  their  mother's  lifetime  she 
had  never  spoken  so  openly  or  so  cordially  as  now.  The 
desire  of  poor  Helen  to  make  a  union  between  her  two  child- 
ren had  caused  a  reserve  on  Laura's  part  towards  Pen ;  for 
which,  under  the  altered  circumstances  of  Arthur's  life,  there 
was  now  no  necessity.  He  was  engaged  to  another  woman ; 
and  Laura  became  his  sister  at  once, — hiding,  or  banishing 
from  herself,  any  doubts  which  she  might  have  as  to  his 
choice ;  striving  to  look  cheerfully  forward,  and  hope  for  his 
prosperity ;  promising  herself  to  do  all  that  affection  might 
do  to  make  her  mother's  darling  happy. 

Their  talk  was  often  about  the  dei)arted  mother.     And  it 
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was  from  a  thonsand  stories  which  Laura  told  him  that 
Arthur  was  made  aware  how  constant  and  absorbing  that 
silent  maternal  devotion  had  been;  which  had  accompanied 
him  present  and  absent  through  life,  and  had  only  ended 
with  the  fond  widow's  last  breath.  One  day  the  people  in 
Glavering  saw  a  lad  in  charge  of  a  couple  of  horses  at  the 
churchyard  gate :  and  it  was  told  over  the  place  that  Pen  and 
Laura  had  visited  Helen's  grave  together.  Since  Arthur  had 
come  down  into  the  country,  he  had  been  there  once  or  twice : 
but  the  sight  of  the  sacred  stone  had  brought  no  consolation 
to  him.  A  guilty  man  doing  a  guilty  deed :  a  mere  speculator, 
content  to  lay  down  his  faith  and  honour  for  a  fortune  and  a 
worldly  career ;  and  owning  that  his  life  was  but  a  contempt- 
ible surrender — what  right  had  he  in  the  holy  place  ? — what 
booted  it  to  him  that  others  in  the  world  he  lived  in  were  no 
better  than  himself?  Arthur  and  Laura  rode  by  the  gates 
of  Fairoaks ;  and  he  shook  hands  with  his  tenant's  children, 
playing  on  the  lawn  and  the  terrace — Laura  looked  steadily 
at  the  cottage  wall,  at  the  creeper  on  the  porch,  and  the 
magnolia  growing  up  to  her  window.  "  Mr.  Pendennis  rode 
by  to-day,"  one  of  the  boys  told  his  mother,  **  with  a  lady, 
and  he  stopped  and  talked  to  us,  and  he  asked  for  a  bit  of 
honeysuckle  off  the  porch,  and  gave  it  the  lady.  I  couldn't 
see  if  she  was  pretty ;  she  had  her  veil  down.  She  was  riding 
one  of  Cramp's  horses,  out  of  BajTnouth." 

As  they  rode  over  the  downs  between  home  and  Baymouth^ 
Pen  did  not  speak  much,  though  they  rode  very  close  together. 
He  was  thinking  what  a  mockery  life  was,  and  how  men  re- 
fuse happiness  when  they  may  have  it ;  or,  having  it,  kick  it 
down ;  or  barter  it,  with  their  eyes  open,  for  a  Uttle  worthless 
money  or  beggarly  honour.  And  then  the  thought  came, 
what  does  it  matter  for  the  little  space?  The  hves  of  the 
best  and  purest  of  us  are  consumed  in  a  vain  desire,  and  end 
in  a  disappointment:  as  the  dear  soul's  who  sleeps  in  her 
grave  yonder.  She  had  her  selfish  ambition,  as  much  as 
CsBsar  had;  and  died,  baulked  of  her  life's  longing.  The 
stone  covers  over  our  hopes  and  our  memories.  Our  place 
knows  us  not.     "  Other  people's  children  are  playing  on  the 
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grass,"  he  broke  out,  in  a  hard  voice,  "  where  you  and  I  used 
to  play,  Laura.  And  you  see  how  the  magnolia  we  planted 
has  grown  up  since  our  time.  I  have  been  round  to  one  or 
two  of  the  cottages  where  my  mother  used  to  visit.  It  is 
scarcely  more  than  a  year  that  she  is  gone,  and  the  people 
whom  she  used  to  benefit  care  no  more  for  her  death  than  for 
Queen  Anne's.  We  are  all  selfish :  the  world  is  selfish  :  there 
are  but  a  few  exceptions,  like  you,  my  dear,  to  shine  like  good 
deeds  in  a  naughty  world,  and  make  the  blackness  more 
tlismal." 

"  I  wish  you  would  not  speak  in  that  way,  Arthur,''  said 
Laura,  looking  down  and  bending  her  head  to  the  honeysuckle 
on  her  breast.  "When  you  told  the  little  boy  to  give  me 
this,  you  were  not  selfish." 

"  A  pretty  sacrifice  I  made  to  get  it  for  you ! "  said  the 
sneerer. 

**  But  your  heart  was  kind  and  full  of  love  when  you  did 
so.  One  cannot  ask  for  more  than  love  and  kindness ;  and  if 
you  think  humbly  of  yourself,  Arthur,  the  love  and  kindness 
arc  not  diminished — are  they  ?  I  often  thought  our  dearest 
mother  spoilt  you  at  home,  by  worshipping  you ;  and  that  if 
you  are — I  hate  the  word — what  you  say,  her  too  great  fond- 
ness helped  to  make  you  so.  And  as  for  the  world,  when 
men  go  out  into  it,  I  suppose  they  cannot  be  otherwise  than 
selfish.  You  have  to  fight  for  yourself,  and  to  get  on  for 
yourself,  and  to  make  a  name  for  yourself.  Mamma  and  your 
uncle  both  encouraged  you  in  this  ambition.  If  it  is  a  vain 
thing,  why  pursue  it  ?  I  suppose  such  a  clever  man  as  you 
intends  to  do  a  gi-eat  deal  of  good  to  the  country,  by  going  into 
Parliament,  or  you  would  not  wish  to  be  there.  TVTiat  are 
you  going  to  do  when  you  are  in  the  House  of  Commons  ?  " 

**W^omen  don't  understand  about  politics,  my  dear,"  Pen 
said,  sneering  at  himself  as  he  spoke. 

**  But  why  don't  you  make  us  understand  ?  I  could  never 
tell  about  Mr.  Pynsent  why  he  should  like  to  be  there  so  much. 
He  is  not  a  clever  man " 

**  He  certainly  is  not  a  genius,  Pynsent,"  said  Pen. 

**Lady  Diana  says  that  he  attends  Committees  all  day; 
that  then  again  he  is  at  the  House  all  night ;  that  he  always 
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votes  as  he  is  told ;  that  he  never  speaks ;  that  he  will  never 
get  on  beyond  a  subordinate  place,  and,  as  his  grandmother 
tells  him,  he  is  choked  with  red-tape.  Are  you  going  to  follow 
the  same  career,  Arthur?  What  is  there  in  it  so  brilliant 
that  you  should  be  so  eager  for  it  ?  I  would  rather  that  you 
should  stop  at  home,  and  write  books — good  books,  kind  books, 
with  gentle  kind  thoughts,  such  as  you  have,  dear  Arthur,  and 
such  as  might  do  people  good  to  read.  And  if  you  do  not  win 
fame,  what  then  ?  You  own  it  is  vanity,  and  you  can  live  very 
happily  without  it.  I  must  not  pretend  to  advise :  but  I  take 
you  at  your  own  word  about  the  world ;  and  as  you  own  it  is 
wicked,  and  that  it  tires  you,  ask  you  why  you  don't  leave  it?" 

**  And  what  would  you  have  me  do  ?  "  asked  Arthur. 

**  I  would  have  you  bring  your  wife  to  Fairoaks  to  live 
there,  and  study,  and  do  good  round  about  you.  I  would  like 
to  see  your  own  children  playing  on  the  lawn,  Arthur,  and 
that  we  might  pray  in  our  mother's  church  again  once  more, 
dear  brother.  If  the  world  is  a  temptation,  are  we  not  told 
to  pray  that  we  may  not  be  led  into  it  ?  " 

"Do  you  think  Blanche  would  make  a  good  wife  for  a 
petty  country  gentleman  ?  Do  you  think  I  should  become  the 
character  very  well,  Laura  ?  '*  Pen  asked.  "  Remember  temp- 
tation walks  about  the  hedgerows  as  well  as  the  city  streets  : 
and  idleness  is  the  greatest  tempter  of  all." 

"  What  does — does  Mr.  Warrington  say  ?  "  said  Laura,  as 
a  blush  mounted  up  to  her  cheek,  and  of  which  Pen  saw  the 
fervour,  though  Laura's  veil  fell  over  her  face  to  hide  it. 

Pen  rode  on  by  Laura's  side  silently  for  a  while.  George's 
name  so  mentioned  brought  back  the  past  to  him,  and  the 
thoughts  which  he  had  once  had  regarding  George  and  Laura. 
Why  should  the  recurrence  of  the  thought  agitate  him,  now 
that  he  knew  the  union  was  impossible?  Why  should  he 
be  curious  to  know  if,  during  the  months  of  their  intimacy, 
Laura  had  felt  a  regard  for  Warrington?  From  that  day 
until  the  present  time  George  had  never  alluded  to  his  story, 
and  Arthur  remembered  now  that  since  then  George  had 
scarcely  ever  mentioned  Laura's  name. 

At  last  he  came  close  to  her.  **  Tell  me  something,  Laura," 
he  said. 
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She  put  back  her  veil  and  looked  at  him.  ''  What  is  it, 
Arthur  ?  "  she  asked — though  from  the  tremor  of  her  voice 
she  guessed  very  well. 

"Tell  me — but  for  George's  misfortune — I  never  knew 
him  speak  of  it  before  or  since  that  day — would  you — would 
you  have  given  him — what  you  refused  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Pen/'  she  said,  bursting  into  tears. 

"  He  deserved  you  better  than  I  did,"  poor  Arthur  groaned 
forth,  with  an  indescribable  pang  at  his  heart.  "  I  am  but  a 
selfish  wretch,  and  George  is  better,  nobler,  truer,  than  I  am. 
God  bless  him  !  " 

"Yes,  Pen,"  said  Laura,  reaching  out  her  hand  to  her 
cousin,  and  he  put  his  arm  round  her,  and  for  a  moment  she 
sobbed  on  his  shoulder. 

The  gentle  girl  had  had  her  secret,  and  told  it.  In  the 
widow's  last  journey  from  Fairoaks,  when  hastening  with  her 
mother  to  Arthur's  sick  betl.  Laura  had  made  a  different  con- 
fession :  and  it  was  only  wht- n  Warrington  told  his  own  story, 
and  described  the  hopeless  condition  of  his  life,  that  she  dis- 
covereil  how  much  her  feelings  had  changed,  and  with  what 
tender  s\Tnpathy,  with  what  great  respect,  delight,  and  admi- 
ration she  had  grown  to  regard  her  cousin's  friend.  Until 
she  knew  that  somt-  plans  she  might  have  dreamed  of  were  im- 
lx>ssiHe,  and  that  Warrington,  reading  her  heart,  perhaps,  had 
told  his  melaneholv  storv  to  warn  her,  she  had  not  asked  her- 
self  whether  it  was  possible  that  her  affections  could  change ; 
and  had  l»een  shockinl  and  searetl  by  the  discovery  of  the  truth. 
How  should  she  have  told  it  to  Helen,  and  confesst^d  her 
shame?  Poor  Laura  felt  guilty  l>efore  her  friend,  with  the 
secret  which  she  ilared  not  confide  to  her ;  felt  as  if  she  had 
Uvn  ungrateful  for  Helen's  love  and  regard ;  felt  as  if  she  had 
l>ein  wiekeiUv  faithless  to  Pen  in  withdrawing  that  love  from 
him  which  he  did  not  even  care  to  accept :  humbled  even  and 
repentant  l>efore  Warrington,  lest  she  should  have  encouraged 
him  by  undue  sympathy,  or  shown  the  preference  which  she 
began  to  feel. 

The  e:itastrophe  which  broke  up  Laura's  home,  and  the 
grief  and  anguish  which  she  felt  for  her  mother's  death,  gave 
her  Uttle  leisure  for  thoughts  more  selfish ;  and  by  the  time 
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8he  rallied  from  that  grief  the  minor  one  was  also  almost 
cured.  It  was  but  for  a  moment  that  she  had  indulged  a 
hope  about  Warrington.  Her  admiration  and  respect  for  him 
remained  as  strong  as  ever.  But  the  tender  feeling  with 
which  she  knew  she  had  regarded  him  was  schooled  into  such 
calmness,  that  it  may  be  said  to  have  been  dead  and  passed 
away.  The  pang  which  it  left  behind  was  one  of  humiUty 
and  remorse.  *'0h,  how  wicked  and  proud  I  was  about 
Arthur,"  she  thought :  "  how  self-confident  and  unforgiving  ! 
I  never  forgave  from  my  heart  this  poor  girl,  who  was  fond  of 
him,  or  him  for  encouraging  her  love  ;  and  I  have  been  more 
guilty  than  she,  poor  little  artless  creature !  I,  professing  to 
love  one  man,  could  listen  to  another  only  too  eagerly ;  and 
would  not  pardon  the  change  of  feelings  in  Arthur,  whilst  I 
myself  was  changing  and  unfaithful."  And  so  humiliating 
herself  and  acknowledging  her  weakness,  the  poor  girl  sought 
for  strength  and  refuge  in  the  manner  in  which  she  had  been 
accustomed  to  look  for  them. 

She  had  done  no  wrong:  but  there  are  some  folks  who 
suflfer  for  a  fault  ever  so  trifling  as  much  as  others  whose  stout 
consciences  can  walk  under  crimes  of  almost  any  weight ;  and 
poor  Laura  chose  to  fancy  that  she  had  acted  in  this  deUcate 
juncture  of  her  life  as  a  very  great  criminal.  She  determined 
that  she  had  done  Pen  a  great  injury  by  withdrawing  that  love 
which,  privately  in  her  mother's  hearing,  she  had  bestowed 
upon  him;  that  she  had  been  ungrateful  to  her  dead  bene- 
factress by  ever  allowing  herself  to  think  of  another  or  of  vio- 
lating her  promise ;  and  that,  considering  her  own  enormous 
crimes,  she  ought  to  be  very  gentle  in  judging  those  of  others, 
whose  temptations  were  much  greater,  very  likely :  and  whose 
motives  she  could  not  understand. 

A  year  back,  Laura  would  have  been  indignant  at  the  idea 
that  Arthur  should  marry  Blanche :  and  her  high  spirit  would 
have  risen  as  she  thought  that  from  worldly  motives  he  should 
stoop  to  one  so  unworthy.  Now  when  the  news  was  brought 
to  her  of  such  a  chance  (the  intelligence  was  given  to  her 
by  old  Lady  Rockminster,  whose  speeches  were  as  direct 
and  rapid  as  a  slap  on  the  face),  the  humbled  girl  winced  a 
little  at  the  blow,  but  bore  it  meekly,  and  with  a  desperate 
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^  He  b&s  a  rizL.t  to  mArrr :  he  knows  a  great 
(k^  ciore  of  Lb?  vorid  ;?:ar  I  do/'  ebe  argaed  vith  herself. 
^BI&zii-L'e  iL^T  r::i  h«e  ^o  li^i-ciindcd  as  she  seemed,  and 
wiy>  an  I  v>  'dt  Lrr  ;:i'i-;-r  ?    I  dart  say  h  is  Tery  good  that 
Arthir  tL'iz-iLi  go  ii.^j  ParMam*'iii  and  distinguish  himself 
and  217  iirr  is  v^  io  cVTrrrihfr.g  ;has  hw  in  my  power  to  aid 
htm  and  Blanche,  and  :•>  TifttT  his  home  happy.     I  dare  saj 
I  shall  live  with  th^m.     If  I  am  godmother  to  one  of  their 
chil-iren.  I  will  I-rar-r  h^r  my  :hr«r  thoa?and  poonds ! "     And 
forthwith  =h-;  began  ;•>  think  what  she  coold  give  Blanche  out 
of  her  small  treas:ir*r^.  and  how  best  to  conciliate  her  affection. 
She  wrote  her  forthwiih  a  kind  letter,  in  which^  of  course,  no 
mendon  was  made  of  the  plans  in  contemplation,  but  in  which 
Laura  r^rcaileii  old  times,  and  s{^>ke  her  good-will,  and  in  re- 
reply  to  this  she  rec>eiTcd  an  eager  answer  from  Blanche :  in 
which  not  a  word  ab*'jut  marriagt:  was  said,  to  be  sure,  but 
Mr.  Pen  lennis  was  m-rntione*i  two  or  three  times  in  the  letter, 
and  thrv  were  to  U:  henceforth  dtrarest  Laura,  and  dearest 
Blanche:,  and  lovinj  listers,  and  so  forth. 

Whtn  Pen  and  Laura  reache^l  home,  after  Laura*s  confes- 
sion iPta\  noble  acknowledgment  of  his  own  inferiority  and 
generou=  eipressijn  of  love  for  Warrington  causing  the  girFs 
heart  to  throb,  and  rend-rinj  doublv  keen  those  tears  which 
she  sobl-tr^l  on  his  sLouidtr  .  a  little  slim  letter  was  awaiting 
ML»  B^ll  in  the  hall,  at  which  she  trembled  rather  guiltily  as 
she  tms'-ale^l  it,  and  at  which  Pen  blusheil  as  he  recognised  it  : 
for  he  saw  instautlv  that  it  was  from  Blanche. 

Laura  oi>ened  it  hastily,  and  cast  her  eyes  quickly  over  it, 
as  Pen  kept  his  fixed  on  her,  blushing. 

"  She  dates  from  London,"  Laura  said.  "  She  has  been 
with  old  Bonner,  Lady  Clavering's  maid.  Bonner  is  going  to 
marry  Lightfoot  the  butler.  Where  do  you  think  Blanche 
has  been  ?  "  she  cried  out  eajrerlv. 

"  To  Paris,  to  Scotland,  to  the  Casino  ?  " 

"To  Shepherd's  Inn,  to  see  Fanny;  but  Fanny  wasn't 
there,  and  Blanche  is  going  to  leave  a  present  for  her.  Isn't 
it  kind  of  her  and  thoughtful '? ''  And  she  handed  the  letter 
to  Pen,  who  read — 

"  *  I  saw  Madame  Mere,  who  was  scrubbing  the  room,  and 
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looked  at  me  Fith  very  scrubby  looks ;  but  la  belle  Fanny  was 
not  au  logis ;  and  as  I  heard  that  she  was  in  Captain  Strong*s 
apartments,  Bonner  and  I  mounted  au  troisieme  to  see  this 
famous  beauty.  Another  disappointment — only  the  Chevalier 
Strong  and  a  friend  of  his  in  the  room :  so  we  came  away  after 
all  without  seeing  the  enchanting  Fanny. 

"  '  Je  fenvoie  miUe  et  miUe  baisers.  When  will  that  horrid 
canvassing  be  over  ?    Sleeves  are  worn '  &c.  &c.  &c." 

After  dinner  the  Doctor  was  reading  the  Times.  **  A  young 
gentleman  I  attended  when  he  was  here  some  eight  or  nine 
years  ago,  has  come  into  a  fine  fortune,"  the  Doctor  said.  "  I 
see  here  announced  the  death  of  John  Henry  Foker,  Esq.,  of 
Logwood  Hall,  at  Pau,  in  the  Pyrenees,  on  the  15th  ult." 


VOL.  II.  3  D 


PENDEN.VJS. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

IK  WHICH  TH£   lIAJOIt  IS  BIDDEN   TO   STAND  AND   DEUTER. 


'W.' 


ftr^r 


NY  gentleman  who  has 
frequented  the  "Wheel 
of  Fortune "  puUic- 
houBe,  where  it  ma;  be 
remembered  that  Mr. 
James  Morgan's  Clnb 
was  held,  and  where 
Sir  Francis  Cla-veriiig 
bad  an  interview  with 
Major  Pendeunis,  ia 
aware  that  there  are 
three  rooms  for  guests 
upon  the  ground-floor, 
besides  the  bar  where 
the  landlady  sits.  One 
is  a  parlour  frequented 
by  the  pubUc  at  large ; 
to  another  room  gentlemen  in  liyery  resort;  and  the  third 
apartment,  on  the  door  of  which  "Private"  is  painted,  is  that 
hu-e<l  by  the  CIul)  of  "  The  Confidentials,"  of  which  Messrs. 
Morgan  and  Lightfoot  were  members. 

The  uoiselesa  Morgan  had  listened  to  the  conversation 
between  Strong  and  Major  Pendennis  at  the  latter's  own 
■  lodgings,  and  had  carried  away  from  it  matter  for  much 
private  speculation ;  and  a  desire  of  knowledge  had  led  him 
to  follow  bis  master  wlien  the  JIajor  came  to  the  "  "Wlieel  of 
Fortune,"  and  to  take  his  place  quietly  in  the  Confidential 
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room,  whilst  Pendennis  and  Clavering  had  their  discourse  in 
the  parlour.  There  was  a  particular  corner  in  the  Confiden- 
tial room  from  which  you  could  hear  almost  all  that  passed  in 
the  next  apartment;  and  as  the  conversation  between  the  two 
gentlemen  there  was  rather  angry,  and  carried  on  in  a  high 
key,  Morgan  had  the  benefit  of  overhearing  almost  the  whole 
of  it ;  and  what  he  heard  strengthened  the  conclusions  which 
his  mind  had  previously  formed. 

''  He  knew  Altamont  at  once,  did  he,  when  he  saw  him  in 
Sydney  ?  Clavering  ain't  no  more  married  to  my  Lady  than 
I  am  !  Altamont's  the  man :  Altamont's  a  convict ;  young 
Harthur  comes  into  Parlyment,  and  the  Gov'nor  promises  not 
to  split.  By  Jove,  what  a  sly  old  rogue  it  is,  that  old  Gov'nor ! 
No  wonder  he's  anxious  to  make  the  match  between  Blanche 
and  Harthur :  why,  she'll  have  a  hundred  thousand  if  she's 
a  penny,  and  bring  her  man  a  seat  in  Parlyment  into  the 
bargain."  Nobody  saw,  but  a  physiognomist  would  have  liked 
to  behold,  the  expression  of  Mr.  Morgan's  countenance,  when 
this  astounding  intelligence  was  made  clear  to  him.  ''But 
for  my  hage,  and  the  confounded  prejudices  of  society,"  he 
said,  surveying  himself  in  the  glass,  "dammy,  James  Morgan, 
you  might  marry  her  yourself."  But  if  he  could  not  marry 
Miss  Blanche  and  her  fortune,  Morgan  thought  he  could  mend 
his  own  by  the  possession  of  this  information,  and  that  it 
might  be  productive  of  benefit  to  him  from  very  many  sources. 
Of  all  the  persons  whom  the  secret  aflfected,  the  greater 
number  would  not  like  to  have  it  known.  For  instance,  Sir 
Francis  Clavering,  whose  fortune  it  involved,  would  wish  to 
keep  it  quiet;  Colonel  Altamont,  whose  neck  it  implicated, 
would  naturally  be  desirous  to  hush  it :  and  that  young  up- 
start beast,  Mr.  Harthur,  who  was  for  gettin'  into  Parlyment 
on  the  strenth  of  it,  and  was  as  proud  as  if  he  was  a  duke 
with  half  a  millium  a  year  (such,  we  grieve  to  say,  was  Mor- 
gan's opinion  of  his  employer's  nephew),  would  pay  anythink 
sooner  than  let  the  world  know  that  he  was  married  to  a  con- 
vick's  daughter,  and  had  got  his  seat  in  Parlyment  by  traf- 
ficking with  this  secret.  As  for  Lady  C,  Morgan  thought,  if 
she's  tired  of  Clavering,  and  wants  to  get  rid  of  him,  she'll 
pay :  if  she's  frightened  about  her  son,  and  fond  of  the  little 
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beggar,  she'll  pay  all  the  same :  and  Miss  Blanche  will  oer- 
tainly  come  down  handsome  to  the  man  who  will  put  her  into 
her  rights,  which  she  was  unjustly  defrauded  of  them,  and 
no  mistake.  "  Dammy,"  concluded  the  valet,  reflecting  upon 
this  wonderful  hand  which  luck  had  given  him  to  play,  ''  with 
such  cards  as  these,  James  Morgan,  you  are  a  made  man. 
It  may  bo  a  reg'lar  enewity  to  me.  Every  one  of  'em  must 
susscribe.  And  with  what  I've  made  already,  I  may  cut 
business,  give  my  old  Gov'nor  warning,  turn  gentleman,  and 
have  a  servant  of  my  own,  begad."  Entertaining  himself 
with  calculations  such  as  these,  that  were  not  a  little  likely 
to  perturb  a  man*s  spirit,  Mr.  Morgan  showed  a  very  great 
degree  of  self-command  by  appearing  and  being  calm,  and  by 
not  allowing  his  future  prospects  in  any  way  to  interfere  with 
his  present  duties. 

One  of  the  persons  whom  the  story  chiefly  concerned, 
Colonel  Altamont,  was  absent  from  London  when  Morgan 
was  thus  made  acquainted  with  his  history.  The  valet  knew 
of  Sir  Francis  Clavering's  Shepherd's  Inn  haunt,  and  walked 
thither  an  hour  or  two  after  the  Baronet  and  Pendennis  had 
had  their  conversation  together.  But  that  bird  was  flown; 
Colonel  Altamont  had  received  his  Derby  winnings,  and  was 
gone  to  the  Continent.  The  fact  of  his  absence  was  exceed- 
ingly vexatious  to  Mr.  Morgan.  "  He'll  drop  all  that  money 
at  tlie  gambling-shops  on  the  Rhind,"  thought  Morgan,  "  and 
I  might  have  had  a  good  bit  of  it.  It's  confounded  annoy- 
ing to  think  he's  gone  and  couldn't  have  waited  a  few  days 
longer."  Hope,  triumphant  or  deferred,  ambition  or  disap- 
pointment, victory  or  patient  ambush,  Morgan  bore  all  alike, 
with  similar  equable  countenance.  Until  the  proper  day 
came,  the  Major's  boots  were  varnished,  and  his  hair  was 
curled,  his  early  cup  of  tea  was  brought  to  his  bedside,  his 
oaths,  rebukes,  and  senile  satire  borne,  with  silent  obsequious 
fidelity.  Who  would  think,  to  see  him  waiting  upon  his 
master,  packing  and  shouldering  his  trunks,  and  occasionally 
assisting  at  table  at  the  country  houses  where  he  might  be 
staying,  that  Morgan  was  richer  than  his  employer,  and  knew 
his  Hocrcts  and  other  people's?  In  the  profession  Mr.  Morgan 
was  greatly  respected  and  admired,  and  his  reputation  for 
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wealth  and  wisdom  got  him  much  renown  at  most  snpper- 
tables :  the  younger  gentlemen  voted  him  stoopid,  a  feller  of 
no  ideas,  and  a  fogey,  in  a  word :  but  not  one  of  them  would 
not  say  amen  to  the  heartfelt  prayer  which  some  of  the  most 
serious-minded  among  the  gentlemen  uttered,  "When  I  die 
may  I  cut  up  as  well  as  Morgan  Pendennis !  " 

As  became  a  man  of  fashion.  Major  Pendennis  spent  the 
autumn  passing  from  house  to  house  of  such  country  friends 
as  were  at  home  to  receive  him,  and  if  the  Duke  happened 
to  be  abroad,  or  the  Marquis  in  Scotland,  condescending  to 
sojourn  with  Sir  John  or  the  plain  Squire.  To  say  the  truth, 
the  old  gentleman's  reputation  was  somewhat  on  the  wane : 
many  of  the  men  of  his  time  had  died  out,  and  the  occupants 
of  their  halls  and  the  present  wearers  of  their  titles  knew  not 
Major  Pendennis;  and  little  cared  for  his  traditions  of  the 
wild  Prince  and  Poins,  and  of  the  heroes  of  fashion  passed 
away.  It  must  have  struck  the  good  man  with  melancholy  as 
he  walked  by  many  a  London  door,  to  think  how  seldom  it 
was  now  opened  for  him,  and  how  often  he  used  to  knock  at 
it — to  what  banquets  and  welcome  he  used  to  pass  through  it 
— a  score  of  years  back.  He  began  to  own  that  he  was  no 
longer  of  the  present  age,  and  dimly  to  apprehend  that  the 
young  men  laughed  at  him.  Such  melancholy  musings  must 
come  across  many  a  Pall  Mall  philosopher.  The  men,  thinks 
he,  are  not  such  as  they  used  to  be  in  his  time :  the  old 
grand  manner  and  courtly  grace  of  life  are  gone:  what  is 
Castlewood  House  and  the  present  Gastlewood  compared  to 
the  magnificence  of  the  old  mansion  and  owner?  The  late 
lord  came  to  London  with  four  post-chaises  and  sixteen 
horses :  all  the  West  Boad  hurried  out  to  look  at  his  caval- 
cade :  the  people  in  London  streets  even  stopped  as  his  pro- 
cession passed  them.  The  present  lord  travels  with  five  bag- 
men in  a  railway  carriage,  and  sneaks  away  from  the  station, 
smoking  a  cigar  in  a  brougham.  The  late  lord  in  autumn 
filled  Castlewood  with  company,  who  drank  claret  till  mid- 
night :  the  present  man  buries  himself  in  a  hut  on  a  Scotch 
mountain,  and  passes  November  in  two  or  three  closets  in  an 
entresol  at  Paris,  where  his  amusements  are  a  dinner  at  a 
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cafe  and  a  box  at  a  little  theatre.  What  a  contrast  there  is 
between  his  Lady  Lorraine,  the  Regent's  Lady  Lorraine,  and 
her  little  Ladyship  of  the  present  era  !  He  figures  to  himself 
the  first,  beautiful,  gorgeous,  magnificent  in  diamonds  and 
velvets,  daring  in  rouge,  the  wits  of  the  world  (the  old  wits, 
the  old  pohshed  gentlemen — not  the  canaille  of  to-day  with 
their  language  of  the  cabstand,  and  their  coats  smelling  of 
smoke)  bowing  at  her  feet ;  and  then  thinks  of  to-day's  Lady 
Lorraine — a  little  woman  in  a  black  silk  gown,  like  a  gover- 
ness, who  talks  astronomy,  and  labouring  classes,  and  emigra- 
tion, and  the  deuce  knows  what,  and  lurks  to  church  at  eight 
o'clock  in  the  morning.  Abbots-Lorraine,  that  used  to  be 
the  noblest  house  in  the  county,  is  turned  into  a  monastery — 
a  regular  La  Trappe.  They  don't  drink  two  glasses  of  wine 
after  dinner,  and  every  other  man  at  table  is  a  country  curate, 
with  a  white  neckcloth,  whose  talk  is  about  Polly  Higson's 
progress  at  school,  or  Widow  Watkins'  lumbago.  "  And  the 
other  young  men,  those  lounging  guardsmen  and  great  lazy 
dandies — sprawling  over  sofas  and  billiard-tables,  and  steal- 
ing oflF  to  smoke  pipes  in  each  other's  bedrooms,  caring  for 
nothing,  reverencing  nothing,  not  even  an  old  gentleman  who 
has  known  their  fathers  and  their  betters,  not  even  a  pretty 
woman — what  a  difference  there  is  between  these  men  who 
poison  the  very  turnips  and  stubble-fields  with  their  tobacco, 
and  the  gentlemen  of  our  time  I  "  thinks  the  Major ;  "  the 
breed  is  gone — there's  no  use  for  'em ;  they're  replaced  by  a 
parcel  of  damned  cotton-spinners  and  utilitarians,  and  young 
sprigs  of  parsons  with  their  hair  combed  down  their  backs. 
I'm  getting  old :  they're  getting  past  me :  they  laugh  at  us 
old  boys,"  thought  old  Pendennis.  And  he  was  not  far 
wrong :  the  times  and  manners  which  he  admired  were  pretty 
nearly  gone — the  gay  young  men  "larked"  him  irreverently, 
whilst  the  serious  youth  had  a  grave  pity  and  wonder  at  him, 
which  would  have  been  even  more  painful  to  bear,  had  the 
old  gentleman  been  aware  of  its  extent.  But  he  was  rather 
simple :  his  examination  of  moral  questions  had  never  been 
very  deep:  it  had  never  struck  him,  perhaps,  until  very 
lately,  that  he  was  otherwise  than  a  most  respectable  and 
rather  fortunate  man.     Is  there  no  old  age  but  his  without 
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reverence?  Did  youthful  folly  never  jeer  at  other  bald  pates? 
For  the  past  two  or  three  years,  he  had  begun  to  perceive  that 
his  day  was  well-nigh  over,  and  that  the  men  of  the  new  time 
had  begun  to  reign. 

After  a  rather  unsuccessful  autumn  season,  then,  during 
which  he  was  faithfully  followed  by  Mr.  Morgan,  his  nephew 
Arthur  being  engaged,  as  we  have  seen,  at  Glavering,  it  hap- 
pened that  Major  Pendennis  came  back  for  a  while  to  London, 
at  the  dismal  end  of  October,  when  the  fogs  and  the  lawyers 
come  to  town.  Who  has  not  looked  with  interest  at  those 
loaded  cabs,  piled  boxes,  and  crowded  children,  rattling  through 
the  streets  on  the  dim  October  evenings ;  stopping  at  the  dark 
houses,  where  they  discharge  nurse  and  infant,  girls,  matron 
and  father,  whose  hohdays  are  over  ?  Yesterday  it  was  France 
and  sunshine,  or  Broadstairs  and  liberty;  to-day  comes  work 
and  a  yellow  fog ;  and,  ye  gods !  what  a  heap  of  bills  there 
lies  in  Master's  study.  And  the  clerk  has  brought  the  lawyer's 
papers  from  Chambers ;  and  in  half  an  hour  the  literary  man 
knows  that  the  printer's  boy  will  be  in  the  passage :  and  Mr. 
Smith  with  that  little  account  (that  particular  little  account) 
has  called  presentient  of  your  arrival,  and  has  left  word  that 
he  will  call  to-morrow  morning  at  ten.  Who  amongst  us  has 
not  said  good-bye  to  his  holiday;  returned  to  dun  London, 
and  his  fate;  surveyed  his  labours  and  liabilities  laid  out 
before  him,  and  been  aware  of  that  inevitable  little  account 
to  settle  ?  Smith  and  his  little  account  in  the  morning,  sym- 
bolise duty,  diflBculty,  struggle,  which  you  will  meet,  let  us 
hope,  friend,  with  a  manly  and  honest  heart. — And  you  think 
of  him,  as  the  children  are  slumbering  once  more  in  their 
own  beds,  and  the  watchful  housewife  tenderly  pretends  to 

sleep. 

Old  Pendennis  had  no  special  labours  or  bills  to  encounter 
on  the  morrow,  as  he  had  no  affection  at  home  to  soothe  him. 
He  had  always  money  in  his  desk  suflBcient  for  his  wants;  and 
being  by  nature  and  habit  tolerably  indifferent  to  the  wants 
of  other  people,  these  latter  were  not  likely  to  disturb  him. 
But  a  gentleman  may  be  out  of  temper  though  he  does  not 
owe  a  shilling:  and  though  he  may  be  ever  so  selfish,  he  must 
occasionally  feel  dispirited  and  lonely.     He  had  had  two  or 
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three  nrinc'es  of  gout  in  the  country-house  where  he  had  been 
staying :  thr  birds  were  wild  and  shy,  and  the  walking  over 
the  ploughed  neids  Lad  fatigued  him  deueedly :  the  young  men 
had  laughed  at  him.  and  he  had  been  peevish  at  table  once  or 
twice:  he  had  no:  L»een  able  to  get  his  whist  of  an  evening: 
and,  in  fine,  wa?  glad  to  come  away.    In  all  his  dealings  with 
Morgan,  his  v;ue;.  he  had  been  exceedingly  sulky  and  discon- 
tented.   He  had  »worn  a;  him  and  abused  him  for  many  days 
past.     He  had  soaidexl  his  mouth  with  bad  soup  at  Swindon. 
He  had  Irfi  his  umbrella  in  the  railroad  carriage :  at  which 
piece  of  forgetfulness  he  was  in  such  a  rage,  that  he  cursed 
Morgan  more  freely  than  ever.    Both  the  chimneys  smoked 
furiously  in  his  loggings:  and  when  he  caused  the  windows 
to  be  dung  oivu,  he  swore  so  acrimoniously,  that  Morgan  was 
iucliiitxl  to  ding  him  out  of  window,  too,  through  that  opened 
casement.     The  v;i:e:  swore  after  his  master,  as  Pendennis 
Went  down  the  street  on  his  wav  to  the  Club. 

£ays*s  was  not  a:  all  pleasant.  The  house  had  been  new 
painteil,  and  smelt  of  varnish  and  turpentine,  and  a  large 
streak  of  white  ivoint  indicted  itself  on  the  back  of  the  old 
boy's  fur-oollare\l  surtout.  The  dinner  was  not  good:  and 
the  three  most  oilious  men  in  all  London— old  Hawkshaw, 
whose  oough  lUid  aooomiviniments  are  fit  to  make  any  man 
unot^mfortaWe :  old  Colonel  Gripley,  who  seizes  on  all  the 
newspapers :  and  that  irreclaimable  old  bore  Jawkins,  who 
would  Ovnno  and  vliue  at  the  next  table  to  Pendennis,  and  de- 
sorilv  to  l:im  every  inn-bill  wliich  he  had  imid  in  his  foreign 
tour:  ^aoh  and  all  of  these  dis;igreeable  personages  and  inci- 
dents had  oontributeTl  to  make  Major  Pendennis  miserable; 
and  thf  Ciub  waiter  trod  on  his  toe  as  he  brought  him 
his  ooift  e.  Never  alone  apjx^ar  the  Immortals.  The  Furies 
always  hunt  in  company :  they  pursueii  Pendennis  from  home 
to  ti;e  Club,  and  from  tr.e  Club  home. 

Wliilst  the  Major  w:is  absent  from  his  lodgings,  Morgan 
had  btvu  seated  in  tiie  landlady's  parlour,  drinking  freely  of 
hot  bra:idY-and- water,  and  jvuring  out  on  Mrs.  Brixham  some 
of  the  abuse  w:iiv ::  lie  had  received  from  his  master  upstairs. 
Mrs.  Fri\i;a:n  was  ^[orc:in's  slave.  He  was  his  landlady's 
laiidiora.     He  b.ad  lvui:ht  t:ie  lease  of  the  house  which  she 
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nted;  he  bad  got  her  name  and  her  son's  to  acceptances, 
id  a  bill  of  sale  which  made  him  master  of  the  luckless 
idow's  fmrniture.  The  young  Brixham  was  a  clerk  in  an 
surance-office,  and  Morgan  could  put  him  into  what  he  called 
lod  any  day.  Mrs.  Brixham  was  a  clergyman's  widow,  and 
r.  Morgan,  after  performing  his  duties  on  the  first  floor, 
\A  a  pleasure  in  making  the  old  lady  fetch  him  his  bootjack 
id  his  sUppers.  She  was  his  slave.  The  little  black  profiles 
her  son  and  daughter ;  the  very  picture  of  Tiddlecot  Church, 
bere  she  was  married,  and  her  poor  dear  Brixham  lived 
id  died,  was  now  Morgan's  property,  as  it  hung  there  over 
le  mantelpiece  of  his  back-parlour.  Morgan  sate  in  the 
idow's  bjick-room,  in  the  ex-curate's  old  horsehair  study- 
lair,  making  Mrs.  Brixham  bring  supper  for  him,  and  fill 
B  glass  again  and  again. 

The  liquor  was  bought  with  the  poor  woman's  own  coin, 
id  hence  Morgan  indulged  in  it  only  the  more  freely ;  and  he 
\A  eaten  his  supper  and  was  drinking  a  third  tumbler  when 
d  Pendennis  returned  from  the  Club,  and  went  upstairs  to 
a  rooms.  Mr.  Morgan  swore  very  savagely  at  him  and  his 
ill,  when  he  heard  the  latter,  and  finished  his  tumbler  of 
undy  before  he  went  up  to  answer  the  summons. 

He  received  the  abuse  consequent  on  this  delay  in  silence, 
)r  did  the  Major  condescend  to  read  in  the  flushed  face  and 
aring  eyes  of  the  man,  the  anger  under  which  he  was  labour- 
g.  The  old  gentleman's  foot-bath  was  at  the  fire ;  his  gown 
id  slippers  awaiting  him  there.  Morgan  knelt  down  to  take 
B  boots  off  with  due  subordination :  and  as  the  Major  abused 
in  from  above,  kept  up  a  growl  of  maledictions  below  at  his 
et.  Thus,  when  Pendennis  was  crying  "  Confound  you,  sir, 
ind  that  strap — curse  you,  don't  wrench  my  foot  off,"  Mor- 
m  sotto  voce  below  was  expressing  a  wish  to  strangle  him, 
rown  him,  and  punch  his  head  off. 

The  boots  removed,  it  became  necessary  to  divest  Mr. 
endennis  of  his  coat:  and  for  this  purpose  the  valet  had 
jcessarUy  to  approach  very  near  to  his  employer ;  so  near 
lat  Pendennis  could  not  but  perceive  what  Mr.  Morgan's  late 
!Cupation  had  been;  to  which  he  adverted  in  that  simple 
id  forcible  phraseology  which  men  are  sometimes  in  the 
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habit  of  using  to  their  domestics ;  informing  Morgan  that  he 
was  a  drunken  beast,  and  that  he  smelt  of  brandy. 

At  this  the  man  broke  out,  losing  patience,  and  flinging 
up  all  subordination,  ''I'm  drunk,  am  I?    I'm  a  beast,  am 

I?    I'm  d d,  am  I?  you  infernal  old  miscreant.     Shall  I 

wring  your  old  head  off,  and  drownd  yer  in  that  pail  of  water  ? 
Do  you  think  I'm  a-goin'  to  bear  your  confounded  old  harro- 
gance,  you  old  Wigsby !  Chatter  your  old  hivories  at  me,  do 
you,  you  grinning  old  baboon !  Come  on,  if  you  are  a  man, 
and  can  stand  to  a  man.    Ha !  you  coward,  knives,  knives ! " 

**If  you  advance  a  step  I'll  send  it  into  you,"  said  the 
Major,  seizing  up  a  knife  that  was  on  the  table  near  him. 
"  Go  down  stairs,  you  drunken  brute,  and  leave  the  house ; 
send  for  your  book  and  your  wages  in  the  morning,  and  never 
let  me  see  your  insolent  face  again.  This  d  d  impertinence 
of  yours  has  been  growing  for  some  months  past.  You  have 
been  growing  too  rich.  You  are  not  fit  for  service.  Get  out 
of  it,  and  out  of  the  house." 

"  And  where  would  you  wish  me  to  go,  pray,  out  of  the 
'ouse  ?  "  asked  the  man,  "  and  won't  it  be  equal  convenient  to- 
morrow mornin'  ? — tootyfay  mame  shose,  sivvaplay,  munseer  I  " 

"  Silence,  you  beast,  and  go ! "  cried  out  the  Major. 

Morgan  began  to  laugh,  with  rather  a  sinister  laugh. 
"Look  yere,  Pendennis,"  he  said,  seating  himself;  "since 
I've  been  in  this  room  you've  called  me  beast,  brute,  dog: 

and  d d  me,  haven't  you  ?    How  do  you  suppose  one  man 

likes  that  sort  of  talk  from  another  ?  How  many  years  have 
I  waited  on  you,  and  how  many  damns  and  cusses  have  you 
given  me,  along  with  my  wages?  Do  you  think  a  man's  a 
dog,  that  you  can  talk  to  him  in  this  way?  If  I  choose  to 
drink  a  Httle,  why  shouldn't  I  ?  I've  seen  many  a  gentleman 
drunk  form'ly,  and  per'aps  have  the  'abit  from  them.  I  ain't 
a-goin'  to  leave  this  house,  old  feller,  and  shall  I  tell  you 
why?  The  house  is  my  house,  every  stick  of  furnitur*  in  it  is 
mine,  excep'  your  old  traps,  and  your  shower-bath,  and  your 
wig-box.  I've  bought  the  place,  I  tell  you,  with  my  own 
industry  and  perseverance.  I  can  show  a  hundred  pound, 
where  you  can  show  fifty,  or  your  damned  supersellions 
nephew  either.     I've  served  you  honourable,  done  everythiiik 
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for  you  these  dozen  years,  and  I'm  a  dog,  am  I?  I'm  a  beast, 
am  I '?  That's  the  language  for  geutlemen,  not  for  our  rank. 
But  I'll  bear  it  no  more.  I  throw  up  your  service ;  I'm  tired 
on  it ;  I've  combed  your  old  wig  and  buckled  your  old  girths 
and  waistbands  long  enough,  I  tell  you.  Don't  look  savage  at 
me,  I'm  sitting  in  my  own  chair,  in  my  own  room,  a-telling 
the  truth  to  you.  I'll  be  your  beast,  and  your  brute,  and  your 
dog  no  more,  Major  Pendennis  'Alf  Pay." 

The  fury  of  the  old  gentleman,  met  by  the  servant's  abrupt 
revolt,  had  been  shocked  and  cooled  by  the  concussion,  as 
much  as  if  a  sudden  shower-bath  or  a  pail  of  cold  water  had 


been  flung  upon  him.  That  effect  produced,  and  his  anger 
calmed,  Morgan's  speech  had  interested  him,  and  he  rather 
rusjKcted  his  adversary,  and  his  courage  in  facing  him,  as  of 
old  days,  in  the  fencing-room,  he  would  have  admired  the 
opponent  who  hit  him. 

"You  are  no  longer  my  servant,"  the  Major  said:  "and 
the  house  may  be  yours ;  but  the  lodgings  are  mine,  and  you 
nUl  have  the  goodness  to  leave  them.  To-morrow  morning, 
when  we  have  settled  our  accounts,  I  shall  remove  into  other 
quarters.  In  the  meantime,  I  desu-e  to  go  to  bed,  and  have 
not  the  slightest  wish  for  your  further  company." 
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"  We'll  have  a  settlement,  don't  you  be  afraid,"  Morgan 
said,  getting  up  from  his  chair.  "  I  ain't  done  with  you  yet ; 
nor  with  your  family,  nor  with  the  Clavering  family.  Major 
Pendennis ;  and  that  you  shall  know." 

"  Have  the  goodness  to  leave  the  room,  sir ; — ^I'm  tired," 
said  the  Major. 

"  Hah !  you'll  be  more  tired  of  me  afore  you've  done," 
answered  the  man,  with  a  sneer,  and  walked  out  of  the  room ; 
leaving  the  Major  to  compose  himself,  as  best  he  might,  after 
the  agitation  of  this  extraordinary  scene. 

He  sate  and  mused  by  his  fireside  over  the  past  events, 
and  the  confounded  impudence  and  ingratitude  of  servants; 
and  thought  how  he  should  get  a  new  man :  how  devilish  un- 
pleasant it  was  for  a  man  of  his  age,  and  with  his  habits,  to 
part  with  a  fellow  to  whom  he  had  been  accustomed:  how 
Morgan  had  a  receipt  for  boot- varnish,  which  was  incompar- 
ably better  and  more  comfortable  to  the  feet  than  any  he  had 
ever  tried ;  how  very  well  he  made  mutton-broth,  and  tended 
him  when  he  was  unwell.  ''  Gad,  it's  a  hard  thing  to  lose  a  fel- 
low of  that  sort :  but  he  must  go,"  thought  the  Major.  "  He 
has  grown  rich,  and  impudent  since  he  has  grown  rich.  He 
was  horribly  tipsy  and  abusive  to-night.  We  must  part,  and 
I  must  go  out  of  the  lodgings.  Dammy,  I  like  the  lodgings  ; 
I'm  used  to  'em.  It's  very  unpleasant,  at  my  time  of  life,  to 
change  my  quarters."  And  so  on,  mused  the  old  gentleman. 
The  shower-bath  had  done  him  good :  the  testiness  was  gone : 
the  loss  of  the  umbrella,  the  smell  of  paint  at  the  Club,  were 
forgotten  under  the  superior  excitement.  "Confound  the 
insolent  villain  !  "  thought  the  old  gentleman.  "  He  under- 
stood my  wants  to  a  nicety;  he  was  the  best  servant  in 
England."  He  thought  about  his  servant  as  a  man  thinks  of 
a  horse  that  has  carried  him  long  and  well,  and  that  has  come 
down  with  him,  and  is  safe  no  longer.  How  the  deuce  to  re- 
place him  ?    Where  can  he  get  such  another  animal  ? 

In  these  melancholy  cogitations  the  Major,  who  had  donned 
his  own  dressing-gown  and  replaced  his  head  of  hair  (a  little 
grey  had  been  introduced  into  the  coiffure  of  late  by  Mr. 
Truefitt,  which  had  given  the  Major's  head  the  most  artless 
and  respectable  appearance) ;  in  these  cogitations,  we  say,  the 
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Major,  who  had  taken  off  his  \fig  and  put  on  his  night-hand- 
kerchief, sate  absorbed  by  the  fireside,  when  a  feeble  knock 
came  at  his  door,  which  was  presently  opened  by  the  landlady 
of  the  lodgings. 

*'  God  bless  my  soul,  Mrs.  Brisham !  "  cried  out  the  Major, 
startled  that  a  lady  should  behold  him  in  the  simple  appareil 
of  his  night-toilette.     "  It — it's  very  late,  Mre.  Brixham." 


"  I  wish  I  might  speak  to  you,  sir,"  said  the  landlady,  very 
piteonsly. 

"  About  Morgan,  I  suppose  ?  He  has  cooled  himself  at  the 
pamp.  Can't  take  b'm  back,  Mrs.  Brixham.  Impossible. 
I'd  determined  to  part  with  him  before,  when  I  heard  of  his 
dealings  in  the  discount  business — I  suppose  yon've  heard  of 
them,  Mrs.  Brixham  ?    My  servant's  a  capitalist,  begad." 
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**  Oh,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Brixhain,  "  I  know  it  to  my  cost.  I 
borrowed  from  liim  a  little  money  five  years  ago ;  and  though 
I  have  paid  him  many  times  over,  I  am  entirely  in  his  power. 
I  am  ruined  by  him,  sir.  Everything  I  had  is  his.  He's  a 
dreadful  man." 

"  Eh,  Mrs.  BrLxham  ?  tant  pis — dev'lish  sorry  for  you, 
and  that  I  must  quit  your  house  after  lodging  here  so  long : 
there's  no  help  for  it.     I  must  go." 

''He  says  we  must  all  go,  sir,"  sobbed  out  the  luckless 
widow.  "  He  came  downstau's  from  you  just  now — he  had 
been  drinking,  and  it  always  makes  him  very  wicked — and  he 
said  that  you  had  insulted  him,  sir,  and  treated  him  like  a 
dog,  and  spoken  to  him  unkindly ;  and  he  swore  he  would  be 
revenged;  and — and,  I  owe  him  a  himdred  and  twenty  pounds, 
sir, — and  he  has  a  bill  of  sale  of  all  my  furniture — and  says 
he  will  turn  me  out  of  my  house,  and  send  my  poor  George  to 
prison.     He  has  been  the  ruin  of  my  family,  that  man." 

"  Dev'lish  sorry,  Mrs.  Brixham ;  pray  take  a  chair.  What 
can  I  do  ?  " 

"Could  you  not  intercede  with  him  for  us?  George  will 
give  half  his  allowance :  my  daughter  can  send  something. 
If  you  will  but  stay  on,  sir,  and  pay  a  quarter's  rent  in 
advance " 

"  My  good  madam,  I  would  as  soon  give  you  a  quarter  in 
advance  as  not,  if  I  were  going  to  stay  in  the  lodgings.  But 
I  can't ;  and  I  can't  afford  to  fling  away  twenty  pounds,  my 
good  madam.  I'm  a  poor  half-pay  officer,  and  want  every 
shilhng  I  have,  begad.  As  far  as  a  few  pounds  goes — say  five 
pounds — I  d6n't  say — and  shall  be  most  happy,  and  that  sort 
of  thing :  and  I'll  give  it  to  you  in  the  morning  with  plea- 
sure ;  but — but  it's  getting  late,  and  I  have  made  a  railroad 
journey." 

**  God's  will  be  done,  sir,"  said  the  poor  woman,  drying  her 
tears.     **  I  must  bear  my  fate." 

**  And  a  dev'lish  hard  one  it  is,  and  most  sincerely  I  pity 
you,  Mrs.  Brixham.  I — I'll  say  ten  poimds,  if  you  will  per- 
mit me.     Good-night." 

**  Mr.  Morgan,  sir,  when  he  came  down  stairs,  and  when— 
when  I  besought  him  to  have  pity  on  me,  and  told  him  he 
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had  been  the  min  of  my  family,  said  something  which  I  did 
not  well  understand — that  he  would  ruin  every  family  in  the 
house — that  he  knew  something  would  bring  you  down  too — 
and  that  you  should  pay  him  for  your — ^your  insolence  to  him. 
I — I  must  own  to  you,  that  I  went  down  on  my  knees  to  him, 
sir ;  and  he  said,  with  a  dreadful  oath  against  you,  that  he 
would  have  you  on  your  knees." 

"  Me  ? — by  Gad,  that  is  too  pleasant !  Where  is  the  eon- 
founded  fellow  ?  " 

"  He  went  away,  sir.  He  said  he  should  see  you  in  the 
mornmg.  Oh,  pray  try  and  pacify  him,  and  save  me  and 
my  poor  boy."  And  the  widow  went  away  with  this  prayer, 
to  pass  her  night  as  she  might,  and  look  for  the  dreadful 
morrow. 

The  last  words  about  himself  excited  Major  Pendennis  so 
much,  that  his  compassion  for  Mrs.  Brixham's  misfortunes 
was  quite  forgotten  in  the  consideration  of  his  own  case. 

"Me  on  my  knees?"  thought  he,  as  he  got  into  bed: 
**  confound  his  impudence.  Who  ever  saw  me  on  my  knees  ? 
What  the  devil  does  the  fellow  know  ?  Gad,  I've  not  had  an 
aflEair  these  twenty  years.  I  defy  him."  And  the  old  cam- 
paigner turned  round  and  slept  pretty  sound,  being  rather 
excited  and  amused  by  the  events  of  the  day — the  last  day  in 
Bury  Street,  he  was  determined  it  should  be.  "  For  it's  im- 
possible to  stay  on  with  a  valet  over  me  and  a  bankrupt  land- 
lady. What  good  can  I  do  this  poor  devil  of  a  woman  ?  I'll 
give  her  twenty  pound — there's  Warrington's  twenty  pound, 
which  he  has  just  paid — but  what's  the  use?  She'll  want 
more,  and  more,  and  more,  and  that  cormorant  Morgan  will 
swallow  all.  No,  dammy,  I  can't  afford  to  know  poor  people ; 
and  to-morrow  I'll  say  good-bye — to  Mrs.  Brixham  and  Mr. 
Morgan." 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

IN  WHICH    THE    MAJOR   NEITHEB   TIELDS    HIS    UOKET    NOR 

HIS    LIFE. 


ABLY  next  momin^ 
Fendeunis's  shutters 
were  opened  by  Mor- 
gan, who  appeared  as 
usual,  with  a  face  per- 
fectly grave  and  re- 
spectful, bearing  with 
him  the  old  gentle- 
man's clothes,  cans  of 
water,  and  elaborate 
toilette  requisites. 

"It's  yon,  is  it?" 
said  the  old  fellow  from 
hisbed.  "Ishan'ttake 
you  back  again,  you 
understand." 

"I  'ave  not  the  least  wish  to  be  took  back  agin,  Major 
Pendennis,"  Mr.  Morgan  said,  with  grave  dignity,  "nor  to 
serve  you  nor  hany  man.  But  as  I  wish  you  to  be  comf  table 
as  long  as  you  stay  in  my  house,  I  came  up  to  do  what's 
ne'ssary."  And  once  more,  and  for  the  last  time,  Mr.  James 
Morgan  laid  out  the  silver  dressing-case,  and  strapped  the 
shining  razor. 

These  offices  concluded,  he  addressed  himself  to  the  Major 
with  an  indescribable  solemnity,  and  said :  "  Thinkin'  that 
you  would  most  likely  be  in  want  of  a  respectable  pusson. 
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until  you  suited  yourself,  I  spoke  to  a  young  man  last  night, 
who  is  'ere." 

**  Indeed,"  said  the  warrior  in  the  tent-bed. 

"  He  'ave  lived  in  the  fust  fam'lies,  and  I  can  wouch  for 
his  respectability." 

**  You  are  monstrous  polite,"  grinned  the  old  Major.  And 
the  truth  is,  that  after  the  occurrences  of  the  previous  even- 
ing, Morgan  had  gone  out  to  his  own  Club  at  the  "  Wheel  of 
Fortune,"  and  there  finding  Frosch,  a  courier  and  valet  just 
returned  from  a  foreign  tour  with  young  Lord  Cubley,  and  for 
the  present  disposable,  had  represented  to  Mr.  Frosch,  that 
he,  Morgan,  had  had  "a  devil  of  a  blow  hup  with  his  own 
Gov'nor,  and  was  going  to  retire  from  the  business  halto- 
gether,  and  that  if  Frosch  wanted  a  tempo'ry  job,  he  might 
prob'bly  have  it  by  applying  in  Bury  Street." 

"You  are  very  polite,"  said  the  Major,  "and  your  recom- 
mendation, I  am  sure,  will  have  every  weight." 

Morgan  blushed ;  he  felt  his  master  was  "  a-chaflBn'  of 
him."  "  The  man  have  awaited  on  you  before,  sir,"  he  said 
with  great  dignity.  "  Lord  De  la  Pole,  sir,  gave  him  to  his 
nephew  young  Lord  Cubley,  and  he  have  been  with  him  on 
his  foring  tour,  and  not  wishing  to  go  to  Fitzurse  Castle, 
which  Frosch's  chest  is  delicate,  and  he  cannot  bear  the  cold 
in  Scotland,  he  is  free  to  serve  you  or  not,  as  you  choose." 

**  I  repeat,  sir,  that  you  are  exceedingly  polite,"  said  the 
Major.  "  Come  in,  Frosch — you  will  do  very  well — Mr.  Mor- 
gan, will  you  have  the  great  kindness  to " 

"  I  shall  show  him  what  is  ne'ssary,  sir,  and  what  is  cus- 
tomary for  you  to  wish  to  'ave  done.  Will  you  please  to  take 
breakfast  'ere  or  at  the  Club,  Major  Pendennis  ?  " 

"With  your  kind  permission,  I  will  breakfast  here,  and 
afterwards  we  will  make  our  little  arrangements." 

"  If  you  please,  sir." 

"  WiU  you  now  oblige  me  by  leaving  the  room  ?  " 

Morgan  withdrew :  the  excessive  politeness  of  his  ex-em- 
ployer made  him  almost  as  angry  as  the  Major's  bitterest 
words.  And  whilst  the  old  gentleman  is  making  his  mysteri- 
ous toilette,  we  will  also  modestly  retire. 

After  breakfast  Major  Pendennis  and  his  new  aide-de-camp 
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occupied  themselves  in  preparing  for  their  departure.  The 
establishment  of  the  old  bachelor  was  not  Terr  complicated. 
He  encmnbered  himself  with  no  useless  wardrobe.  A  bible 
(his  mother's),  a  road-book,  Pen*s  novel  (calf  elegant),  and  the 
Duke  of  Wellington's  Despatches,  with  a  few  prints,  maps, 
and  portraits  of  that  illustrious  general,  and  of  various  sove- 
reigns and  consorts  of  this  country,  and  of  the  General  imder 
whom  Major  Pendennis  had  served  in  India,  formed  his  lite- 
rary and  artistical  collection :  he  was  always  ready  to  march 
at  a  few  hours'  notice,  and  the  cases  in  which  he  had  brought 
his  property  into  his  lodgings  some  fifteen  years  before  were 
still  in  the  lofts,  amply  sufficient  to  receive  all  his  goods. 
These,  the  young  woman  who  did  the  work  of  the  house,  and 
who  was  known  by  the  name  of  Betty  to  her  mistress  and  of 
Slavey  to  Mr.  Morgan,  brought  down  from  their  resting-place, 
and  obediently  dusted  and  cleaned  under  the  eyes  of  the  ter- 
rible Morgan.  His  demeanour  was  guarded  and  solemn ;  he 
had  spoken  no  word  as  yet  to  Mrs.  Brixham  respecting  his 
threats  of  the  past  night,  but  he  looked  as  if  he  would  execute 
them,  and  the  poor  widow  tremblingly  awaited  her  fate. 

Old  Pendennis,  armed  with  his  cane,  superintended  the 
package  of  his  goods  and  chattels,  under  the  hands  of  Mr. 
Froseh,  and  the  Slavey  burned  such  of  his  papers  as  he  did 
not  care  to  keep :  flung  open  doors  and  closets  until  they  were 
all  empty ;  and  now  all  boxes  and  chests  were  closed,  except 
his  desk,  which  was  ready  to  receive  the  final  accounts  of  Mr. 
Morgan. 

That  individual  now  made  his  appearance,  and  brought  his 
books.  "As  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  in  priviek,  per'aps  you 
will  'ave  the  kindness  to  request  Froseh  to  step  down  stairs," 
he  said,  on  entering. 

**  Bring  a  couple  of  cabs,  Froseh,  if  you  please — and  wait 
down  stairs  until  I  ring  for  you,"  said  the  Major.  Morgan 
saw  Froseh  down  stairs,  watched  him  go  along  the  street  upon 
his  errand,  and  produced  his  books  and  accounts,  w^hich  were 
simple  and  very  easily  settled. 

"And  now,  sir,"  said  he,  having  pocketed  the  cheque 
which  his  ex-employer  gave  him,  and  signed  his  name  to  his 
book  with  a  flourish,  "and  now  that  accounts  is  closed  be- 
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tween  us,  sir,"  he  said,  "I  porpose  to  speak  to  you  as  one 
man  to  another  "  (Morgan  liked  the  sound  of  his  own  voice ; 
and,  as  an  individual,  indulged  in  public  speaking  whenever 
he  could  get  an  opportunity,  at  the  Club,  or  the  housekeeper's 
room),  **  and  I  must  tell  you,  that  I'm  in  possussion  of  certing 
infamation.'' 

"And  may  I  inquire  of  what  nature,  pray?"  asked  the 
Major. 

"  It's  valuble  information.  Major  Pendennis,  as  you  know 
very  well.  I  know  of  a  marriage  as  is  no  marriage — of  a 
honourable  Baronet  as  is  no  more  married  than  I  am ;  and 
which  his  wife  is  married  to  somebody  else,  as  you  know  too, 
su:. 

Pendennis  at  once  understood  all.  "Ha!  this  accoimts 
for  your  behaviour.  You  have  been  Ustening  at  the  door, 
sir,  I  suppose,"  said  the  Major,  looking  very  haughty.  "  I 
forgot  to  look  at  the  keyhole  when  I  went  to  that  public- 
house,  or  I  might  have  suspected  what  sort  of  a  person  was 
behind  it." 

"I  may  have  my  schemes  as  you  may  have  yoiu's,  I  sup- 
pose," answered  Morgan.  "  I  may  get  my  information,  and 
I  may  act  on  that  information,  and  I  may  find  that  informa- 
tion valuble  as  anybody  else  may.  A  poor  servant  may  have 
a  bit  of  luck  as  well  as  a  gentleman,  mayn't  he  ?  Don't  you 
be  putting  on  your  'aughty  looks,  sir,  and  comin'  the  aristo- 
crat over  me.  That's  all  gammon  with  me.  I'm  an  English- 
man, I  am,  and  as  good  as  you." 

"  To  what  the  devil  does  this  tend,  sir  ?  and  how  does  the 
secret  which  you  have  surprised  concern  me,  I  should  like  to 
know  ?  "  asked  Major  Pendennis,  with  great  majesty. 

"  How  does  it  concern  me,  indeed  ?  how  grand  we  are ! 
How  does  it  concern  my  nephew,  I  wonder?  How  does  it 
concern  my  nephew's  seat  in  Pai'lyment :  and  to  subornation 
of  bigamy  ?  How  does  it  concern  that  ?  What,  are  you  to 
be  the  only  man  to  have  a  secret,  and  to  trade  on  it  ? .  Why 
shouldn't  I  go  halves,  Major  Pendennis?  I've  found  it  out 
too.  Look  here !  I  ain't  goin'  to  be  unreasonable  with  you. 
Make  it  worth  my  while,  and  I'll  keep  the  thing  close.  Let 
Mr.  Arthur  take  his  seat,  and  his  rich  wife,  if  you  like ;  I 
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don't  want  to  marry  her.     But  I  will  have  my  share,  as  sure 
as  my  name's  James  Morgan.    And  if  I  don't " 

**  And  if  you  don't,  sir — what  ?  "  Pendennis  asked. 

"  If  I  don't,  I  split,  and  tell  all.  I  smash  Clavering,  and 
have  him  and  his  wife  up  for  bigamy — so  help  me,  I  will ! 
I  smash  young  Hopeful's  marriage,  and  I  show  up  you  and 
him  as  makin'  use  of  this  secret,  in  order  to  squeeze  a  seat 
in  Parlyment  out  of  Sir  Francis,  and  a  fortune  out  of  his 
wife." 

"  Mr.  Pendennis  knows  no  more  of  this  business  than  the 
babe  unborn,  sir,"  cried  the  Major,  aghast.  "  No  more  than 
Lady  Clavering,  than  Miss  Amory  does." 

"Tell  that  to  the  marines.  Major,'*  replied  the  valet; 
"that  cock  won't  fight  with  me." 

"Do  you  doubt  my  word,  you  villain?" 

"No  bad  language.  I  don't  care  one  twopence'a'p'ny 
whether  your  word's  true  or  not.  I  tell  you,  I  intend  this  to 
be  a  nice  little  annuity  to  me.  Major :  for  I  have  every  one  of 
you ;  and  I  ain't  such  a  fool  as  to  let  you  go.  I  should  say 
that  you  might  make  it  five  hundred  a  year  to  me  among  you, 
easy.  Pay  me  down  the  first  quarter  now,  and  I'm  as  mum 
as  a  mouse.  Just  give  me  a  note  for  one-twenty-five.  There's 
your  cheque-book  on  your  desk." 

"And  there's  this  too,  you  villain,"  cried  the  old  gentle- 
man. In  the  desk  to  which  the  valet  pointed  was  a  little 
double-barrelled  pistol,  which  had  belonged  to  Pendennis's  old 
patron,  the  Indian  commander-in-chief,  and  which  had  accom- 
panied him  in  many  a  campaign.  "One  more  word,  yon 
scoundrel,  and  I'll  shoot  you,  like  a  mad  dog.  Stop— by  Jove, 
I'll  do  it  now.  You'll  assault  me,  will  you?  You'll  strike 
at  an  old  man,  will  you,  you  lying  coward?  Kneel  down 
and  say  your  prayers,  sir,  for  by  the  Lord  you  shall  die." 

The  Major's  face  glared  with  rage  at  his  adversary,  who 
looked  terrified  before  him  for  a  moment,  and  at  the  next, 
with  a  shriek  of  " Murder!"  sprang  towards  the  open  window, 
under  which  a  policeman  happened  to  be  on  his  beat.  "  Mur- 
der !     Police  !  "  bellowed  Mr.  Morgan. 

To  his  surprise,  Major  Pendennis  wheeled  away  the  table 
and  walked  to  the  other  window,  which  was  also  open.    He 
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beckoned  the  policeman.  "  Come  up  here,  policeman,"  he 
said,  and  then  went  and  placed  himself  against  the  door. 

"  You  miserable  sneak,"  he  said  to  Morgan ;  "  the  pistol 
hasn*t  been  loaded  these  fifteen  years,  as  you  would  have 
known  very  well,  if  you  had  not  been  such  a  coward.  That 
policeman  is  coming,  and  I  will  have  him  up,  and  have  your 
trunks  searched;  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  you  are  a 
thief,  sir.     I  know  you  are.     I'll  swear  to  the  things." 

"  You  gave  'em  to  me — you  gave  'em  to  me ! "  cried 
Morgan. 

The  Major  laughed.  "  We'll  see,"  he  said ;  and  the  guilty 
valet  remembered  some  fine  lawn-fronted  shirts— a  certain 
gold-headed  cane — an  opera-glass,  which  he  had  forgotten  to 
bring  down,  and  of  which  he  had  assumed  the  use  along  with 
certain  articles  of  his  master's  clothes,  which  the  old  dandy 
neither  wore  nor  asked  for. 

Policeman  X  entered,  followed  by  the  scared  Mrs.  Brix- 
ham  and  her  maid-of-all-work,  who  had  been  at  the  door  and 
found  some  difficulty  in  closing  it  against  the  street  amateurs, 
who  wished  to  see  the  row.  The  Major  began  instantly  to 
speak. 

"I  have  had  occasion  to  discharge  this  drunken  scoun- 
drel," he  said.  "Both  last  night  and  this  morning  he  in- 
sulted and  assaulted  me.  I  am  an  old  man  and  took  up  a 
pistol.  You  see  it  is  not  loaded,  and  this  coward  cried  out 
before  he  was  hurt.  I  am  glad  you  are  come.  I  was  charg- 
ing him  with  taking  my  property,  and  desired  to  examine  his 
trunks  and  his  room." 

"  The  velvet  cloak  you  ain't  worn  these  three  years,  nor  the 
weskits,  and  I  thought  I  might  take  the  shirts,  and  I — I  take 
my  hoath  I  intended  to  put  back  the  hopera-glass,"  roared 
Morgan,  writhing  with  rage  and  terror. 

"  The  man  acknowledges  that  he  is  a  thief,"  the  Major 
said,  calmly.  "  He  has  been  in  my  service  for  years,  and  I 
have  treated  him  with  every  kindness  and  confidence.  We 
will  go  up  stairs  and  examine  his  trunks." 

In  those  trunks  Mr.  Morgan  had  things  which  he  would 
fain  keep  from  public  eyes.  Mr.  Morgan,  the  bill-discounter, 
gave  goods  as  well  as  money  to  his  customers.    He  provided 
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in  that  dem'd  great  leather  pocket-book,  don't  you  ?     You'll 
burn  Mrs.  Brixham's  bill  ?  " 

"  Sir,  I  ain't  a-goin'  to  part  with  my  property,"  growled 
the  man. 

"  You  lent  her  sixty  pounds  five  years  ago.  She  and  that 
poor  devil  of  an  insurance  clerk,  her  son,  have  paid  you  fifty 
pounds  a  year  ever  since ;  and  you  have  got  a  bill  of  sale  of 
her  furniture,  and  her  note  of  hand  for  a  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds.  She  told  me  so  last  night.  By  Jove,  sir,  you've  bled 
that  poor  woman  enough." 

**  I  won't  give  it  up,"  said  Morgan.     "  If  I  do  I'm " 

"  PoUceman  !  "  cried  the  Major. 

"You  shall  have  the  bill,"  said  Morgan.  "You're  not 
going  to  take  money  of  me,  and  you  a  gentleman  ?  " 

"  I  shall  want  you  directly,"  said  the  Major  to  X,  who 
here  entered,  and  who  again  withdrew. 

**  No,  my  good  sir,"  the  old  gentleman  continued ;  "  I  have 
not  any  desire  to  have  further  pecuniary  transactions  with 
you ;  but  we  will  draw  out  a  little  paper,  which  you  will  have 
the  kindness  to  sign.  No,  stop! — you  shall  write  it:  you 
have  improved  immensely  in  writing  of  late,  and  have  now 
a  very  good  hand.  You  shall  sit  down  and  write,  if  you 
please — there,  at  that  table — so — let  me  see — we  may  as  well 
have  the  date.  Write  'Bury  Street,  St.  James's,  October  21, 
18—.' " 

And  Morgan  wrote  as  he  was  instructed,  and  as  the  piti- 
less old  Major  continued : — 

"  I,  James  Morgan,  having  come  in  extreme  poverty  into 
the  service  of  Arthur  Pendennis,  Esquire,  of  Bury  Street,  St. 
James's,  a  Major  in  Her  Majesty's  service,  acknowledge  that 
I  received  Uberal  wages  and  board  wages  from  my  employer, 
during  fifteen  years.— You  can't  object  to  that,  I'm  sure," 
said  the  Major. 

"  During  fifteen  years,"  wrote  Morgan. 

"In  which  time,  by  my  own  care  and  prudence,"  the 
dictator  resumed,  "  I  have  managed  to  amass  sufficient  money 
to  purchase  the  house  in  which  my  master  resides,  and  be- 
sides to  effect  other  savings.  Amongst  other  persons  from 
whom  I  have  had  money,  I  may  mention  my  present  tenant. 
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Mrs.  Brixliam,  who,  in  consideration  of  sixty  p^ontis  advanced 
by  me  five  years  since,  has  paid  back  to  me  the  ^nm  of  two 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  sterling,  besides  giving  me  a  note  of 
hand  for  one  hundred  and  twenty  pounds,  which  I  restore  to 
her  at  the  desire  of  my  late  master,  Major  Arthur  Pendennis, 
and  therewith  free  her  furnitm-e,  of  which  I  had  a  bill  of  sale. 
— Have  j'ou  written  ? ' 

''  I  think  if  this  pistol  was  loaded,  I'd  blow  your  brains 
out,"  said  Morgan. 

**  Xo,  you  wouldn't.  You  have  too  great  a  respect  for  your 
valuable  life,  my  gooil  man,"  the  Major  answered.  "  Let  us 
go  on  and  begin  a  new  sentence." 

**  And  having,  in  return  for  my  master's  kindness,  stolen 
his  property  from  him,  which  I  acknowledge  to  be  now  up- 
stairs in  my  trunks :  and  having  uttered  falsehoods  regarding 
his  and  other  honourable  families,  I  do  hereby,  in  consider- 
ation of  his  clemency  to  me,  express  my  regret  for  uttering 
these  falsehoods,  and  for  stealing  his  property;  and  declare 
that  I  am  not  worthy  of  belief,  and  that  I  hope — yes,  be- 
gad— that  I  hope  to  amend  for  the  futinre.  Signed,  James 
Morgan." 

**  I'm  d d  if  I  sign  it,"  said  Morgan. 

*'  My  giW  man,  it  will  happen  to  you,  whether  you  sign 
or  no,  Wgad,"  s;iid  the  old  follow,  chuckUug  at  his  own  wit. 
"  There,  I  shall  not  use  this,  you  understand,  unless — unless 
I  am  compelK'd  to  do  so.  Mrs.  Brixham,  and  our  friend  the 
lK>liconian,  will  witness  it,  I  dare  say,  without  reading  it:  and 
I  will  give  the  old  lady  back  her  note  of  hand,  and  say,  which 
you  will  confirm,  that  she  and  you  are  quits.  I  see  there  is 
Frosch  come  back  with  the  cab  for  my  trunks ;  I  shall  go  to 
an  hotel. — You  may  come  in  now,  policeman ;  Mr.  Morgan 
and  I  have  arrangeil  our  little  dispute.  If  Mrs.  Brixham  will 
si;:n  this  paper,  and  you.  iH>liceman,  will  do  so,  I  shall  be  very 
mueh  obli^od  to  you  both.  Mrs.  BrLxham,  you  and  your 
worthy  landlord,  Mr.  Morgan,  are  quits.  I  wish  you  joy  of 
him.     Lot  Froseh  come  and  pack  the  rest  of  the  things." 

Frosoh,  aitlod  by  the  Slavi-y,  under  the  calm  superintend- 
ence of  Mr.  Morgan,  oarriid  Major  Pendennis's  boxes  to  the 
cab  in  waiting :  and  Mrs.  Brixham.  when  her  persecutor  was 
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not  by,  came  and  asked  a  Heaven's  blessing  upon  the  Major, 
her  preserver,  and  the  best  and  quietest  and  kindest  of 
lodgers.  And  having  given  her  a  finger  to  shake,  which  the 
humble  lady  received  with  a  curtsey,  and  over  which  she  was 
ready  to  make  a  speech  full  of  tears,  the  Major  cut  short  that 
valedictory  oration,  and  walked  out  of  the  house  to  the  hotel 
in  Jermyn  Street,  which  was  not  many  steps  from  Morgan's 
door. 

That  individual,  looking  forth  from  the  parlour-window, 
<lischarged  anything  but  blessings  at  his  parting  guest;  but 
the  stout  old  boy  could  afford  not  to  be  frightened  at  Mr. 
Morgan,  and  flung  him  a  look  of  great  contempt  and  humour 
as  he  strutted  away  with  his  cane. 

Major  Pendennis  had  not  quitted  his  house  of  Bury  Street 
many  hours,  and  Mr.  Morgan  was  enjoying  his  otium  in  a 
dignified  manner,  surveying  the  evening  fog,  and  smoking  a 
cigar,  on  the  doorsteps,  when  Arthur  Pendennis,  Esquire,  the 
hero  of  this  history,  made  his  appearance  at  the  well-known 
door. 

"My  uncle  out,  I  suppose,  Morgan?"  he  said  to  the 
functionary ;  knowing  full  well  that  to  smoke  was  treason,  in 
the  presence  of  the  Major. 

**  Major  Pendennis  iz  hout,  sir,"  said  Morgan,  with  gravity, 
bowing,  but  not  touching  the  elegant  cap  which  he  wore. 
"  Major  Pendennis  have  left  this  'ouse  to-day,  sir,  and  I  have 
no  longer  the  honour  of  being  in  his  service,  sir." 

"  Indeed,  and  where  is  he  ?  " 

**  I  believe  he  'ave  taken  tempor'y  lodgings  at  Cox's  'otel, 
in  Jummin  Street,"  said  Mr.  Morgan;  and  added,  after  a 
pause,  "  Are  you  in  town  for  some  time,  pray,  sir  ?  Are  you 
in  Chambers  ?  I  should  like  to  have  the  honour  of  waiting 
on  you  there :  and  would  be  thankful  if  you  would  favour  me 
with  a  quarter  of  an  hour." 

"  Do  you  want  my  uncle  to  take  you  back  ?  "  asked  Arthur, 
insolent  and  good-natured. 

"  I  want  no  such  thing ;  I'd  see  him "  the  man  glared 

at  him  for  a  minute,  but  he  stopped.  "  No,  sir,  thank  you," 
he  said  in  a  softer  voice  ;  "  it's  only  with  you  that  I  wish  to 
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speak,  on  some  business  which  concerns  you;  and  perhaps 
you  would  favour  me  by  walking  into  my  house  ?  " 

"  If  it  is  but  for  a  minute  or  two,  I  will  Usten  to  you, 
Morgan,"  said  Arthur;  and  thought  to  himself,  *^I  suppose 
the  fellow  wants  me  to  patronise  him ;  *'  and  he  entered  the 
house.  A  card  was  already  in  the  front  windows,  proclaiming 
that  apartments  were  to  be  let,  and  having  introduced  Mr. 
Pendennis  into  the  dining-room,  and  offered  him  a  chair,  Mr. 
Morgan  took  one  himself,  and  proceeded  to  convey  some 
information  to  him,  of  which  the  reader  has  already  bad 
cognizance. 
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CHAPTER  XXSI. 

.  IK  WHICH   FENDEMNI8    COCNTS    HIS   EOGS. 

UB  friend  had  arrived  in  London 
on  that  day  only,  though  but 
for  a  brief  visit,  and  having 
left  some  fello^r-travellers  at 
an  hotel  to  which  he  had  con- 
voyed them  from  the  West, 
he  haetened  to  the  Chambers 
in  Lamb  Couri;,  which  were 
banking  in  as  much  sun  as 
chose  to  visit  that  dreary 
hut  not  altogether  comfortless 
building.  Freedom  Btands  in 
lieu  of  sunshine  in  Chamliers; 
and  Templars  grumble,  but 
take  their  ease  in  tlieir  Inn. 
Pen's  domestic  announced  to 
him  that  Warrington  was  in 
Chambers  too,  and,  of  course, 
_^_  Arthur  ran  up  to  his  friend's 

room  straightway,  and  found 
it,  as  of  old,  perfumed  with  the  pipe,  and  George  once  more 
at  work  at  his  newspapers  and  reviews.  The  pair  greeted 
each  other  witli  the  rough  cordiality  which  young  Enghshmen 
use  one  to  another :  and  which  carries  a  great  deal  of  warmth 
and  kindness  under  its  rude  exterior.  Warrington  smiled  and 
took  his  pipe  out  of  liis  mouth,  and  said,  "  Well,  young  one ! " 
Pen  advanced,  and  held  out  his  hand,  and  said,  "How  are 
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you,  old  boy?"  And  so  this  greeting  passed  between  two 
friends  who  had  not  seen  each  other  for  months.  Alphonse 
and  Frederic  would  have  rushed  into  each  other's  arms  and 
shrieketl  "  Ce  bon  cneurf  ce  cher  Alphonse  !''  over  each  other's 
shoulders.  Max  and  Wilhelm  would  have  bestowed  half-a- 
dozen  kisses,  scented  with  Havannah,  upon  each  other's  mus- 
tachios.  "  Well,  young  one !  *'  **  How  are  you,  old  boy  ?  *'  is 
what  two  Britons  say :  after  saving  each  other's  lives,  pos- 
sibly, the  day  before.  To-morrow  they  will  leave  off  shaking 
hands,  and  only  wag  their  heads  at  one  another  as  they  come 
to  breakfast.  Each  has  for  the  other  the  very  warmest  con 
fidence  and  regard;  each  would  share  his  purse  with  the 
other:  and  hearing  him  attacked,  would  break  out  in  the 
loudest  and  most  enthusiastic  praise  of  his  friend ;  but  they 
part  with  a  mere  Good-bye,  they  meet  with  a  mere  How-d'you- 
do?  and  they  don't  write  to  each  other  in  the  interval. 
Curious  modesty,  strange  stoical  decorum  of  English  friend- 
ship !  **  Yes,  we  are  not  demonstrative  like  those  confounded 
foreigners,"  says  Hardman;  who  not  only  shows  no  friend- 
ship, but  never  felt  any  all  his  life  long. 

"Been  in  Switzerland?"  says  Pen.  "Yes,"  says  War- 
rington. "  Couldn't  find  a  bit  of  tobacco  fit  to  smoke  tiU  we 
came  to  Strasburg,  where  I  got  some  caporal."  The  man's 
mmd  is  full,  very  likely,  of  the  great  sights  which  he  has  seen, 
of  the  great  emotions  witli  which  the  vast  works  of  nature 
ha\;e  inspired  it.  But  his  enthusiasm  is  too  coy  to  show  it- 
self, even  to  his  closest  friend,  and  he  veils  it  with  a  cloud  of 
tobacco.  He  will  speak  more  fully  of  confidential  evenings, 
however,  and  write  ardently  and  frankly  about  that  which  he 
is  shy  of  saying.  The  thoughts  and  experience  of  his  travel 
will  come  forth  in  his  writings;  as  the  learning,  which  he 
never  displays  in  talk,  enriches  his  style  with  pregnant  allu- 
sion and  brilliant  illustration,  colours  his  generous  eloquence, 
and  points  his  wit. 

The  older  gives  a  rapid  account  of  the  places  which  he  has 
visited  in  his  tour.  He  has  seen  Switzerland,  North  Italy, 
ami  the  T\to1— he  has  come  home  by  Vienna,  and  Dresden, 
and  the  Rhine.  He  speaks  about  these  places  in  a  shy  sulky 
voice,  as  if  he  had  rather  not  mention  them  at  all,  and  as  if 
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the  Bight  of  them  had  rendered  him  very  unhappy.  The 
outline  of  the  elder  man's  tour  thus  gloomily  sketched  out^ 
the  young  one  begins  to  speak.  He  has  been  in  the  country 
— very  much  bored — canvassing — uncommonly  slow — he  is 
here  for  a  day  or  two,  and  going  on  to — to  the  neighbourhood 
of  Tunbridge  Wells,  to  some  friends — that  will  be  uncommonly 
slow,  too.  How  hard  it  is  to  make  an  Englishman  acknow- 
ledge that  he  is  happy ! 

"  And  the  seat  in  Parliament,  Pen  ?  Have  you  made  it 
all  right  ?  "  asks  Warrington. 

"  All  right, — as  soon  as  Parliament  meets  and  a  new  writ 
can  be  issued,  Clavering  retires,  and  I  step  into  his  shoes," 
says  Pen. 

"And  under  which  king  does  Bezonian  speak  or  die?"^ 
asked  Warrington.  "  Do  we  come  out  as  Liberal  Conservative, 
or  as  Government  man,  or  on  our  own  hook  ?  " 

"  Hem !  There  are  no  politics  now ;  every  man's  politics, 
at  least,  are  pretty  much  the  same.  I  have  not  got  acres 
enough  to  make  me  a  Protectionist;  nor  could  I  be  one,  I 
think,  if  I  had  all  the  land  in  the  county.  I  shall  go  pretty 
much  with  Government,  and  in  advance  of  them  upon  some 
social  questions  which  I  have  been  getting  up  during  the 
variation ; — don't  grin,  you  old  Cynic,  I  have  been  getting  up 
the  Blue  Books,  and  intend  to  come  out  rather  strong  on  the 
Sanitary  and  Colonisation  questions." 

**We  reserve  to  ourselves  the  liberty  of  voting  against 
Government,  though  we  are  generally  friendly.  We  are, 
however,  friends  of  the  people  avant  tout.  We  give  lectures  at 
the  Clavering  Institute,  and  shake  hands  with  the  intelligent 
mechanics.  We  think  the  franchise  ought  to  be  very  con- 
siderably enlarged;  at  the  same  time  we  are  free  to  accept 
office  some  day,  when  the  House  has  listened  to  a  few  crack 
speeches  from  us,  and  the  Administration  perceives  om- 
merit." 

**  I  am  not  Moses,"  said  Pen,  with,  as  usual,  somewhat  of 
melancholy  in  his  voice.  "I  have  no  laws  from  Heaven  to 
bring  down  to  the  people  from  the  mountain.  I  don't  belong 
to  the  mountain  at  all,  or  set  up  to  be  a  leader  and  reformer 
of  mankind.    My  faith  is  not  strong  enough  for  that ;  nor  my 
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vanity,  nor  my  hypocrisy,  great  enough.  I  will  tell  no  lies, 
George,  that  I  promise  3'ou ;  and  do  no  more  than  coincide  in 
those  which  are  necessary  and  pass  current,  and  can't  be  got 
in  without  recalling  the  whole  circulation.  Give  a  man  at 
least  the  advantage  of  his  sceptical  turn.  If  I  find  a  good 
thing  to  say  in  the  House,  I  will  say  it ;  a  good  measure,  I 
will  support  it ;  a  fair  place,  I  will  t^e  it,  and  be  glad  of  my 
luck.  But  I  would  no  more  flatter  a  great  man  than  a  mob ; 
and  now  you  know  as  much  about  my  politics  as  I  do.  What 
call  have  I  to  be  a  Whig  ?  WTiiggism  is  not  a  divine  institu- 
tion. Why  not  vote  with  the  Liberal  Conservatives  ?  They 
have  done  for  the  nation  what  the  Whigs  would  never  have 
done  without  them.  WTio  converted  both  ? — the  Radicals  and 
the  country  outside.  I  think  the  Morning  Post  is  often  right, 
and  Punch  is  often  wrong.  I  don't  profess  a  call,  but  take 
advantage  of  a  chance.     Parlous  d- autre  chose.*' 

"  The  next  thing  at  your  heart,  after  ambition,  is  love,  I 
suppose  ?  "  Warrington  said.  "  How  have  our  young  loves 
prospered  ?  Are  we  going  to  change  our  condition,  and  give 
up  our  Chambers  ?  Are  you  going  to  divorce  me,  Arthur,  and 
take  unto  yourself  a  wife  ?  " 

"  I  8upi)ose  so.  She  is  very  good-natured  and  lively.  She 
sings,  and  slie  don't  mind  smoking.  She'll  have  a  fair  for- 
tune— I  don't  know  how  much — but  my  uncle  augm-s  every- 
thing fi'om  the  Begum's  generosity,  and  says  that  she  wiD 
come  down  very  handsomely.  And  I  tliink  Blanche  is  dev'lish 
fond  of  me,"  said  Arthur,  with  a  sigh. 

"  That  means  that  we  accept  her  caresses  and  her  money." 

** Haven't  we  said  before,  that  life  was  a  transaction?" 
Pendennis  said.  **  I  don't  pretend  to  break  my  heart  about 
her.  I  have  told  her  pretty  fairly  what  my  feelings  are— 
and — and  have  engaged  myself  to  her.  And  since  I  saw  her 
last,  and  for  the  last  two  months  especially,  whilst  I  have 
been  in  the  country,  I  think  she  has  been  growing  fonder  and 
fonder  of  me ;  and  her  letters  to  me,  and  especially  to  Laura, 
seem  to  show  it.  Mine  have  been  simple  enough— no  raptures 
nor  vows,  you  understand— but  looking  upon  the  thing  as  an 
affairr  faitr ;  and  not  desirous  to  hasten  or  defer  the  comple- 
tion." * 
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"  And  Laura  ?  how  is  she  ?  "  Warrmgton  asked  frankly. 

"  Laura,  George,"  said  Pen,  looking  his  friend  hard  in  the 
face — **by  Heaven,  Laura  is  the  best,  and  noblest,  and  dear- 
est girl  the  sun  ever  shone  upon."  His  own  voice  fell  as  he 
spoke :  it  seemed  as  if  he  could  hardly  utter  the  words :  he 
stretched  out  his  hand  to  his  comrade,  who  took  it  and  nodded 
his  head. 

"  Have  you  only  found  out  that  now,  young  un  ?  "  War- 
rington said,  after  a  pause. 

"Who  has  not  learned  things  too  late,  George?"  cried 
Arthur,  in  his  impetuous  way,  gathering  words  and  emotion 
as  he  went  on.  "  Whose  life  is  not  a  disappointment  ?  Who 
carries  his  heart  entire  to  the  grave  without  a  mutilation  ?  I 
never  knew  anybody  who  was  happy  quite :  or  who  has  not 
had  to  ransom  himself  out  of  the  hands  of  Fate  with  the  pay- 
ment of  some  dearest  treasure  or  other.  Lucky  if  we  are  left 
alone  afterwards,  when  we  have  paid  our  fine,  and  if  the  tyrant 
visits  us  no  more.  Suppose  I  have  found  out  that  I  have  lost 
the  greatest  prize  in  the  world,  now  that  it  can't  be  mine — 
that  for  years  I  had  an  angel  under  my  tent,  and  let  her  go  ? 
— am  I  the  only  one — ah,  dear  old  boy,  am  I  the  only  one  ? 
And  do  you  think  my  lot  is  easier  to  bear  because  I  own  that 
I  deserve  it?  She's  gone  from  us.  God's  blessing  be  with 
her!  She  might  have  stayed,  and  I  lost  her;  it's  like  Undine: 
isn't  it,  George  ?  " 

"  She  was  in  this  room  once,"  said  George. 

He  saw  her  there— he  heard  the  sweet  low  voice — he  saw 
the  sweet  smile  and  eyes  shining  so  kindly — the  face  remem- 
bered so  fondly — thought  of  in  what  night-watches — blest  and 
loved  always — gone  now  !  A  glass  that  had  held  a  nosegay — 
a  bible  with  Helen's  handwriting — were  all  that  were  left  him 
of  that  brief  flower  of  his  life.  Say  it  is  a  dream :  say  it 
passes:  better  the  recollection  of  a  dream  than  an  aimless 
waking  from  a  blank  stupor. 

The  two  friends  sate  in  silence  awhile,  each  occupied  with 
his  own  thoughts  and  aware  of  the  other's.  Pen  broke  it 
presently,  by  saying  that  he  must  go  and  seek  for  his  uncle, 
and  report  progress  to  the  old  gentleman.  The  Major  had 
written  in  a  very  bad  humour;  the  Major  was  getting  old» 
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rascal  than  he  was  durmg  your  undergraduateship.  But  the 
king  of  the  place  was  the  famous  Colonel  Altamont,  who  was 
carrying  all  before  him,  giving  fetes  to  the  whole  society,  and 
breaking  the  bank,  it  was  said." 

"  My  uncle  knows  something  about  that  fellow — Clavering 
knows  something  about  him.  There's  something  louche  re- 
garding him.  But  come !  I  must  go  to  Bury  Street,  like  a 
dutiful  nephew."    And  taking  his  hat.  Pen  prepared  to  go. 

"  I  will  walk,  too,"  said  Warrington.  And  they  descended 
the  stairs,  stopping,  however,  at  Pen's  chambers,  which,  as 
the  reader  has  been  informed,  were  now  on  the  lower  story. 

Here  Pen  began  sprinkling  himself  with  eau-de-Cologne, 
and  carefuUy  scenting  his  hair  and  whiskers  with  that  odori- 
ferous water. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  You've  not  been  smoking.  Is  it 
my  pipe  that  has  poisoned  you  ?  "  growled  Warrington. 

"  I  am  going  to  call  upon  some  women,"  said  Pen.  "  I'm 
— I'm  going  to  dine  with  'em.  They  are  passing  through 
town,  and  are  at  an  hotel  in  Jermyn  Street." 

Warrington  looked  with  good-natured  interest  at  the 
young  fellow  dandifying  himself  up  to  a  pitch  of  complete- 
ness ;  and  appearing  at  length  in  a  gorgeous  shirt-front  and 
neckcloth,  fresh  gloves,  and  glistening  boots.  George  had  a 
pair  of  thick  highlows,  and  his  old  shirt  was  torn  about  the 
breast,  and  ragged  at  the  collar,  where  his  blue  beard  had 
worn  it. 

"  Well,  yoimg  un,"  said  he,  simply,  **  I  like  you  to  be  a 
buck,  somehow.  When  I  walk  about  with  you,  it  is  as  if  I 
had  a  rose  in  my  button-hole.  And  you  are  still  affable.  I 
don't  think  there  is  any  young  fellow  in  the  Temple  turns  out 
like  you ;  and  I  don't  believe  you  were  ever  ashamed  of  walk- 
ing with  me  yet." 

"  Don't  laugh  at  me,  George,"  said  Pen. 

"  I  say.  Pen,"  continued  the  other,  sadly,  "  if  you  write — 
if  you  write  to  Laura,  I  wish  you  would  say  *  God  bless  her ' 
from  me." 

Pen  blushed;  and  then  looked  at  Warrington;  and  then — 
and  then  burst  into  an  uncontrollable  fit  of  laughing. 

"  I'm  going  to  dine  with  her,"  he  said.  "  I  brought  her 
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and  Lady  Bockminster  up  from  the  country  to-day — made 
two  days  of  it — slept  last  night  at  Bath — I  say,  George,  come 
and  dine  too.  I  may  ask  any  one  I  please,  and  the  old  lady 
is  constantly  talking  about  you." 

George  refused.  George  had  an  article  to  write.  George 
hesitated;  and  oh,  strange  to  say!  at  last  he  agreed  to  go. 
It  was  agreed  that  they  should  go  and  call  upon  the  ladies ; 
and  they  marched  away  in  high  spirits  to  the  hotel  in  Jermyii 
Street.  Once  more  the  dear  face  shone  upon  him  ;  once  more 
the  sweet  voice  spoke  to  him,  and  the  tender  hand  pressed  a 
welcome. 

There  still  wanted  half  an  hour  to  dinner.  "  You  will  go 
and  see  your  uncle,  now,  Mr.  Pendennis,"  old  Lady  Bockmin- 
ster said.  "  You  wiU  not  bring  him  to  dinn^ — no — his  old 
stories  are  intolerable;  and  I  want  to  talk  to  Mr.  Warrington ; 
I  dare  say  he  wiU  amuse  us.  I  think  we  have  heard  all  your 
stories.  We  have  been  together  for  two  whole  days,  and  I 
think  we  are  getting  tired  of  each  other." 

So,  obeying  her  Ladyship's  orders,  Arthur  went  down  stairs 
and  walked  to  his  uncle's  lodgings. 
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CHAPTER  XXXn. 

FUT   JUSTITIA. 

HE  dinner  was  served  when 
Arthur  returned,  and  Lady 
Eockminster  began  to  scold 
him  for  arriving  late.  But 
Laora,  looking  at  her  cousin, 
saw  that  his  face  was  so  pale 
and  scared  that  she  interrupted 
her  imperious  patroness ;  and 
asked,  with  tender  alarm,  what 
had  happened  ?  Was  Arthur 
ill? 

Arthur  drank  a  large  bum- 
per of  sherry.  "  I  have  heard 
the  most  extraordinary  news ; 
I  will  tell  you  afterwards,"  he  said,  looking  at  the  ser- 
vants. He  was  very  nervous  and  agitated  during  the  dinner. 
"Don't  tramp  and  beat  so  with  your  feet  under  the  table," 
Lady  Eockminster  said.  "You  have  trodden  on  Fido  and 
upset  his  saucer.  You  see  Mr.  Warrington  keeps  his  boots 
quiet." 

At  the  dessert — it  seemed  as  if  the  unlucky  dinner  would 
never  be  over — Lady  Eockminster  said,  "  This  dinner  baa 
been  exceedingly  stupid.  I  suppose  something  has  happened, 
and  that  you  want  to  speak  to  Laura.  I  will  go  and  have  my 
nap.  I  am  not  sure  that  I  shall  have  any  tea — no.  Good- 
night, Mr.  Warrington,  You  most  come  again,  and  when 
there  is  no  business  to  talk  about."    And  the  old  lady, 
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tossing  up  her  head,  walked  away  from  the  room  with  great 
dignity. 

George  and  the  others  had  risen  with  her,  and  Warrington 
was  about  to  go  away,  and  was  saying  "Good-night"  to 
Laura,  who,  of  com-se,  was  looking  much  alarmed  about  her 
cousin,  when  Arthur  said,  "  Pray  stay,  George.  You  should 
hear  my  news  too,  and  give  me  your  counsel  in  this  case.  I 
hardly  know  how  to  act  in  it." 

**  It's  something  about  Blanche,  Arthur,"  said  Laura,  her 
heart  beating,  and  her  cheek  blushing,  as  she  thought  it  had 
never  blushed  in  her  life. 

"Yes — and  the  most  extraordinary  story,"  said  Pen. 
"  "WTien  I  left  you  to  go  to  my  uncle's  lodgings,  I  found  his 
servant,  Morgan,  who  has  been  with  him  so  long,  at  the  door, 
and  he  said  that  he  and  his  master  had  parted  that  morning ; 
that  my  uncle  had  quitted  the  house,  and  had  gone  to  an 
hotel — this  hotel.  I  asked  for  him  when  I  came  in ;  but  he 
was  gone  out  to  dinner.  Morgan  then  said  that  he  had  some- 
thing of  a  most  important  nature  to  communicate  to  me,  and 
begged  me  to  step  into  the  house;  his  house  it  is  now.  It 
appears  the  scoundrel  has  saved  a  great  deal  of  money  whilst 
in  my  uncle's  service,  and  is  now  a  capitalist  and  a  million- 
aire, for  what  I  know.  Well,  I  went  into  the  house,  and  what 
do  you  think  he  told  me  ?  This  must  be  a  secret  between  us 
all — at  least  if  we  can  keep  it,  now  that  it  is  in  ix)ssession  of 
that  villain.  Blanche's  father  is  not  dead.  He  has  come  to 
life  again.  The  man-iage  between  Clavering  and  the  Begum 
is  no  marriage." 

"And  Blanche,  I  suppose,  is  her  grandfather's  heir?"  said 
Warrington. 

"  Perhaps :  but  the  child  of  what  a  father !  Amory  is  an 
escaped  convict — Clavering  knows  it;  my  uncle  knows  it— 
and  it  was  with  this  piece  of  information  held  over  Clavering 
in  terrorcm  that  the  wretched  old  man  got  him  to  give  up  his 
borough  to  me." 

"Blanche  doesn't  know  it,"  said  Laura,  "nor  poor  Lady 
Clavering  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Pen;  "Blanche  does  not  even  know  the  history 
of  her  father.     She  knew  that  he  and  her  mother  had  sepa- 
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rated,  and  had  heard  as  a  child,  from  Bonner,  her  nurse,  that 
Mr.  Amory  was  drowned  in  New  South  Wales.  He  was  there 
as  a  convict,  not  as  a  ship's  captain,  as  the  poor  girl  thought. 
Lady  Clavering  has  told  me  that  they  were  not  happy,  and 
that  her  husband  was  a  bad  character.  She  would  tell  me 
all,  she  said,  some  day :  and  I  remember  her  saying  to  me, 
with  tears  in  her  eyes,  that  it  was  hard  for  a  woman  to  be 
forced  to  own  that  she  was  glad  to  hear  her  husband  was 
dead :  and  that  twice  in  her  life  she  should  have  chosen  so 
badly.  What  is  to  be  done  now  ?  The  man  can't  show  and 
claim  his  wife :  death  is  probably  over  him  if  he  discovers 
himself:  return  to  transportation  certainly.  But  the  rascal 
has  held  the  threat  of  discovery  over  Clavering  for  some  time 
past,  and  has  extorted  money  from  him  time  after  time." 

"  It  is  our  friend  Colonel  Altamont,  of  course,"  said  War- 
rington :  "  I  see  all  now." 

**  If  the  rascal  comes  back,"  continued  Arthur,  "  Morgan, 
who  knows  his  secret,  will  use  it  over  him — and  having  it  in 
his  possession,  proposes  to  extort  money  fi-om  us  all.     The 

d d  rascal  supposed  I  was  cognisant  of  it,"  said  Pen,  white 

with  anger ;  **  asked  me  if  I  would  give  him  an  annuity  to 
keep  it  quiet ;  threatened  me,  vie,  as  if  I  was  trafficking 
with  this  wretched  old  Begum's  misfortune ;  and  would  extort 
a  seat  in  Parliament  out  of  that  miserable  Clavering.  Good 
heavens !  was  my  uncle  mad,  to  tamper  in  such  a  conspiracy? 
Fancy  our  mother's  son,  Laura,  trading  on  such  a  treason !  " 
**I  can't  fancy  it,  dear  Arthur,"  said  Laura;  seizing 
Arthur's  hand,  and  kissing  it. 

"  No !  "  broke  out  Warrington's  deep  voice,  with  a  tremor ; 
he  surveyed  the  two  generous  and  loving  young  people  with  a 
pang  of  indescribable  love  and  pain.  **  No.  Our  boy  can't 
meddle  with  such  a  wretched  intrigue  as  that.  Arthur  Pen- 
dennis  can't  marry  a  convict's  daughter;  and  sit  in  Parlia- 
ment as  Member  for  the  hulks.  You  must  wash  your  hands 
of  the  whole  aflfaii*.  Pen.*  You  must  break  oflf.  You  must 
give  no  explanations  of  why  and  wherefore,  but  state  that 
family  reasons  render  a  match  impossible.  It  is  better  that 
those  poor  women  should  fancy  you  false  to  your  word  than 
that  they  should  know  the  truth.     Besides,  you  can  get  from 
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that  dog  Clavering — I  can  fetch  that  for  you  easily  enough — 
OD  acknowledgment  that  the  reasons  which  you  have  given  to 
hixn  as  the  head  of  the  family  are  amply  sufficient  for  break- 
ing off  the  union.  Don't  you  think  with  me,  Laura  ?  "  He 
scarcely  dared  to  look  her  in  the  face  as  he  spoke.  Any 
lingering  hope  that  he  might  have— any  feeble  hold  that  he 
might  feel  upon  the  last  spar  of  his  wrecked  fortune,  he  knew 
he  was  casting  away;  and  he  let  the  wave  of  his  calamity 
close  over  him.  Fen  had  started  up  whilst  he  was  speaking, 
looking  eagerly  at  him.  He  turned  his  head  away.  He  saw 
Laura  rise  up  also  and  go  to  Pen,  and  once  more  take  his 
hand  and  kiss  it.  "  She  thinks  so  too — God  bless  her ! "  said 
George. 

"  Her  father's  shame  is  not  Blanche's  fault,  dear  Arthur, 
is  it?"  Laura  said,  very  pale,  and  speaking  very  quickly. 
"Suppose  you  had  been  married,  would  you  desert  her  be- 
cause she  had  done  no  wrong  ?  Are  you  not  pledged  to  her  ? 
Would  you  leave  her  because  she  is  in  misfortune  ?  And  if  she 
is  unhappy,  wouldn't  you  console  her?  Our  mother  would,  had 
she  been  here."  And,  as  she  spoke,  the  kind  girl  folded  her 
arms  round  him,  and  buried  her  face  upon  his  heart. 

"Our  mother  is  an  angel  with  God,"  Pen  sobbed  out. 
"And  you  are  the  dearest  and  best  of  women — the  dearest, 
the  dearest,  and  the  best.  Teach  me  my  duty.  Pray  for  me 
that  I  may  do  it — pure  heart.  God  bless  you — God  bless  you, 
my  sister." 

"  Amen,"  groaned  out  Warrington,  with  his  head  in  his 
hands.  "  She  is  right,"  he  murmured  to  himself.  "  She 
can't  do  any  wrong,  I  think — that  girl."  Indeed,  she  looked 
and  smiled  like  an  angel.  Many  a  day  after,  he  saw  that 
smile — saw  her  radiant  face  as  she  looked  up  at  Pen — saw 
her  putting  back  her  curls,  blushing  and  smiling,  and  still 
lookmg  fondly  towards  him. 

She  leaned  for  a  moment  her  little  fair  hand  on  the  table, 
playing  on  it.  "  And  now,  and  now,"  she  said,  looking  at  the 
two  gentlemen 

"  And  what  now  ?  "  asked  George. 

"  And  now  we  will  have  some  tea,"  said  Miss  Laura,  with 
her  smile. 
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But  before  this  unromantic  conclusion  to  a  rather  senti- 
mental scene  could  be  suffered  to  take  place,  a  servant  brought 
word  that  Major  Pendennis  had  returned  to  the  hotel,  and 
was  waiting  to  see  his  nephew.     Upon  this  announcement, 
Laura,  not  without  some  alarm,  and  an  appealing  look  at 
Pen,  which  said,  "  Behave  yourself  well — hold  to  the  right, 
and  do  your  duty — be  gentle,  but  firm  with  your  uncle" — 
Laura,  we  say,  with  these  warnings  \\Titten  in  her  face,  took 
leave  of  the  two  gentlemen,  and  retreated  to  her  dormitory. 
Warrington,  who  was  not  generally  fond  of  tea,  yet  grudged 
that  expected  cup  very  much.     Why  could  not  old  Pendennis 
have  come  in  an  hour  later  ?    Well,  an  hour  sooner  or  later, 
what  matter  ?    The  hour  strikes  at  last.     The  inevitable  mo- 
ment comes  to  say  Farewell.     The  hand  is  shaken,  the  door 
closed,  and  the  friend  gone ;  and,  the  brief  joy  over,  you  are 
alone     "  In  which  of  those  many  windows  of  the  hotel  does 
her  light  beam  ?  "  perhaps  he  asks  himself  as  he  passes  down 
the  street.     He  strides  away  to  the  smoking-room  of  a  neigh- 
bouring Club,  and  there  applies  himself  to  his  usual  solace  of 
a  cigar.     Men  are  brawling  and  talking  loud  about  politics, 
opera-girls,  horse-racing,  the  atrocious  tjTanny  of  the  commit- 
tee ; — bearing  this  sacred  secret  about  him,  he  enters  into  this 
brawl.     Talk  away,  each  louder  than  the  other.     Battle  and 
crack  jokes.     Laugh  and  tell  your  wild  stories.     It  is  strange 
to  take  one*s  place  and  part  in  the  midst  of  the  smoke  and 
din,  and  think  every  man  here  has  his  secret  ego  most  likely, 
which  is  sitting  lonely  and  apart,  away  in  the  private  cham- 
ber, from  the  loud  game  in  which  the  rest  of  us  is  joining ! 

Arthur,  as  he  traversed  the  passages  of  the  hotel,  felt  his 
anger  rousing  up  within  him.  He  was  indignant  to  think 
that  yonder  old  gentleman  whom  he  was  about  to  meet,  should 
have  made  him  such  a  tool  and  puppet,  and  so  compromised 
his  honour  and  good  name.  The  old  fellow's  hand  was  very 
cold  and  shaky  when  Arthur  took  it.  He  was  coughing ;  he 
was  grumbling  over  the  fire;  Frosch  could  not  bring  his 
dressing-gown  or  arrange  his  papers  as  that  d d  con- 
founded impudent  scoundrel  of  a  Morgan.  The  old  gentle- 
man bemoaned  himself,  and  cursed  Morgan's  ingratitude  with 
peevish  pathos. 
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"The  confounded  impudent  scoundrel!     He  was  drunk 
last  night,  and  challenged  me  to  fight  him,  Pen :  and  begad, 
at  one  time  I  was  so  excited  that  I  thought  I  should  have 
driven  a  knife  into  him;  and  the  infernal  rascal  has  made 
ten  thousand  pound,  I  believe — and  deserves  to  be  hanged, 
and  will  be ;  but,  curse  him !  I  wish  he  could  have  lasted  out 
my  time.    He  knew  all  my  ways,  and,  dammy,  when  I  rang 
the  bell,  the  confounded  thief  brought  the  thing  I  wanted — 
not  like  that  stupid  German  lout.     And  what  sort  of  time 
have  you  had  in  the  country?    Been  a  good  deal  with  Lady 
Eockminster?    You  can't  do  better.     She  is  one  of  the  old 
school — vieiUe  ecole,  bonne  ecoUy  hey?    Dammy,  they  don't 
make  gentlemen  and  ladies  now;   and  in  fifty  years  you'll 
hardly  know  one  man  from  another.    But  they'll  last  my 
time.     I  ain't  long  for  this  business:  I'm  getting  very  old. 
Pen,  my  boy;  and.  Gad,  I  was  thinking  to-day,  as  I  was 
packing  up  my  little  library,  there's  a  bible  amongst  the  books 
that  belonged  to  my  poor  mother ;  I  would  like  you  to  keep 
that.  Pen.     I  was  thinking,  sir,  that  you  would  most  likely 
open  the  box  when  it  was  your  property,  and  the  old  fellow 
was  laid  under  the  sod,  sir."     And  the  Major  coughed  and 
wagged  his  old  head  over  the  fire. 

His  age — his  kindness,  disarmed  Pen's  anger  somewhat, 
and  made  Arthur  feel  no  little  compunction  for  the  deed 
which  he  was  about  to  do.  He  knew  that  the  announcement 
which  he  was  about  to  make  would  destroy  the  darling  hope 
of  the  old  gentleman's  life,  and  create  in  his  breast  a  woful 
anger  and  commotion. 

"Hey— hey— I'm  off,  sir,"  nodded  the  Elder;  "but  I'd 
like  to  read  a  speech  of  yours  in  the  Times  before  I  go — *  Mr. 
Pendennis  said :  Unaccustomed  as  I  am  to  public  speaking ' 
— hey,  sir  ?  hey,  Arthur  ?  Begad,  you  look  dev'lish  well  and 
healthy,  sir.  I  always  said  my  brother  Jack  would  bring  the 
family  right.  You  must  go  down  into  the  West,  and  buy  the 
old  estate,  sir.  Nee  tenui  jyennd,  hey  ?  We'll  rise  again,  sir- 
rise  again  on  the  wing — and,  begad,  I  shouldn't  be  surprised 
that  you  will  be  a  Baronet  before  you  die." 

His  words  smote  Pen.  "  And  it  is  I,"  he  thought,  "  that 
am  going  to  fling  down  the  poor  old  fellow's  air-castle.    Well, 
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it  must  be.  Here  goes. — I — I  went  into  your  lodgings  at 
Bury  Street,  though  I  did  not  find  you,"  Pen  slowly  began — 
''  and  I  talked  with  Morgan,  uncle." 

"Indeed!"  The  old  gentleman's  cheek  began  to  flush 
involuntarily,  and  he  muttered,  "  The  cat's  out  of  the  bag 
now,  begad ! " 

"He  told  me  a  story,  sir,  which  gave  me  the  deepest 
surprise  and  pain,"  said  Pen. 

The  Major  tried  to  look  unconcerned.  "  What — that  story 
about— about  What-d'you-call-'em,  hey  ?  " 

"  About  Miss  Amory's  father — about  Lady  Clavering's  first 
husband,  and  who  he  is,  and  what." 

"  Hem — a  devilish  awkward  aflfair !  "  said  the  old  man, 
rubbing  his  nose.  "I — I've  been  aware  of  that — eh — con- 
founded circumstance  for  some  time." 

"  I  wish  I  had  known  it  sooner,  or  not  at  all,"  said  Arthur, 
gloomily. 

"He  is  all  safe,"  thought  the  Senior,  greatly  relieved. 
"  Gad !  I  should  have  liked  to  keep  it  from  you  altogether — 
and  from  those  two  poor  women,  who  are  as  innocent  as 
unborn  babes  in  the  transaction." 

"  You  are  right.  There  is  no  reason  why  the  two  women 
should  hear  it;  and  I  shall  never  tell  them — though  that 
villain,  Morgan,  perhaps  may,"  Arthur  said,  gloomily.  "He 
seems  disposed  to  trade  upon  his  secret,  and  has  already  pro- 
posed terms  of  ransom  to  me.  I  wish  I  had  known  of  the 
matter  earlier,  sir.  It  is  not  a  very  pleasant  thought  to  me 
that  I  am  engaged  to  a  con^-ict's  daughter." 

"  The  very  reason  why  I  kept  it  from  you — my  dear  boy. 
But  Miss  Amory  is  not  a  convict's  daughter,  don't  you  see  ? 
Miss  Amory  is  the  daughter  of  Lady  Clavering,  with  fifty  or 
sixty  thousand  poimds  for  a  fortune ;  and  her  father-in-law, 
^  a  Baronet  and  country  gentleman,  of  high  reputation,  ap- 
proves of  the  match,  and  gives  up  his  seat  in  Parliament  to 
his  son-in-law.    What  can  be  more  simple  ?  " 

"  Is  it  true,  sir  ?  " 

"  Begad,  yes,  it  is  true,  of  course  it's  true.  Amory's  dead. 
I  tell  you  he  x%  dead.  The  first  sign  of  life  he  shows,  he  is 
dead.    He  can't  appear.    We  have  him  at  a  dead-lock,  like 
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the  fellow  in  the  play — the  *  Critic,'  hey  ?— devilish  amusing 
play,  that  '  Critic'  Monstrous  witty  man  Sheridan ;  and  so 
was  his  son.  By  Gad,  sir,  when  I  was  at  the  Gape,  I  remem- 
ber  " 

The  old  gentleman's  garrulity,  and  wish  to  conduct  Arthur 
to  the  Cape,  perhaps  arose  from  a  desire  to  avoid  the  subject 
which  was  nearest  his  nephew's  heart ;  but  Arthur  broke  out, 
interrupting  him — "  If  you  had  told  me  this  tale  sooner,  I 
beUeve  you  would  have  spared  me  and  yourself  a  great  deal  of 
pain  and  disappointment ;  and  I  should  not  have  found  my- 
self tied  to  an  engagement  from  which  I  can't,  in  honour, 
recede." 

"  No,  begad,  we've  fixed  you — and  a  man  whose  fixed  to  a 
seat  in  ParUament,  and  a  pretty  girl,  with  a  couple  of  thou- 
sand a-year,  is  fixed  to  no  bad  thing,  let  me  tell  you,"  said 
the  old  man. 

"Great  Heaven,  sir!"  said  Arthm*;  "are  you  blind? 
Can't  you  see  ?  " 

"  See  what,  young  gentleman  ?  "  asked  the  other. 

"  See,  that  rather  than  trade  upon  this  secret  of  Amory's," 
Arthur  cried  out,  "  I  would  go  and  join  my  father-in-law  at 
the  hulks !  See,  that  rather  than  take  a  seat  in  Parliament 
as  a  bribe  from  Clavering  for  silence,  I  would  take  the  spoons 
off  the  table !  See,  that  you  have  given  me  a  felon's  daughter 
for  a  wife;  doomed  me  to  poverty  and  shame;  cursed  my 
career  when  it  might  have  been — when  it  might  have  been  so 
different  but  for  you !  Don't  you  see  that  we  have  been  play- 
ing a  guilty  game,  and  have  been  over-reached ; — that  in  offer- 
ing to  marry  this  i>oor  girl,  for  the  sake  of  her  money,  and 
the  advancement  she  would  bring,  I  was  degrading  myself, 
and  prostituting  my  honour  ?  " 

"What  in  Heaven's  name  do  you  mean,  sir?"  cried  the 
old  man. 

"  I  mean  to  say  that  there  is  a  measure  of  baseness  which 
I  can't  pass,"  Arthur  said.  "  I  have  no  other  words  for  it,  and 
am  sorry  if  they  hurt  you.  I  have  felt,  for  months  past,  that 
my  conduct  in  this  affair  has  been  wicked,  sordid,  and  worldly. 
I  am  rightly  punished  by  the  event,  and  having  sold  myself  for 
money  and  a  seat  in  Parliament,  by  losing  both." 
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"  How  do  you  mean  that  you  lose  either  ?  "  shrieked  the 
old  gentleman.  "Who  the  devil's  to  take  your  fortune  or 
your  seat  away  from  you?  By  G — ,  Clavering  shall  give 
'em  to  you.  You  shall  have  every  shilling  of  eighty  thousand 
pounds." 

"  I'll  keep  my  promise  to  Miss  Amory,  sir,"  said  Arthur. 

'*  And,  begad,  her  parents  shall  keep  theirs  to  you." 

"  Not  so,  please  God,"  Arthur  answered.  "  I  have  sinned, 
but,  Heaven  help  me,  I  will  sin  no  more.  I  will  let  Clavering 
oflf  from  that  bargain  which  was  made  without  my  knowledge. 
I  will  take  no  money  with  Blanche  but  that  which  was  origin- 
ally settled  upon  her;  and  I  will  try  to  make  her  happy. 
You  have  done  it.  You  have  brought  this  on  me,  sir.  But 
you  knew  no  better :  and  I  forgive " 

"Arthur — in  God's  name — in  your  father's,  who,  by 
Heavens,  was  the  proudest  man  alive,  and  had  the  honour  of 
the  family  always  at  heart — in  mine — for  the  sake  of  a  poor 
broken-down  old  fellow,  who  has  always  been  dev'lish  fond  of 
you — don't  fling  this  chance  away— I  pray  you,  I  beg  you,  I 
implore  you,  my  dear  dear  boy,  don't  fling  this  chance  away. 
It's  the  making  of  you.  You're  sure  to  get  on.  You'll  be  a 
Baronet ;  it's  three  thousand  a-year  :  dammy,  on  my  knees, 
there,  I  beg  of  you,  don't  do  this." 

And  the  old  man  actually  sank  down  on  his  knees,  and 
seizing  one  of  Arthur's  hands,  looked  up  piteously  at  him. 
It  was  cruel  to  remark  the  shaking  hands,  the  wrinkled  and 
quivering  face,  the  old  eyes  weeping  and  winking,  the  broken 
voice.  "Ah,  sir,"  said  Arthur,  with  a  groan,  "you  have 
brought  pain  enough  on  me,  spare  me  this.  You  have  wished 
me  to  marry  Blanche.  I  marry  her.  For  God's  sake,  sir, 
rise !  I  can't  bear  it." 

*'You — you  mean  to  say  that  you  will  take  her  as  a 
beggar,  and  be  one  yourself  ?  "  said  the  old  gentleman,  rising 
up  and  coughing  violently. 

"  I  look  at  her  as  a  person  whom  a  great  calamity  has  be- 
fallen, and  to  whom  I  am  promised.  She  cannot  help  the 
misfortune ;  and  as  she  had  my  word  when  she  was  prosper- 
ous, I  shall  not  withdraw  it  now  she  is  poor.  I  will  not  take 
Clavering's  seat,  unless  afterwards  it  should  be  given  of  his 

3  I  2 


428  PENDENAVS. 

free  will.  I  will  not  have  a  shilling  more  than  her  original 
fortune." 

'*  Have  the  kindness  to  ring  the  bell,"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man. '^I  have  done  my  best,  and  said  my  say;  and  I'm  a 
dev'lish  old  fellow.  And — and — it  don't  matter.  And — and 
Shakspeare  was  right — and  Cardinal  Wolsey — begad — *and 
had  I  but  served  my  God  as  I've  served  you' — ^yes,  on  my 
knees,  by  Jove,  to  my  own  nephew — I  mightn't  have  been 

Good-night,  sir,  you  needn't  trouble  yourself  to  call 

again." 

Arthur  took  his  hand,  which  the  old  man  left  to  him ;  it 
was  quite  passive  and  clammy.  He  looked  very  much  oldened ; 
and  it  seemed  as  if  the  contest  and  defeat  had  quite  broken 
him. 

On  the  next  day  he  kept  his  bed,  and  refused  to  see  his 
nephew. 


CHAPTER  XXXm. 

IN  WHICH  THE  DECKS  BEGIN  TO   CLEAB. 

HEN,  arrayed  in  hia 
(IreBsing  -  gown,  Pen 
walked  up,  according 
to  custom,  to  Warring- 
ton's chambers  nest 
morning,  to  inform  his 
friend  of  the  issue  of 
the  last  night's  inter- 
view with  his  uncle, 
and  to  ask,  as  usual, 
for  George's  advice  and 
opinion,  Mrs.  Flanagan, 
the  laundress,  was  the 
only  person  whom  Ar- 
thur fonnd  in  the  dear 
old  chambers.  George 
had  taken  a  carpet-bag,  and  was  gone.  His  address  was  to 
bis  brother's  house  in  Suffolk.  Packages,  addressed  to  the 
newspaper  and  review  for  which  he  wrote,  lay  on  the  table, 
awaiting  delivery. 

"  I  found  him  at  the  table  when  I  came,  the  dear  gentle- 
man ! "  Mrs.  FlEinagan  said,  "  writing  at  his  papers,  and  one 
of  the  candles  was  burned  out ;  and  hard  as  his  bed  is,  he 
wasn't  in  it  all  night,  sir." 

Indeed,  having  sat  at  the  Club  until  the  brawl  there  be- 
came intolerable  to  him,  George  had'  walked  home,  and  had 
passed  the  night  finisbing  some  work  on  which  he  was  em- 
ployed, and  to  the  completion  of  which  be  bent  himself  with 
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all  his  might.     The  labour  was  done,  and  the  night  was  worn 
away  somehow,  and  the  tardy  November  dawn  came  and 
looked  in  on  the  young  man  as  he  sate  over  his  desk.     In  the 
next  day's  paper,  or  quarter's  review,  many  of  us  very  likely 
admired  the  work  of  his  genius,  the  variety  of  his  illustration, 
the  fierce  vigour  of  his  satire,  the  depth  of  his  reason.     There 
was  no  hint  in  his  writing  of  the  other  thoughts  which  occu- 
pied him,  and  always  accompanied  him  in  his  work :  a  tone 
more  melancholy  than  was  customary,  a  satire  more  bitter 
and  impatient  than  that  which  he  afterwards  showed,  may 
have  marked  the  writings  of  this  period  of  his  life  to  the  very 
few  persons  who  knew  his  style  or  his  name.     We  have  said 
before,  could  we  know  the  man's   feelings  as  well   as  the 
author's  thoughts — how  interesting  most  books  would  be ! — 
more  interesting  than  merry.     I  suppose  harlequin's  face  be- 
hind his  mask  is  always  grave,  if  not  melancholy — certainly 
each  man  who  lives  by  the  pen,  and  happens  to  read  this, 
must  remember,  if  he  will,  his  own  experiences,  and  recall 
many  solemn  hours  of  solitude  and  labour.     What  a  constant 
care  sate  at  the  side  of  the  desk  and  accompanied  him !    Fever 
or  sickness  were  lying  possibly  in  the  next  room :  a  sick  child 
might  be  there,  with  a  wife  watching  over  it  terrified  and  in 
prayer ;  or  grief  might  be  bearing  him  down,  and  the  cruel 
mist  before  the  eyes  rendering  the  paper  scarce  \'isible  as  he 
wrote  on  it,  and  the  inexorable  necessity  drove  on  the  pen. 
What  man  among  us  has  not  had  nights  and  hours  like  these  ? 
But  to  the  manly  heart — severe  as  these  pangs  are,  they  are 
endurable :  long  as  the  night  seems,  the  dawn  comes  at  last, 
and  the  wounds  heal,  and  the  fever  abates,  and  rest  comes, 
and  you  can  afford  to  look  back  on  the  past  misery  with  feel- 
ings that  are  anything  but  bitter. 

Two  or  three  books  for  reference,  fragments  of  tom-up 
manuscript,  drawers  open,  pens  and  inkstand,  lines  half  visi- 
ble on  the  blotting-paper,  a  bit  of  sealing-wax  twisted  and 
bitten  and  broken  into  sundry  pieces — such  relics  as  these 
were  about  the  table,  and  Pen  flung  himself  down  in  George's 
empty  chair — noting  things  according  to  his  wont,  or  in  spite 
of  himself.  There  was  a  gap  in  the  bookcase  (next  to  the  old 
College  Plato,  with  the  Boniface  Arms),  where  Helen's  bible 
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used  to  be.  He  has  taken  that  with  him,  thought  Pen.  He 
knew  why  his  friend  was  gone.     Dear  dear  old  George ! 

Pen  rubbed  his  hand  over  his  eyes.  Oh,  how  much  wiser, 
how  much  better,  how  much  nobler  he  is  than  I,  he  thought. 
Where  was  such  a  friend,  or  such  a  brave  heart?  Where 
shall  I  ever  hear  such  a  frank  voice  and  kind  laughter? 
Where  shall  I  ever  see  such  a  true  gentleman  ?  No  wonder 
she  loved  him.  God  bless  him !  What  was  I  compared  to 
him  ?  What  could  she  do  else  but  love  him  ?  To  the  end  of 
our  days  we  will  be  her  brothers,  as  fate  wills  that  we  can  be 
no  more.  We'll  be  her  knights,  and  wait  on  her ;  and  when 
we're  old,  we'll  say  how  we  loved  her.    Dear  dear  old  George ! 

When  Pen  descended  to  his  own  chambers,  his  eye  fell  on 
the  letter-box  of  his  outer  door,  which  he  had  previously  over- 
looked, and  there  was  a  little  note  to  A.  P.,  Esq.,  in  George's 
well-known  handwriting,  George  had  put  into  Pen's  box  pro- 
bably as  he  was  going  away. 

•*  D'  Pen, — I  shall  be  half  way  home  when  you  breakfast,  and 
intend  to  stay  over  Christmas  in  Suff*^,  or  elsewhere. 

**  I  have  my  own  opinion  of  the  issue  of  matters  about  which  we 
talked  in  J St.  yesterday  ;  and  think  my  presence  de  trop. 

"  Vale.  **  G.W. 

"  Give  my  very  best  regards  and  adieux  to  your  cousin." 

And  so  George  was  gone,  and  Mrs.  Flanagan,  the  laun- 
dress, ruled  over  his  empty  chambers. 

Pen  of  course  had  to  go  and  see  his  uncle  on  the  day  after 
their  colloquy ;  and  not  being  admitted,  he  naturally  went  to 
Lady  Rockminster's  apartments,  where  the  old  lady  instantly 
asked  for  Bluebeard,  and  insisted  that  he  should  come  to 
dinner. 

"Bluebeard  is  gone,"  Pen  said,  and  he  took  out  poor 
George's  scrap  of  paper,  and  handed  it  to  Laura,  who  looked 
at  it — did  not  look  at  Pen  in  return,  but  passed  the  paper 
back  to  him,  and  walked  away.  Pen  rushed  into  an  eloquent 
eulogium  upon  his  dear  old  George  to  Lady  Rockminster,  who 
was  astonished  at  his  enthusiasm.  She  had  never  heard  him 
80  warm  in  praise  of  anybody ;  and  told  him,  with  her  usual 
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A  little  hand,  covered  with  a  glove  of  the  deepest  ebony, 
and  set  oflf  by  three  inches  of  a  snowy  wristband,  was  put 
forth  to  meet  Arthur's  salutation.  The  other  little  hand 
held  a  little  morocco  case,  containing,  no  doubt,  something 
precious,  of  which  Mr.  Foker  had  just  become  proprietor  in 
Messrs.  Gimcrack's  shop.  Pen's  keen  eyes  and  satiric  turn 
showed  him  at  once  upon  what  errand  Mr.  Foker  had  been 
employed;  and  he  thought  of  the  heir  in  Horace  pouring 
forth  the  gathered  wine  of  his  father's  vats ;  and  that  human 
nature  is  pretty  much  the  same  in  Regent  Street  as  in  the 
Via  Sacra. 

"  Le  Boi  est  mort.     Vive  le  Boi !  "  said  Arthur. 

**  Ah !  "  said  the  other.  "  Yes.  Thank  you — very  much 
obliged.  How  do  you  do,  Pen  ? — very  busy — good-bye !  "  and 
he  jumped  into  the  black  brougham,  and  sate  like  a  little  black 
Care  behind  the  black  coachman.  He  had  blushed  on  seeing 
Pen,  and  shown  other  signs  of  guilt  and  perturbation,  which 
Pen  attributed  to  the  novelty  of  his  situation ;  and  on  which 
he  began  to  speculate  in  his  usual  sardonic  manner. 

"Yes:  so  wags  the  world,"  thought  Pen.  "The  stone 
closes  over  Harry  the  Fourth,  and  Harry  the  Fifth  reigns 
in  his  stead.  The  old  ministers  at  the  brewery  come  and 
kneel  before  him  with  their  books ;  the  draymen,  his  subjects, 
fling  up  their  red  caps,  and  shout  for  him.  V^^hat  a  grave 
deference  and  sympathy  the  bankers  and  the  lawyers  show ! 
There  was  too  great  a  stake  at  issue  between  those  two  that 
they  should  ever  love  each  other  very  cordially.  As  long  as 
one  man  keeps  another  out  of  twenty  thousand  a  year,  the 
younger  must  be  always  hankering  after  the  crown,  and  the 
wish  must  be  the  father  to  the  thought  of  possession.  Thank 
Heaven,  there  was  no  thought  of  money  between  me  and  our 
dear  mother,  Laura." 

"  There  never  could  have  been.  You  would  have  spurned 
it ! "  cried  Laura.  "  Why  make  yourself  more  selfish  than 
you  are.  Pen ;  and  allow  your  mind  to  own,  for  an  instant, 
that  it  would  have  entertained  such — such  dreadful  mean- 
ness?    You  make  me  blush  for  you,  Arthur:    you  make 

me "  her  eyes  finished  this  sentence,  and  she  passed  her 

handkerchief  across  them. 
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He  must  come  and  see  me,"  said  Lady  Bockminster,  with  a 
look  at  Lam*a. 

'*  He  has  been  engaged  for  many  years  past  to  his  cousin. 
Lady " 

''Lady  Ann  is  a  foolish  little  chit/'  Lady  Bockminster 
said,  with  much  dignity :  ''  and  I  have  no  patience  with  her. 
She  has  outraged  every  feeling  of  society.  She  has  broken 
her  father's  heart,  and  thrown  away  fifteen  thousand  a-year/* 

"  Thrown  away !    What  has  happened  ?  "  asked  Pen. 

''It  will  be  the  talk  of  the  town  in  a  day  or  two;  and 
there  is  no  need  why  I  should  keep  the  secret  any  longer," 
said  Lady  Bockminster,  who  had  written  and  received  a  dozen 
letters  on  the  subject.  "I  had  a  letter  yesterday  from  my 
daughter,  who  was  staying  at  Drununington  until  all  the 
world  was  obliged  to  go  away  on  account  of  the  Mghtful 
catastrophe  which  happened  there.  'V\Tien  Mr.  Foker  came 
home  from  Nice,  and  after  the  funeral.  Lady  Ann  went  down 
on  her  knees  to  her  father,  said  that  she  never  could  marry 
her  cousin,  that  she  had  contracted  another  attachment,  and 
that  she  must  die  rather  than  fulfil  her  contract.  Poor 
Lord  Bosherville,  who  is  dreadfully  embarrassed,  showed  his 
daughter  what  the  state  of  his  affairs  was,  and  that  it  was 
necessary  that  the  arrangements  should  take  place ;  and,  in 
fine,  we  all  supposed  that  she  had  listened  to  reason,  and 
intended  to  comply  with  the  desires  of  her  family.  But  what 
has  happened — last  Thursday  she  went  out  after  breakfast 
with  her  maid,  and  was  married  in  the  very  church  in  Drum- 
mington  Park  to  Mr.  Hobson,  her  father's  own  chaplain  and 
her  brother's  tutor ;  a  red-haired  widower  with  two  children. 
Poor  dear  Bosherville  is  in  a  dreadful  way :  he  wishes  Henry 
Foker  should  marry  Alice  or  Barbara;  but  Alice  is  marked 
with  the  smallpox,  and  Barbara  is  ten  years  older  than  he  is. 
And,  of  course,  now  the  young  man  is  his  own  master,  he 
will  think  of  choosing  for  himself.  The  blow  on  Lady  Agnes 
is  very  cruel.  She  is  inconsolable.  She  has  the  house  in 
Grosvenor  Street  for  her  life,  and  her  settlement,  which  was 
very  handsome.  Have  you  not  met  her?  Yes,  she  dined 
one  day  at  Lady  Clavering's — the  first  day  I  saw  you,  and  a 
very  disagreeable  young  man  I  thought  you  were.     But  I 
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have  formed  you.  We  have  formed  him,  haven't  we,  Laura  ? 
Where  is  Bluebeard?  let  him  come.  That  horrid  Grindley, 
the  dentist,  will  keep  me  in  town  another  week.** 

To  the  latter  part  of  her  Ladyship's  speech  Arthur  gave 
no  ear.  He  was  thinking  for  whom  could  Foker  be  purchas- 
ing those  trinkets  which  he  was  carrying  away  from  the 
jeweller's?  Why  did  Harry  seem  anxious  to  avoid  him? 
Could  he  be  still  faithful  to  the  attachment  which  had  agi- 
tated him  so  much,  and  sent  him  abroad  eighteen  months 
back  ?  Psha !  The  bracelets  and  presents  were  for  some  of 
Harry's  old  friends  of  the  Opera  or  the  French  Theatre. 
Rumours  from  Naples  and  Paris,  rumours  such  as  are  borne 
to  Club  smoking-rooms,  had  announced  that  the  young  man 
had  found  distractions;  or,  precluded  from  his  virtuous  at- 
tachment, the  poor  fellow  had  flung  himself  back  upon  his  old 
companions  and  amusements — not  the  only  man  or  woman 
whom  society  forces  into  evil,  or  debars  from  good :  not  the 
only  victim  of  the  world's  selfish  and  wicked  laws. 

As  a  good  thing  when  it  is  to  be  done  cannot  be  done  too 
quickly,  Laura  was  anxious  that  Pen's  marriage  intentions 
should  be  put  into  execution  as  speedily  as  possible,  and 
pressed  on  his  arrangements  with  rather  a  feverish  anxiety. 
Why  could  she  not  wait?  Pen  could  aflford  to  do  so  with 
perfect  equanimity,  but  Laura  would  hear  of  no  delay.  She 
wrote  to  Pen :  she  implored  Pen :  she  used  every  means  to 
urge  expedition.  It  seemed  as  if  she  could  have  no  rest  until 
Arthur's  happiness  was  complete. 

She  offered  herself  to  dearest  Blanche  to  come  and  stay 
at  Tunbridge  with  her,  when  Lady  Rockminster  should  go  on 
her  intended  visit  to  the  reigning  house  of  Eockminster ; 
and  although  the  old  dowager  scolded,  and  ordered,  and  com- 
manded, Laura  was  deaf  and  disobedient;  she  must  go  to 
Tunbridge,  she  would  go  to  Tunbridge;  she  who  ordinarily 
had  no  will  of  her  own,  and  complied  smilingly  with  anybody's 
whim  and  caprices,  showed  the  most  selfish  and  obstinate  de- 
termination in  this  instance.  The  dowager  lady  must  nurse 
herself  in  her  rheumatism,  she  must  read  herself  to  sleep,  if 
she  would  not  hear  her  maid,  whose  voice  croaked,  and  who 
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made  sad  work  of  the  sentimental  passages  in  the  novels— 
Laura  must  go,  and  be  with  her  new  sister.  In  another  week, 
she  proposed,  with  many  loves  and  regards  to  dear  Lady  Cla- 
vering,  to  pass  some  time  with  dearest  Blanche. 

Dearest  Blanche  wrote  instantly  in  reply  to  dearest  Laura's 
No.  1,  to  say  with  what  extreme  deUght  she  should  welcome 
her  sister:  how  charming  it  would  be  to  practise  their  old 
duets  together,  to  wander  o'er  the  grassy  sward,  and  amidst 
the  yellowing  woods  of  Penshurst  and  Southborough !  Blanche 
counted  the  hours  till  she  should  embrace  her  dearest  friend. 

Laura,  No.  2,  expressed  her  delight  at  dearest  Blanche's 
afiEectionate  reply.  She  hoped  that  their  friendship  would 
never  diminish;  that  the  confidence  between  them  would  grow 
in  after  years;  that  they  should  have  no  secrets  from  each 
other ;  that  the  aim  of  the  Ufe  of  each  would  be  to  make  one 
person  happy. 

Blanche,  No.  2,  followed  in  two  days.  "  How  provoking ! 
Their  house  was  very  small,  the  two  spare  bedrooms  were 
occupied  by  that  horrid  Mrs.  Planter  and  her  daughter,  who 
had  thought  proper  to  fall  ill  (she  always  fell  ill  in  country 
houses),  and  she  could  not  or  would  not  be  moved  for  some 
days." 

Laura,  No.  8.  "It  was  indeed  very  provoking.  L.  had 
hoped  to  hear  one  of  dearest  B.'s  dear  songs  on  Friday :  but 
she  was  the  more  consoled  to  wait,  because  Lady  K.  was  not 
very  well,  and  liked  to  be  nursed  by  her.  Poor  Major  Pen- 
dennis  was  very  unwell  too,  in  the  same  hotel — too  unwell 
even  to  see  Arthur,  who  was  constant  in  his  calls  on  his  uncle. 
Arthur's  heart  was  full  of  tenderness  and  affection.  She  had 
known  Arthur  all  her  life.  She  would  answer  " — yes,  even  in 
italics  she  would  answer — "for  his  kindness,  his  goodness,  and 
his  gentleness." 

Blanche,  No.  3.  "What  is  this  most  surprising,  most 
extraordinary  letter  from  A.  P.?  Wliat  does  dearest  Laura 
know  about  it  ?  What  has  happened  ?  What,  what  mystery 
is  enveloped  under  his  frightful  reserve  ?  " 

Blanche,  No.  8,  requires  an  explanation ;  and  it  cannot  be 
better  given  than  in  the  surprising  and  mysterious  letter  of 
iirthur  Pendennis. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

R.    AND   MSB.    SAM    Ht'XTER. 

EAR  BLANCHE,"  Arthur 
wrote,  "you  are  always 
rending  and  dreaming 
pretty  dramas,  and  ex- 
citing romances  in  real 
life,  are  you  now  pre- 
1  pared  to  enact  a  part 
I  of  one  ?  And  not  the 
pleasantest  part,  dear 
Blanche,  that  in  which 
the  heroine  takes  pos- 
session of  her  father's 
palace  and  wealth,  and, 
introducing  her  hus- 
band to  the  loyal  re- 
tainers and  foithful  vftssals,  greets  her  happy  bridegroom  with 
'  All  of  this  is  mine  and  thine,' — but  the  other  character,  that 
of  the  lucklcBS  lady,  who  suddenly  discovers  that  she  is  not 
the  Prince's  wife,  but  Claude  Melnotte's  the  be^ar's :  that  of 
Alnaschar's  wife,  wlio  comes  in  just  as  her  husband  has  kicked 
over  the  tray  of  porcelain  which  was  to  be  the  making  of  his 
fortune. — But  stay :  Alnaschar,  who  kicked  down  the  china, 
was  not  a  married  mun ;  he  had  cast  his  eye  on  the  Yizier's 
daughter,  and  his  hopes  of  her  went  to  the  ground  with  the 
shattered  howls  and  teacups. 

"  Will  you  be  the  Vizier's  daughter,  and  refuse  and  laugh 
to  scorn  Alnaschar,  or  will  you  be  the  Lady  of  Lyons,  and 
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love  the  penniless  Claude  Melnotte  ?  I  will  act  that  part  if 
you  like.  I  will  love  you  my  best  in  return.  I  will  do  my  all 
to  make  your  humble  Hfe  happy:  for  humble  it  will  be:  at 
least  the  odds  are  against  any  other  conclusion ;  we  shall  live 
and  die  in  a  poor,  prosy,  humdrum  way.  There  will  be  no 
stars  and  epaulettes  for  the  hero  of  our  story.  I  shall  write 
one  or  two  more  stories,  which  will  presently  be  forgotten.  I 
shall  be  called  to  the  Bar,  and  try  to  get  on  in  my  profession  ; 
perhaps  some  day,  if  I  am  very  lucky,  and  work  very  hard 
(which  is  absurd),  I  may  get  a  colonial  appointment,  and  yon 
may  be  an  Indian  Judge's  lady.  Meanwhile  I  shall  buy 
the  PaU  Mall  Gazette;  the  publishers  are  tired  of  it  since 
the  death  of  poor  Shandon,  and  will  sell  it  for  a  small  sum. 
Warrington  will  be  my  right  hand,  and  write  it  up  to  a  re- 
spectable sale.  I  will  introduce  you  to  Mr.  Finucane  the  sub- 
editor, and  I  know  who  in  the  end  will  be  Mrs.  Finucane, — a 
very  nice  gentle  creature,  who  has  lived  sweetly  through  a  sad 
life — and  we  will  jog  on,  I  say,  and  look  out  for  better  times, 
and  earn  our  living  decently.  You  shall  have  the  opera-boxes, 
and  superintend  the  fashionable  intelligence,  and  break  your 
little  heart  in  the  poet's  corner.  Shall  we  live  over  the  offices  ? 
— there  are  four  very  good  rooms,  a  kitchen,  and  a  garret  for 
Laura,  in  Catherine  Street  in  the  Strand ;  or  would  you  like 
a  house  hi  the  Waterloo  Koad? — it  would  be  very  pleasant, 
only  there  is  that  halfpenny  toll  at  the  Bridge.  The  boys 
may  go  to  King's  College,  mayn't  they?  Does  this  all  read 
to  you  like  a  joke  ? 

**  Ah,  dear  Blanche,  it  is  no  joke,  and  I  am  sober  and  tell- 
ing the  truth.  Our  fine  day-dreams  are  gone.  Our  carriage 
has  whirled  out  of  sight  like  Cinderella's :  our  house  in  Bel- 
gravia  has  been  whisked  away  into  the  air  by  a  malevolent 
Genius,  and  I  am  no  more  a  Member  of  Parliament  than  I  am 
a  Bishop  on  his  bench  in  the  House  of  Lords,  or  a  Duke  with 
a  Garter  at  his  knee.  You  know  pretty  well  what  my  property 
is,  and  your  own  little  fortune:  we  may  have  enough  with 
those  two  to  live  in  decent  comfort :  to  take  a  cab  sometimes 
when  we  go  out  to  see  our  friends,  and  not  to  deny  ourselves 
an  omnibus  when  we  are  tired.  But  that  is  all :  is  that  enough 
for  you,  my  little  dainty  lady  ?     I  doubt  sometimes  whether 
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you  can  bear  the  life  I  oflfer  you — at  least,  it  is  fair  that  you 
should  know  what  it  will  be.  If  you  say,  *  Yes,  Arthur,  I  will 
follow  your  fate  whatever  it  may  be,  and  be  a  loyal  and  loving 
wife  to  aid  and  cheer  you  * — come  to  me,  dear  Blanche,  and 
may  God  help  me  so  that  I  may  do  my  duty  to  you.  If  not, 
and  you  look  to  a  higher  station,  I  must  not  bar  Blanche's 
fortune — I  will  stand  in  the  crowd,  and  see  your  Ladyship  go 
to  Court  when  you  are  presented,  and  you  shall  give  me  a 
smile  from  your  chariot  window.  I  saw  Lady  Mirabel  going 
to  the  drawing-room  last  season :  the  happy  husband  at  her 
side  ghttered  with  stars  and  cordons.  All  the  flowers  in  the 
garden  bloomed  in  the  coachman^s  bosom.  Will  you  have 
these  and  the  chariot,  or  walk  on  foot  and  mend  your  hus- 
band's stockings  ? 

"I  cannot  tell  you  now — afterwards  I  might,  should  the 
day  come  when  we  may  have  no  secrets  from  one  another 
— what  has  happened  within  the  last  few  hours  which  has 
changed  all  my  prospects  in  Ufe:  but  so  it  is,  that  I  have 
learned  something  which  forces  me  to  give  up  the  plans  which 
I  had  formed,  and  many  vain  and  ambitious  hopes  in  which  I 
had  been  indulging.  I  have  written  and  despatched  a  letter 
to  Sir  Francis  Clavering,  saying  that  I  cannot  accept  his  seat 
in  Parliament  until  after  my  marriage ;  in  like  manner  I  can- 
not and  will  not  accept  any  larger  fortune  with  you  than  that 
which  has  always  belonged  to  you  since  yom:  grandfather's 
death,  and  the  birth  of  your  half-brother.  Your  good  mother 
is  not  in  the  least  aware — I  hope  she  never  may  be — of  the 
reasons  which  force  me  to  this  very  strange  decision.  They 
arise  from  a  painful  circumstance,  which  is  attributable  to 
none  of  om:  faults ;  but,  having  once  befallen,  they  are  as  fatal 
and  irreparable  as  that  shock  which  overset  honest  Alnaschar's 
ix)rcelain,  and  shattered  all  his  hopes  beyond  the  power  of 
mending.  I  write  gaily  enough,  for  there  is  no  use  in  be- 
wailing such  a  hopeless  mischance.  We  have  not  drawn  the 
great  prize  in  the  lottery,  dear  Blanche :  but  I  shall  be  con- 
tented enough  without  it,  if  you  can  be  so ;  and  I  repeat,  with 
all  my  heart,  that  I  will  do  my  best  to  make  you  happy. 

"  And  now,  what  news  shall  I  give  you  ?  My  uncle  is  very 
unwell,  and  takes  my  refusal  of  the  seat  in  Parliament  in  sad 
VOL.  n.  ;<  L  4 
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dudgeon :  the  scheme  was  his,  poor  old  gentleman,  and  he 
natmrally  bemoans  its  failure.  But  Warrington,  Laura,  and  I 
had  a  council  of  war :  they  know  this  awful  secret,  and  back 
me  in  my  decision.  You  must  love  George  as  you  love  what 
is  generous  and  upright  and  noble;  and  as  for  Laura — she 
must  be  om:  Sister,  Blanche,  our  Saint,  our  good  Angel.  With 
two  such  friends  at  home,  what  need  we  care  for  the  world 
without,  or  who  is  member  for  Clavering,  or  who  is  asked  or 
not  asked  to  the  great  balls  of  the  season  ?  " 

To  this  frank  conununication  came  back  the  letter  from 
Blanche  to  Laura,  and  one  to  Pen  himself,  which  perhaps  his 
own  letter  justified.  "  You  are  spoiled  by  the  world,"  Blanche 
wrote ;  "  you  do  not  love  your  poor  Blanche  as  she  would  be 
loved,  or  you  would  not  oflfer  thus  lightly  to  take  her  or  to 
leave  her.  No,  Arthur,  you  love  me  not—a  man  of  the  world, 
you  have  given  me  yom:  pHghted  troth,  and  are  ready  to  re- 
deem it ;  but  that  entire  affection,  that  love  whole  and  abiding, 
where — where  is  that  vision  of  my  youth  ?  I  am  but  a  pastime 
of  your  life,  and  I  would  be  its  all ; — but  a  fleeting  thought,  and 
I  would  be  yom:  whole  soul.  I  would  have  our  two  hearts 
one ;  but  ah,  my  Arthur,  how  lonely  yours  is !  how  little  you 
give  me  of  it !  You  speak  of  our  partuig  with  a  smile  on  your 
lip ;  of  our  meeting,  and  you  care  not  to  hasten  it !  Is  life 
but  a  disillusion,  then,  and  are  the  flowers  of  our  garden  faded 
away  ?  I  have  wept — I  have  prayed — I  have  passed  sleepless 
hours — I  have  shed  bitter  bitter  tears  over  vour  letter !  To 
yon  I  bring  the  gushing  poesy  of  my  being — the  yearnings  of 
the  soul  that  longs  to  be  loved — that  pines  for  love,  love,  love, 
beyond  all! — that  flings  itself  at  your  feet,  and  cries,  Love 
me,  Arthm: !  Your  heart  beats  no  quicker  at  the  kneeling 
appeal  of  my  love ! — your  proud  eye  is  dimmed  by  no  tear  of 
sympathy! — you  accept  my  soul's  treasure  as  though  'twere 
dross !  not  the  pearls  from  the  unfathomable  deeps  of  affec- 
tion !  not  the  diamonds  from  the  caverns  of  the  heart.  You 
treat  me  like  a  slave,  and  bid  me  bow  to  my  master !  Is  this 
the  guerdon  of  a  free  maiden — is  this  the  price  of  a  life's 
passion  ?  Ah  me !  when  was  it  otherwise  ?  when  did  love  meet 
with  aught  but  disappointment?  Could  I  hope  (fond  fool!) 
to  be  the  exception  to  the  lot  of  my  race ;  and  lay  my  fevered 
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brow  on  a  heart  that  comprehended  my  own  ?  Foolish  girl 
that  I  was !  One  by  one,  all  the  flowers  of  my  young  life  have 
faded  away ;  and  this,  the  last,  the  sweetest,  the  dearest,  the 
fondly,  the  madly  loved,  the  wildly  cherished — where  is  it? 
But  no  more  of  this.  Heed  not  my  bleeding  heart. — Bless 
you,  bless  you  always,  Arthur ! 

**  I  will  write  more  when  I  am  more  collected.  My  rack- 
ing brain  renders  thought  almost  impossible.  I  long  to  see 
Laura!  She  will  come  to  us  directly  we  return  from  the 
country,  will  she  not  ?     And  you,  cold  one  !  "  B." 

The  words  of  this  lettta*  were  perfectly  clear,  and  written 
in  Blanche's  neatest  hand  upon  her  scented  paper ;  and  yet 
the  meaning  of  the  composition  not  a  Httle  puzzled  Pen.  Did 
Blanche  mean  to  accept  or  to  refuse  his  polite  offer?  Her 
phrases  either  meant  that  Pen  did  not  love  her,  and  she 
declined  him,  or  that  she  took  him,  and  sacrificed  herself  to 
him,  cold  as  he  was.  He  laughed  sardonically  over  the  letter, 
and  over  the  transaction  which  occasioned  it.  He  laughed  to 
think  how  Fortune  had  jilted  him,  and  how  he  deserved  his 
slippery  fortune.  He  turned  over  and  over  the  musky  gilt- 
edged  riddle.  It  amused  his  humour ;  he  enjoyed  it  as  if  it 
had  been  a  funny  story. 

He  was  thus  seated,  twiddling  the  queer  manuscript  in  his 
hand,  joking  grimly  to  himself,  when  his  servant  came  in  with 
a  card  from  a  gentleman,  who  wished  to  speak  to  him  very 
particularly.  And  if  Pen  had  gone  out  into  the  passage,  he 
would  have  seen  sucking  his  stick,  rolling  his  eyes,  and  show- 
ing great  marks  of  anxiety,  his  old  acquaintance,  Mr.  Samuel 
Huxter. 

"  Mr.  Huxter  on  particular  business !  Pray,  beg  Mr. 
Huxter  to  come  in,"  said  Pen,  amused  rather;  and  not  the 
less  so  when  poor  Sam  appeared  before  him. 

"  Pray  take  a  chair,  Mr.  Huxter,"  said  Pen,  in  his  most 
superb  manner.     **  In  what  way  can  I  be  of  service  to  you  ?  " 

**I  had  rather  not  speak  before  the  flunk — before  the  man, 
Mr.  Pendennis:"  on  which  Mr.  Arthur's  attendant  quitted  the 
room. 

**  I'm  in  a  fix,"  said  Mr.  Huxter,  gloomily. 

"Indeed!" 

3  L  2 
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"She  sent  me  to  you,"  continued  the  yoang  surgeon. 

" WbatI  Fanny?  Ib  she  well  ?  I  was  comiag  to  see  her, 
bat  I  have  had  a  great  deal  of  husiness  since  my  return  to 
London." 

"  I  beard  of  you  through  my  governor  and  Jack  Hobnell," 
broke  m  Huxter.  "  I  wirfi  you  joy,  Mr.  Fendennis,  both  of 
the  borongh  and  the  lady,  sir.  Fanny  wishes  you  joy,  too," 
he  added,  with  something  of  a  blush. 


"  There's  many  a  slip  between  the  cup  and  the  Up  !  Who 
knows  what  may  happen,  Mr.  Huxter,  or  who  will  sit  in  Par- 
liament for  Claveriuf;  next  Hession?" 

"  You  can  do  anj-thing  with  my  governor,"  continued  Mr. 
Huxter,  "You  got  him  Clavering  Park.  The  old  boy  waB 
very  much  pleased,  sir,  at  your  calling;  him  in.  Hobnell  wrote 
me  80.  Do  you  think  you  could  speak  to  the  governor  for  me, 
Mr.  Pendennis  ?  " 
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«  And  teU  him  what  ?  " 

"I've  gone  and  done  it,  sir,"  said  Huxter,  with  a  par- 
ticular look. 

"  You — you  don't  mean  to  say  you  have — you  have  done 
any  wrong  to  that  dear  little  creature,  sir  ?  "  said  Pen,  starting 
up  in  a  great  fury. 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  Huxter,  with  a  hang-dog  look :  "  but 
I've  married  her.  And  I  know  there  will  be  an  awful  shindy 
at  home.  It  was  agreed  that  I  should  be  taken  into  partner- 
ship when  I  had  passed  the  College,  and  it  was  to  have  been 
Huxter  &  Son.  But  I  would  have  it,  confound  it.  It's  all 
over  now,  and  the  old  boy's  wrote  me  that  he's  coming  up  to 
town  for  drugs ;  he  will  be  here  to-morrow,  and  then  it  must 
idl  come  out." 

"And  when  did  this  event  happen?"  asked  Pen,  not 
over  well  pleased,  most  likely,  that  a  person  who  had  once 
attracted  some  portion  of  his  royal  good  graces  should  have 
transferred  her  allegiance,  and  consoled  herself  for  his  loss. 

"Last  Thursday  was  five  weeks — it  was  two  days  after 
Miss  Amory  came  to  Shepherd's  Inn,"  Huxter  answered. 

Pen  remembered  that  Blanche  had  written  and  mentioned 
her  visit.  "I  was  called  in,"  Huxter  said.  "I  was  in  the 
Inn  looking  after  old  Cos's  leg ;  and  about  something  else  too, 
very  likely:  and  I  met  Strong,  who  told  me  there  was  a  woman 
taken  ill  in  Chambers,^and  went  up  to  give  her  my  professional 
services.  It  was  the  old  lady  who  attends  Miss  Amory — her 
housekeeper,  or  some  such  thing.  She  was  taken  with  strong 
hysterics :  I  found  her  kicking  and  scratching  like  a  good  one 
— in  Strong's  chamber,  along  with  him  and  Colonel  Altamont, 
and  Miss  Amory  crying  and  as  pale  as  a  sheet ;  and  Altamont 
fuming  about — a  regular  kick  up.  They  were  two  hours  in 
the  chambers ;  and  the  old  woman  went  whooping  off  in  a  cab. 
She  was  much  worse  than  the  young  one.  I  called  in  Gros- 
venor  Place  next  day  to  see  if  I  could  be  of  any  service,  but 
they  were  gone  without  so  much  as  thanking  me :  and  the  day 
after  I  had  business  of  my  own  to  attend  to — a  bad  business 
too,"  said  Mr.  Huxter,  gloomily.  "  But  it's  done,  and  can't  be 
undone ;  and  we  must  make  the  best  of  it." 

She  has  known  the  story  for  a  month,  thought  Pen,  with  a 
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sharp  pang  of  grief,  and  a  gloomy  sympathy — this  accomits 
for  her  letter  of  to-day.  She  will  not  implicate  her  father,  or 
divulge  his  secret;  she  wishes  to  let  me  off  from  the  marriage 
— and  finds  a  pretext — the  generous  girl ! 

"  Do  you  know  who  Altamont  is,  sir  ?  "  asked  Huxter,  after 
the  pause  during  which  Pen  had  been  thinking  of  his  own 
affairs.  "Fanny  and  I  have  talked  him  over,  and  we  can't 
help  fancying  that  it's  Mrs.  Lightfoot's  first  husband  come  to 
life  again,  and  she  who  has  just  married  a  second.  Perhaps 
Lightfoot  won't  be  very  sorry  for  it,"  sighed  Huxter,  looking 
savagely  at  Arthur,  for  the  demon  of  jealousy  was  still  in  pos- 
session of  his  soul ;  and  now,  and  more  than  ever  since  his 
marriage,  the  poor  fellow  fancied  that  Fanny's  heart  belonged 
to  his  rival. 

**  Let  us  talk  about  your  affairs,"  said  Pen.  **  Show  me 
how  I  can  be  of  any  service  to  you,  Huxter.  Let  me  con- 
gratulate you  on  your  marriage.  I  am  thankful  that  Fanny, 
who  is  so  good,  so  fascinating,  so  kind  a  creature,  has  found 
an  honest  man,  and  a  gentleman  who  will  make  her  happy. 
Show  me  what  I  can  do  to  help  you." 

"  She  thinks  you  can,  sir,"  said  Huxter,  accepting  Pen's 
proffered  hand,  **  and  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you,  I'm  sure ; 
and  that  you  might  talk  over  my  father,  and  break  the  busi- 
ness to  him,  and  my  mother,  who  always  has  her  back  up 
about  being  a  clergyman's  daughter.  Fanny  ain't  of  a  good 
family,  I  know,  and  not  up  to  us  in  breeding  and  that— but 
she's  a  Huxter  now." 

**  The  wife  takes  the  husband's  rank,  of  course,"  said  Pen. 

"  And  with  a  little  practice  in  society,"  continued  Huxter, 
imbibing  his  stick,  **  she'll  be  as  good  as  any  girl  in  Clavering. 
You  should  hear  her  sing  and  play  on  the  piano.  Did  you 
ever  ?  Old  Bows  taught  her.  And  she'll  do  on  the  stage,  if 
the  governor  was  to  throw  me  over ;  but  I'd  rather  not  have 
her  there.  She  can't  help  being  a  coquette,  Mr.  Pendennis, 
she  can't  help  it.  Dammy,  sir !  I'll  be  bound  to  say,  that 
two  or  three  of  the  Bartholomew  chaps,  that  I've  brought  into 
my  place,  are  sitting  with  her  now ;  even  Jack  Linton,  that  I 
took  down  as  my  best  man,  is  as  bad  as  the  rest,  and  she  will 
go  on  singing  and  making  eyes  at  him.     It's  what  Bows  says. 
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if  there  were  twenty  men  in  a  room,  and  one  not  taking  notice 
of  her,  she  wouldn't  be  satisfied  until  the  twentieth  was  at  her 
elbow." 

"You  should  have  her  mother  with  her,"  said  Pen,  laugh- 
ing. 

"  She  must  keep  the  lodge.  She  can't  see  so  much  of  her 
family  as  she  used.  I  can't,  you  know,  sir,  go  on  with  that 
lot.  Consider  my  rank  in  life,"  said  Huxter,  putting  a  very 
dirty  hand  up  to  his  chin. 

''Au  faity'  said  Mr.  Pen,  who  was  infinitely  amused,  and 
concerning  whom  muinio  iiomine  (and  of  course  concerning  no- 
body else  in  the  world)  the  fable  might  have  been  narrated. 

As  the  two  gentlemen  were  in  the  midst  of  this  colloquy, 
another  knock  came  to  Pen's  door,  and  his  servant  presently 
announced  Mr.  Bows.  The  old  man  followed  slowly,  his  pale 
face  blushing,  and  his  hand  trembling  somewhat  as  he  took 
Pen's.  He  coughed,  and  wiped  his  face  in  his  checked  cotton 
pocket-handkerchief,  and  sate  down  with  his  hands  on  his 
knees,  the  sun  shining  on  his  bald  head.  Pen  looked  at  the 
homely  figure  with  no  small  sjonpathy  and  kindness.  This 
man,  too,  has  had  his  griefs,  and  his  wounds,  Arthur  thought. 
This  man,  too,  has  brought  his  genius  and  his  heart,  and 
laid  them  at  a  woman's  feet ;  where  she  spurned  them.  The 
chance  of  life  has  gone  against  him,  and  the  prize  is  with  that 
creature  yonder.  Fanny's  bridegroom,  thus  mutely  apostro- 
phised, had  winked  meanwhile  with  one  eye  at  old  Bows,  and 
was  driving  holes  in  the  floor  with  the  cane  which  he  loved. 

**  So  we  have  lost,  Mr.  Bows,  and  here  is  the  lucky 
winner,"  Pen  said,  looking  hard  at  the  old  man. 

**  Here  is  the  lucky  winner,  sir,  as  you  say." 

"I  suppose  you  have  come  from  my  place?"  asked 
Huxter,  who,  having  winked  at  Bows  with  one  eye,  now 
favoured  Pen  with  a  wink  of  the  other — a  wink  which  seemed 
to  say,  **  Infatuated  old  boy — you  understand — over  head  and 
ears  in  love  with  her — poor  old  fool !  " 

"Yes,  I  have  been  there  ever  since  you  went  away.  It 
was  Mrs.  Sam  who  sent  me  after  you:  who  said  that  she 
thought  you  might  be  doing  something  stupid — something 
like  yourself,  Huxter." 
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''  There's  as  big  fools  as  I  am/*  growled  the  yoang  surgeon. 

''A  feWy  p'raps/*  said  the  old  man;  ''not  many,  let  us 
trust.  Yes,  she  sent  me  after  you  for  fear  you  should  offend 
Mr.  Pendennis;  and  I  dare  say  because  she  thought  you 
wouldn't  give  her  message  to  him,  and  beg  him  to  go  and  see 
her ;  and  she  knew  /  would  take  her  errand.  Did  he  tell  you 
that,  sir  ?  " 

Huxter  blushed  scarlet,  and  covered  his  confusion  with  an 
imprecation.  Pen  laughed !  the  scene  suited  his  bitter  humour 
more  and  more. 

''I  have  no  doubt  Mr.  Huster  was  going  to  tell  me,'* 
Arthur  said,  ''and  very  much  flattered  I  am  sure  I  shall  be  to 
pay  my  respects  to  his  wife." 

"  It*s  in  Charterhouse  Lane,  over  the  baker's,  on  the  right- 
hand  side  as  you  go  from  St.  John's  Street/*  continued  Bows, 
without  any  pity.  "You  know  Smithfield,  Mr.  Pendennis? 
St.  John's  Street  leads  into  Smithfield.  Dr.  Johnson  has 
been  down  the  street  many  a  time  with  ragged  shoes,  and  a 
bundle  of  penny-a-lining  for  the  Gent's  Magazine.  You  lite- 
rary gents  are  better  off  now— eh  ?  You  ride  in  your  cabs, 
and  wear  yellow  kid  gloves  now." 

"  I  have  known  so  many  brave  and  good  men  fail,  and  so 
many  quacks  and  impostors  succeed,  that  you  mistake  me  if 
you  think  I  am  puffed  up  by  my  own  personal  good  luck,  old 
friend,"  Arthur  said,  sadly.  **  Do  you  think  the  prizes  of  life 
are  carried  by  the  most  deserving?  and  set  up  that  mean  test 
of  prosperity  for  merit  ?  You  must  feel  that  you  are  as  good 
as  I.  I  have  never  questioned  it.  It  is  you  that  are  i)eevish 
against  the  freaks  of  fortune,  and  grudge  the  good  luck  that 
befalls  others.  It's  not  the  first  time  you  have  imjustly 
accuse<l  me,  Bows.'' 

"  Perhaps  you  are  not  far  wrong,  sir,"  said  the  old  fellow, 
wiping  his  bald  forehead.  "  I  am  thinking  about  myself  and 
grumblin*:;  most  men  do  when  they  get  on  that  subject. 
Here's  the  fellow  that's  got  the  prize  in  the  lottery;  here's  the 
fortunate  youth." 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  are  driving  at,"  Huxter  said,  who 
had  been  much  puzzled  as  the  above  remarks  passed  between 
his  two  companions. 
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"  Perhaps  not,"  said  Bows,  drily.  "  Mrs.  H.  sent  me  here 
to  look  after  you,  and  to  see  that  you  brought  that  little  mes- 
sage to  Mr.  Pendennis,  which  you  didn't,  you  see,  and  so  she 
was  right.  Women  always  are;  they  have  always  a  reason 
for  everything.  Why,  sir,"  he  said,  turning  round  to  Pen 
with  a  sneer, ''  she  had  a  reason  even  for  giving  me  that  mes- 
sage. I  was  sitting  with  her  after  you  left  us,  very  quiet  and 
comfortable ;  I  was  talking  away,  and  she  was  mending  your 
shirts,  when  your  two  young  friends.  Jack  Linton  and  Bob 
Blades,  looked  in  from  Bartholomew's ;  and  then  it  was  she 
found  out  that  she  had  this  message  to  send.  You  needn't 
hurry  yourself,  she  don't  want  you  back  again ;  they'll  stay 
these  two  hours,  I  dare  say." 

Huxter  arose  with  great  perturbation  at  this  news,  and 
plunged  his  stick  into  the  pocket  of  his  paletot,  and  seized  his- 
hat. 

**  You'll  come  and  see  us,  sir,  won't  you  ?  "  he  said  to  Pen. 
"  You'll  talk  over  the  governor,  won't  you,  sir,  if  I  can  get  out 
of  this  place  and  down  to  Clavering?  " 

"  You  will  promise  to  attend  me  gratis  if  ever  I  fall  ill  at 
Fairoaks,  will  you,  Huxter  ?  "  Pen  said,  good-naturedly.  **  I 
will  do  anything  I  can  for  you.  I  will  come  and  see  Mrs. 
Huxter  immediately,  and  we  will  conspire  together  about  what 
is  to  be  done." 

"I  thought  that  would  send  him  out,  sir,"  Bows  said,, 
dropping  into  his  chair  again  as  soon  as  the  young  surgeon 
had  quitted  the  room.  **  And  it's  all  true,  sir — every  word  of 
it.  She  wants  you  back  again,  and  sends  her  husband  after 
you.  She  cajoles  everybody,  the  httle  devil.  She  tries  it  on 
you,  on  me,  on  poor  Costigan,  on  the  young  chaps  from  Bar- 
tholomew's. She's  got  a  little  court  of  'em  already.  And  if 
there's  nobody  there,  she  practises  on  the  old  German  baker 
in  the  shop,  or  coaxes  the  black  sweeper  at  the  crossing." 

**  Is  she  fond  of  that  fellow  ?  "  asked  Pen. 

"There  is  no  accounting  for  likes  and  dislikes,"  Bows 
answered.  "  Yes,  she  is  fond  of  him ;  and  having  taken  the 
thing  into  her  head,  she  would  not  rest  until  she  married 
him.  They  had  their  banns  published  at  St.  Clement's,  and 
nobody  heard  it  or  knew  any  just  cause  or  impediment.    And 
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one  day  she  slips  oat  of  the  porter's  lodge  and  has  the  busi- 
ness done,  and  goes  off  to  Gravesend  with  Lothario;  and 
leaves  a  note  for  me  to  go  and  explain  all  things  to  her  ma. 
Bless  you !  the  old  woman  knew  it  as  well  as  I  did,  though 
she  pretended  ignorance.  And  so  she  goes,  and  I*m  alone 
again.  I  miss  her,  sir,  tripping  along  that  court,  and  coming 
for  her  singing  lesson;  and  I've  no  heart  to  look  into  the 
porter's  lodge  now,  which  looks  very  empty  without  her,  the 
little  flirting  thing.  And  I  go  and  sit  and  dangle  about  her 
lodgings,  like  an  old  fool.  She  makes  'em  very  trim  and 
nice,  though ;  gets  up  all  Huxter's  shirts  and  clothes :  cooks 
his  Uttle  dinner,  and  sings  at  her  business  like  a  little  lark. 
What's  the  use  of  being  angry  ?  I  lent  'em  three  pound  to 
go  on  with :  for  they  haven't  got  a  shilling  till  the  reconcilia- 
tion, and  pa  comes  down." 

When  Bows  had  taken  his  leave,  Pen  carried  his  letter 
from  Blanche,  and  the  news  which  he  had  just  received,  to 
his  usual  adviser,  Laura.  It  was  wonderful  upon  how  many 
points  Mr.  Arthur,  who  generally  followed  his  own  opinion,  now 
wanted  another  person's  counsel.  He  could  hardly  so  much 
as  choose  a  waistcoat  without  referring  to  Miss  Bell :  if  he 
wanted  to  buy  a  horse  he  must  have  Miss  Bell's  opinion :  all 
which  marks  of  deference  tended  greatly  to  the  amusement  of 
the  shrewd  old  lady  with  whom  Miss  Bell  lived,  and  whose 
plans  regarding  her  protegee  we  have  indicated. 

Arthur  produced  Blanche's  letter  then  to  Laura,  and  asked 
her  to  interpret  it.  Laura  was  very  much  agitated,  and 
puzzled  by  the  contents  of  the  note. 

**  It  seems  to  me,"  she  said,  "  as  if  Blanche  is  acting  very 
artfully." 

"  And  wishes  so  to  place  matters  that  she  may  take  me  or 
leave  me  ?     Is  it  not  so  ?  " 

**  It  is,  I  am  afraid,  a  kind  of  duplicity  which  does  not 
augur  well  for  your  future  happiness ;  and  is  a  bad  reply  to 
your  own  candour  and  honesty,  Arthur.  Do  you  know  I 
think,  I  think — I  scarcely  like  to  say  what  I  think,"  said 
Laura,  with  a  deep  blush ;  but  of  course  the  blushing  young 
lady  yielded  to  her  cousin's  persuasions,  and  expressed  what 
her  thoughts  were.    **  It  looks  to  me,  Arthur,  as  if  there  might 
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be — there  might  be  somebody  else,"  said  Laura,  with  a  repe- 
tition of  the  blush. 

"  And  if  there  is,"  broke  in  Arthur,  "  and  if  I  am  free  once 
again,  will  the  best  and  dearest  of  all  women " 

"You  are  not  free,  dear  brother,"  Laura  said  calmly. 
"You  belong  to  another;  of  whom  I  own  it  grieves  me  to 
think  ill.  But  I  can't  do  otherwise.  It  is  very  odd  that  in 
this  letter  she  does  not  urge  you  to  tell  her  the  reason  why 
you  have  broken  arrangements  which  would  have  been  so  ad- 
vantageous to  you ; ,  and  avoids  speaking  on  the  subject.  She 
somehow  seems  to  write  as  if  she  knows  her  father's  secret." 

Pen  said,  "Yes,  she  must  know  it;"  and  told  the  story, 
which  he  had  just  heard  from  Huxter,  of  the  interview  at 
Shepherd's  Inn. 

"  It  was  not  so  that  she  described  the  meeting,"  said 
Laura;  and  going  to  her  desk,  produced  from  it  that  letter 
of  Blanche's  which  mentioned  her  visit  to  Shepherd's  Inn. 
"Another  disappointment— only  the  ChevaUer  Strong  and  a 
friend  of  his  in  the  room."  This  was  all  that  Blanche  had 
said.  "  But  she  was  bound  to  keep  her  father's  secret,  Pen," 
Laura  added.     "  And  yet,  and  yet — it  is  very  puzzling." 

The  puzzle  was  this,  that  for  three  weeks  after  this  event- 
ful discovery  Blanche  had  been  only  too  eager  about  her 
dearest  Arthur ;  was  urging,  as  strongly  as  so  much  modesty 
could  urge,  the  completion  of  the  happy  arrangements  which 
were  to  make  her  Arthur's  for  ever ;  and  now  it  seemed  as  if 
something  had  interfered  to  mar  these  happy  arrangements — 
as  if  Arthur  poor  was  not  quite  so  agreeable  to  Blanche  as 
Arthur  rich  and  a  member  of  Parliament — as  if  there  was 
some  mystery.     At  last  she  said — 

"Tunbridge  Wells  is  not  very  far  off,  is  it,  Arthur? 
Hadn't  you  better  go  and  see  her  ?  " 

They  had  been  in  town  a  week,  and  neither  had  thought 
of  that  simple  plan  before  ! 


8  M  2 
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SBOWS   HOW  ASTHTS  OlD   BEIII-It    HlTE   TAXES  J 
KETUCS-TtCSEI. 


TjHE  train  carried  Anhor  onlj 
too  quickly  to  ToDlnidge, 
tfaon^  he  bad  time  to  review 
all  the  drcmnstances  of  his 
life  as  he  made  the  brief  joar- 
ney ;  and  to  actnovledge  to 
That  sad  twncliisiotts  his  self- 
ishness and  waywardness  bad 
led  him.  '"Here  is  the  emi 
of  hopes  and  aspirations," 
thoQgfat  he,  "of  romance  and 
ambitious !  MTiere  I  yield  or 
where  I  am  obstinate,  I  am 
alike  unfortunate ;  my  mother 
implores  me,  and  1  refuse  an 
Say  I  had  taken  ber:  forced  on  me  as  she  was, 
Laura  would  never  bare  been  an  angel  to  me.  I  could  not 
have  giviL-n  ber  my  heart  at  another's  instigation ;  I  cooli) 
never  have  known  her  as  she  is,  bad  I  been  obliged  to  ask 
another  to  interpret  ber  quahties  and  jKiint  out  her  virtues. 
I  yield  to  my  uncle's  sohcitations,  and  accept  on  his  guarantee 
Blanche,  and  a  seat  in  Parliament,  and  wealth,  and  ambition 
and  a  career ;  and  see ! — fortune  comes  and  leaves  me  the 
wife  without  the  dowry,  which  I  had  taken  in  compensation  of 
a  heart.  ^Tiy  was  I  not  more  bonest,  or  am  I  not  less  so"? 
It  would  have  cost  my  poor  old  uncle  no  imngs  to  accept 
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Blanche's  fortune  whencesoever  it  came ;  he  can't  even  under- 
stand, he  is  bitterly  indignant,  heart-stricken  almost,  at  the 
scruples  which  actuate  me  in  refusing  it.  I  dissatisfy  every- 
body. A  maimed,  weak,  imperfect  wretch,  it  seems  as  if  I  am 
unequal  to  any  fortune.  I  neither  make  myself  nor  anyone 
'Connected  with  me  happy.  What  prospect  is  there  for  this 
poor  little  frivolous  girl,  who  is  to  take  my  obscure  name  and 
share  my  fortune?  I  have  not  even  ambition  to  excite  me, 
or  self-esteem  enough  to  console  myself,  much  more  her,  for 
my  failure.  If  I  were  to  write  a  book  that  should  go  through 
twenty  editions,  why,  I  should  be  the  very  first  to  sneer  at  my 
reputation.  Say  I  could  succeed  at  the  Bar>  and  achieve  a 
fortune  by  bullying  witnesses  and  twisting  evidence ;  is  that 
a  fame  which  would  satisfy  my  longings,  or  a  calling  in  which 
my  life  would  be  well  spent?  How  I  wish  I  could  be  that 
priest  opposite,  who  never  has  lifted  his  eyes  from  his  breviary, 
except  when  we  were  in  Beigate  tunnel,  when  he  could  not 
see :  or  that  old  gentleman  next  him,  who  scowls  at  him  with 
eyes  of  hatred  over  his  newspaper.  The  priest  shuts  his  eyes 
to  the  world,  but  has  his  thoughts  on  the  book,  which  is  his 
directory  to  the  world  to  come.  His  neighbour  hates  him  as 
a  monster,  tyrant,  persecutor,  and  fancies  burning  martyrs, 
and  that  pale  countenance  looking  on,  and  lighted  up  by  the 
flame.  These  have  no  doubts;  these  march  on  trustfully, 
bearing  their  load  of  logic." 

**  Would  you  like  to  look  at  the  paper,  sir  ?  "  here  inter- 
posed the  stout  gentleman  (it  had  a  flaming  article  against 
the  order  of  the  black-coated  gentleman  who  was  travelling 
with  them  in  the  carriage),  and  Pen  thanked  him  and  took  it, 
and  pursued  his  reverie,  without  reading  two  sentences  of  the 
journal. 

"And  yet,  would  you  take  either  of  those  men's  creeds, 
with  its  consequences?"  he  thought.  **Ah  me!  you  must 
bear  your  own  burthen,  fashion  your  own  faith,  think  your 
own  thoughts,  and  pray  your  own  prayer.  To  what  mortal 
ear  could  I  tell  all,  if  I  had  a  mind?  or  who  could  under- 
stand all  ?  Who  can  tell  another's  shortcomings,  lost  opportu- 
nities, weigh  the  passions  which  overpower,  the  defects  which 
incapacitate  reason? — what  extent  of  truth  and  right  his 
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neif^boax'a  mind  is  organised  to  pereeive  and  to  do  ? — what 
invi<iibie  and  forgotten  accident,  terror  of  voutb,  ehance  or 
mischance  of  fortune,  may  have  altered  the  current  of  life  *? 
A  grain  of  sand  may  alter  it,  as  the  flinging  of  a  pebble  may 
end  it.  Who  can  weigh  circmnstances,  passions,  temptations, 
that  go  to  onr  good  and  evil  account,  save  One,  before  whose 
awfdl  wisdom  we  kneel,  and  at  whose  mercy  we  ask  absolu- 
tion ?  Here  it  ends,'"  thought  Pen ;  '^  this  day  or  to-morrow 
win  wind  op  the  account  of  my  youth ;  a  weary  retrospect, 
alas !  a  sad  history,  with  many  a  page  I  would  fain  not  look 
back  on !  But  who  has  not  been  tired  or  fallen,  and  who  has 
escaped  without  scars  from  that  struggle?"  And  his  head 
fell  on  hL«i  breast,  and  the  young  man's  heart  prostrated  itself 
humbly  and  sadly  before  that  Throne  where  sits  wisdom,  and 
love,  anri  pity  for  all,  and  made  its  confession.  '^  What  mat- 
ters about  fame  or  poverty  ?  "  he  thought.  "  If  I  marry  thig 
woman  I  have  chosen,  may  I  have  strength  and  will  to  be 
true  to  her,  and  to  make  her  happy !  If  I  have  children,  pray 
God  teach  me  to  speak  and  to  do  the  truth  among  them, 
and  to  leave  them  an  honest  name.  There  are  no  splen- 
dours for  my  marriage.  Does  my  life  deserve  any  ?  I  begin 
a  new  phase  of  it ;  a  better  than  the  last  may  it  be,  I  pray 
Heavf  n ! " 

The  train  stopped  at  Tunbridge  as  Pen  was  making  these 
reflections :  and  he  handed  over  the  newspaper  to  his  neigh- 
liour,  of  whom  he  took  leave,  while  the  foreign  clergyman  in 
the  opposite  comer  still  sate  with  his  eyes  on  his  book.  Pen 
jumped  out  of  the  carriage  then,  his  carpet-bag  in  hand,  and 
briskly  determined  to  face  his  fortune. 

A  fly  carried  him  rapidly  to  Lady  Clavering's  house  from 
the  station ;  and,  as  he  was  transported  thither,  Arthur  com- 
posed a  little  speecli,  which  he  intended  to  address  to  Blanche, 
and  which  was  really  as  virtuous,  honest,  and  well-minded  an 
oration  as  any  man  of  his  turn  of  mind,  and  under  his  cir- 
cumstances, could  have  uttered.  The  purport  of  it  was— 
"Blanche,  I  cannot  understand  from  your  last  letter  what 
your  meaning  is,  or  whether  my  fair  and  frank  proposal  to 
you  is  acceptable  or  no.  I  think  you  know  the  reason  which 
induces  me  to  forego  the  worldly  advantages  which  a  union 
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^th  you  offered,  and  which  I  could  not  accept  without,  as  I 
fancy,  being  dishonoured.  If  you  doubt  of  my  affection,  here 
I  am  ready  to  prove  it.  Let  Smirke  be  called  in,  and  let  us 
be  married  out  of  hand ;  and  with  all  my  heart  I  purpose  to 
keep  my  vow,  and  to  cherish  you  through  Ufe,  and  to  be  a  true 
and  a  loving  husband  to  you." 

From  the  fly  Arthur  sprang  out  then  to  the  hall-door, 
where  he  was  met  by  a  domestic  whom  he  did  not  know. 
The  man  seemed  to  be  surprised  at  the  approach  of  the  gentle- 
man with  the  carpet-bag,  which  he  made  no  attempt  to  take 
from  Arthur's  hands.  "  Her  Ladyship's  not  at  home,  sir,"  the 
man  remarked. 

"  I  am  Mr.  Pendennis,"  Arthur  said.  "  Where  is  Light- 
foot?" 

**  Lightfoot  is  gone,"  answered  the  man.  "  My  Lady  is 
out,  and  my  orders  was " 

"I  hear  Miss  Amory's  voice  in  the  drawing-room,"  said 
Arthur.  "  Take  the  bag  to  a  dressing-room,  if  you  please ;  " 
and,  passing  by  the  porter,  he  walked  straight  towards  that 
apartment,  from  which,  as  the  door  opened,  a  warble  of  melo- 
dious notes  issued. 

Our  Uttle  Siren  was  at  her  piano,  singmg  with  all  her 
might  and  fascinations.  Master  Glavering  was  asleep  on  the 
sofa,  indifferent  to  the  music :  but  near  Blanche  sat  a  gentle- 
man who  was  perfectly  enraptured  with  her  strain,  which  was 
of  a  passionate  and  melancholy  nature. 

As  the  door  opened,  the  gentleman  started  up  with  a 
Hullo  !  the  music  stopped,  with  a  httle  shriek  from  the  singer ; 
Frank  Glavering  woke  up  from  the  sofa,  and  Arthur  came  for- 
ward and  said,  "  What,  Foker !  how  do  you  do,  Foker  ?  "  He 
looked  at  the  piano,  and  there,  by  Miss  Amory's  side,  was  just 
such  another  purple- leather  box  as  he  had  seen  in  Harry's 
hand  three  days  before,  when  the  heir  of  Logwood  was  coming 
out  of  a  jeweller's  shop  in  Waterloo  Place.  It  was  opened, 
and  curled  round  the  white  satin  cushion  within  was,  oh,  such 
a  magnificent  serpentine  bracelet,  with  such  a  blazing  ruby 
head  and  diamond  tail ! 

"How  de-do,  Pendennis?"  said  Foker.  Blanche  made 
many  motions  of  the  shoulders,  and  gave  signs  of  interest 
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and  agitation.  And  sbe  put  ber  handkerchief  over  the  brace- 
let, and  then  she  advanced,  vith  a  hand  which  trembled  Tery 
much,  to  greet  Pen. 

"  How  ia  dearest  Laura  ?  "  she  said.    The  face  of  Foker 
looking  up  from  his  profound  monruiug — that  face,  so  piteous 


and  puzzled,  was  one  which  the  reader's  imo^ation  must 
depict  for  himself ;  also  that  of  Master  Frank  Claveriug,  who, 
looking  at  the  three  interesting  individuals  with  an  expressiou 
of  the  utmost  knowiiigness,  bad  only  time  to  ejaculate  the 
words,  "  Here's  a  jolly  go  !  "  ami  to  disappear  sniggering. 
Fen,  too,  had  restrained  himself  up  to  that  minute :  but 
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looking  still  at  Foker,  whose  ears  and  cheeks  tingled  with 
blushes,  Arthur  burst  out  into  a  fit  of  laughter,  so  wild  and 
loud,  that  it  frightened  Blanche  much  more  than  any  tho 
most  serious  exhibition. 

"  And  this  was  the  secret,  was  it  ?  Don't  blush  and  turn 
away,  Foker,  my  boy.  Why,  man,  you  are  a  pattern  of  fidelity. 
Gould  I  stand  between  Blanche  and  such  constancy— could  I 
stand  between  Miss  Amory  and  fifteen  thousand  a  year  ?  *' 

*'  It  is  not  that,  Mr.  Fendennis,"  Blanche  said,  with  great 
dignity.  ^'  It  is  not  money,  it  is  not  rank,  it  is  not  gold  that 
moves  me\  but  it  is  constancy,  it  is  fideUty,  it  is  a  whole 
trustful  loving  heart  offered  to  me,  that  I  treasure — yes,  that 
I  treasure ! "  And  she  made  for  her  handkerchief,  but,  re- 
flecting what  was  underneath  it,  she  paused.  ^'  I  do  not  dis- 
own, I  do  not  disguise — my  life  is  above  disguise — to  him  on 
whom  it  is  bestowed,  my  heart  must  be  for  ever  bare — that  I 
once  thought  I  loved  you, — yes,  thought  I  was  beloved  by  you ! 
— I  own.  How  I  clung  to  that  faith  !  How  I  strove,  I  prayed, 
I  longed  to  believe  it !  But  your  conduct  always — your  own 
words,  so  cold,  so  heartless,  so  unkind,  have  undeceived  me. 
You  trifled  with  the  heart  of  the  poor  maiden  !  You  flung  me 
hack  with  scorn  the  troth  which  I  had  plighted !  I  have  ex- 
plained all — all  to  Mr.  Foker." 

**  That  you  have,"  said  Foker,  with  devotion,  and  convic- 
tion in  his  looks. 

"  What !  all  ?  "  said  Pen,  with  a  meaning  look  at  Blanche. 
**It  is  I  am  in  fault,  is  it?  Well,  well,  Blanche,  be  it  so.  I 
won't  appeal  against  your  sentence,  and  bear  it  in  silence.  I 
came  down  here  looking  to  very  different  things.  Heaven 
knows,  and  with  a  heart  most  truly  and  kindly  disposed  to- 
wards you.  I  hope  you  may  be  happy  with  another,  as,  on 
my  word,  it  was  my  wish  to  make  you  so;  and  I  hope  my 
honest  old  friend  here  will  have  a  wife  worthy  of  his  loyalty, 
his  constancy,  and  affection.  Indeed  they  deserve  the  regard 
of  any  woman — even  Miss  Blanche  Amory.  Shake  hands, 
Harry;  don't  look  askance  at  me.  Has  anybody  told  you 
that  I  was  a  false  and  heartless  character?" 

*'  I  think  you're  a "  Foker  was  beginning,  in  his  wrath, 

when  Blanche  interposed. 
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"Henry,  not  a  word! — I  pray  you  let  there  be  for- 
giveness ! " 

"You're  an  angel,  by  Jove,  you're  an  angel!"  said 
Foker,  at  which  Blanche  looked  seraphically  up  to  the  chan- 

deher. 

t 

"  In  spite  of  what  has  passed,  for  the  sake  of  what  has 
passed,  I  must  always  regard  Arthur  as  a  brother,"  the  seraph 
continued ;  "  we  have  known  each  other  years,  we  have  trodden 
the  same  fields,  and  plucked  the  same  flowers  together.  Ar- 
thur !  Henry !  I  beseech  you  to  take  hands  and  to  be  friends ! 
Forgive  you! — /  forgive  you,  Arthur,  with  my  heart  I  do. 
Should  I  not  do  so  for  making  me  so  happy  ?  " 

"There  is  only  one  person  of  us  three  whom  I  pity^ 
Blanche,"  Arthur  said,  gravely;  "and  I  say  to  you  again, 
that  I  hope  you  will  make  this  good  fellow,  this  honest  and 
loyal  creature,  happy." 

"  Happy !  0  Heavens ! "  said  Harry.  He  could  not  speak. 
His  happiness  gushed  out  at  his  eyes.  "  She  don't  know — 
she  can't  know  how  fond  I  am  of  her,  and — and  who  am  I  ? 
a  poor  little  beggar,  and  she  takes  me  up  and  says  she'll  try 
and  1 — 1 — love  me.  I  ain't  worthy  of  so  much  happiness. 
Give  us  your  hand,  old  boy,  since  she  forgives  you  after  your 
heartless  conduct,  and  says  she  loves  you.  I'll  make  you 
welcome.     I  tell  you  I'll  love  everybody  who  loves  her.     By 

if  she  tells  me  to  kiss  the  ground  I'll  kiss  it.     Tell  me 

to  kiss  the  ground  !  I  say,  tell  me.  I  love  you  so.  You  see 
I  love  you  so." 

Blanche  looked  up  seraphically  again.  Her  gentle  bosom 
heaved.  She  held  out  one  hand  as  if  to  bless  Harry,  and  then 
royally  permitted  him  to  kiss  it.  She  took  up  the  pocket- 
handkerchief  and  hid  her  own  eyes,  as  the  other  fair  hand 
was  abandoned  to  poor  Harry's  tearful  embrace. 

"  I  swear  that  is  a  villain  who  deceives  such  a  loving  crea- 
ture as  that,"  said  Pen. 

Blanche  laid  down  the  handkerchief,  and  put  hand  No.  2 
softly  on  Foker's  head,  which  was  bent  down  kissing  and 
weeping  over  hand  No.  1.  "  Foolish  boy,"  she  said,  "  it  shall 
be  loved  as  it  deserves :  who  could  help  loving  such  a  silly 
creature  ?  " 
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And  at  this  moment  Frank  Clavering  broke  in  upon  the 
sentimental  trio. 

"  I  say,  Pendennis,"  he  said. 

"WeU,  Frank!" 

''  The  man  wants  to  be  paid,  and  go  back.  He's  had  some 
beer." 

"  I'll  go  back  with  him,"  cried  Pen.  "  Good-bye,  Blanche. 
God  bless  you,  Foker,  old  friend.  You  know  neither  of  you 
wants  me  here."     He  longed  to  be  oflf  that  instant. 

"  Stay — I  must  say  one  word  to  you.  One  word  in  pri- 
vate, if  you  please,"  Blanche  said.  "  You  can  trust  us  to- 
gether, can't  you — Henry  ?  "  The  tone  in  which  the  word 
Henry  was  spoken,  and  the  appeal,  ravished  Foker  with  de- 
light. "  Trust  you  ! "  said  he.  "  Oh,  who  wouldn't  trust 
you  !     Come  along,  Franky,  my  boy." 

"  Let's  have  a  cigar,"  said  Frank,  as  they  went  into  the 
hall. 

"  She  don't  like  it,"  said  Foker,  gently. 

"Law  bless  you — bIic  don't  mind.  Pendennis  used  to 
^moke  regular,"  said  the  candid  youth. 

**  It  was  but  a  short  word  I  had  to  say,"  said  Blanche  to 
Pen,  with  great  calm,  when  they  were  alone.  "You  never 
loved  me,  Mr.  Pendennis." 

"  I  told  you  how  much,"  said  Arthur.  "  I  never  deceived 
you." 

"  I  suppose  you  \vill  go  back  and  marry  Laura,"  continued 
Blanche. 

"  Was  that  what  you  had  to  say  ?  "  said  Pen. 

"You  are  going  to  her  this  very  night,  I  am  sure  of  it. 
There  is  no  denying  it.     You  never  cared  for  me." 

"  Et  vans  ?  " 

"  Et  moi,  c'est  different.  I  have  been  spoilt  early.  I  can- 
not live  out  of  the  world,  out  of  excitement.  I  could  have 
done  so,  but  it  is  too  late.  If  I  cannot  have  emotions  I  must 
have  the  world.  You  would  offer  me  neither  one  nor  the 
other.  You  are  blase  in  everything,  even  in  ambition.  You 
had  a  career  before  you,  and  you  would  not  take  it.  You  give 
it  up  ! — for  what  ? — for  a  betisCf  for  an  absurd  scruple.     Why 
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would  yon  not  have  that  seat,  and  be  snch  a  pwitain  ?  Why 
fihoold  you  refuse  what  is  mine  by  right — by  right,  entendez- 
vous?'* 

"  You  know  all,  then  ?  "  said  Pen. 

*'  Only  within  a  month.  But  I  have  suspected  ever  since 
Baymouth — nHmporte  since  when.  It  is  not  too  late.  He  is 
as  if  he  had  never  been ;  and  there  is  a  position  in  the  world 
before  you  yet.  Why  not  sit  in  Parliament,  exert  your  talent, 
and  give  a  place  in  the  world  to  yourself,  to  your  wife  ?  I 
take  celui'lc^.  II  est  bon.  II  est  riche.  II  est — vous  le  con- 
naissez  autant  que  mo»,  enfin.  Think  you  that  I  would  not  pre- 
fer un  homme  qvifera  parler  de  mai  ?  If  the  secret  appears,  I 
am  rich  ^  miUions.  How  does  it  affect  me?  It  is  not  my 
fiftult.    It  will  never  appear." 

**  You  will  tell  Harry  everything,  won't  you  ?  " 

**Je  comprends.  Vous  refusez,'*  said  Blanche,  savagely. 
''I  will  tell  Harry  at  my  own  time,  when  we  are  married. 
You  will  not  betray  me,  will  you  ?  You,  having  a  defenceless 
girl's  secret,  will  not  turn  upon  her  and  use  it  ?  S'il  me  plait 
de  le  cocker,  vion  secret ;  pourquoi  le  donnerai-je  f  Je  Vaimt, 
mon  pauvre  plre,  voyez-vous  ?  I  would  rather  live  with  that 
man  than  with  you  fades  intriguers  of  the  world.  I  must 
have  emotions — U  m'en  donne.  II  m*ecrit.  H  icrit  tres-bien, 
voyeZ'Vous — comine  un  pirate — comme  un  Bohemien — comme  un 
homme.  But  for  this  I  would  have  said  to  my  mother — Ma 
m£re  I  quittons  ce  Idche  mxiri,  cette  Idchc  societe — retcumons  a 
mon  perc,'* 

"  The  pirate  would  have  wearied  you  like  the  rest,"  said 
Pen. 

*'Ehf  n  me  faut  des  emotionSy'  said  Blanche.  Pen  had 
never  seen  her  or  known  so  much  about  her  in  all  the  years 
of  their  intimacy  as  he  saw  and  knew  now :  though  he  saw 
more  than  existed  in  reality.  For  this  young  lady  was  not 
able  to  carry  out  any  emotion  to  the  fall;  but  had  a  sham 
enthusiasm,  a  sham  hatred,  a  sham  love,  a  sham  taste,  a 
sham  grief,  each  of  which  flared  and  shone  very  vehemently 
for  an  instant,  but  subsided  and  gave  place  to  the  next  sham 
emotion. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

A   CHAPTES  OF    lUTCH-UAEINa. 

PON  the  platform  at  Tunbridge, 
Pen  fumed  and  fretted  until 
the  arrival  of  the  evening  train 
to  London,  a  full  half-hour, — 
BIX  hours  it  seemed  to  him ;  but 
even  this  immense  interval  was 
passed,  the  train  arrived,  the 
train  sped  on,  the  London  lights 
came  in  view — a  gentleman  who 
forgot  his  carpet-bag  in  the 
train  rushed  at  a  cab,  and  said 
to  the  man,  "  Drive  as  hard  as 
you  can  go  to  Jermyn  Street." 
The  cabman,  although  a  Han- 
som cabman,  said  "  Thank 
you"  for  the  gratuity  which 
was  put  into  his  hand,  and 
Pen  ran  up  the  stairs  of  the 
hotel  to  Lady  Bockminster's 
apartments.  Laura  was  alone 
in  the  drawing-room,  reading,  with  a  pale  face,  by  the 
lamp.  The  pale  face  looked  up  when  Pen  opened  the  door. 
May  we  follow  him  ?  The  great  moments  of  life  are  but 
moments  like  the  others.  Your  doom  is  spoken  in  a  word 
or  two.  A  single  look  from  the  eyes;  a  mere  pressure  of 
the  hand,  may  decide  it ;  or  of  the  lips,  though  they  cannot 
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When  Lady  Bockminster,  who  has  had  her  after-dinner 
nap,  gets  up  and  goes  into  her  sitting-room,  we  may  enter 
with  her  Ladyship. 

"  Upon  my  word,  yonng  people ! "  are  the  first  words  she 
says,  and  her  attendant  makes  wondering  eyes  over  her 
shoulder.  And  well  may  she  say  so;  and  well  may  the  at- 
tendant cast  wondering  eyes ;  for  the  yonng  people  are  in  an 
attitude ;  and  Pen  in  such  a  position  as  every  young  lady  who 
reads  this  has  heard  tell  of,  or  has  seen,  or  hopes,  or  at  any 
rate  deserves  to  see. 

In  a  word,  directly  he  entered  the  room.  Pen  went  up  to 
Laura  of  the  pale  face,  who  had  not  time  even  to  say.  What, 
back  so  soon?  and  seizing  her  outstretched  and  trembling 
hand  just  as  she  was  rising  from  her  chair,  fell  down  on 
his  knees  before  her,  and  said  quickly,  "I  have  seen  her. 
She  has  engaged  herself  to  Harry  Foker — and — and  now, 
Laura?" 

The  hand  gives  a  pressure — the  eyes  beam  a  reply — the 
quivering  Ups  answer,  though  speechless.  Pen's  head  sinks 
down  in  the  girFs  lap,  as  he  sobs  out,  "  CJome  and  bless  us, 
dear  mother!"  and  arms  as  tender  as  Helen's  once  more 
enfold  him. 

In  this  juncture  it  is  that  Lady  Bockminster  comes  in  and 
says,  "Upon  my  word,  young  people!  Beck!  leave  the  room. 
What  do  yoxi  want  poking  your  nose  in  here  ?  " 

Pen  starts  up  with  looks  of  triumph,  still  holding  Laura's 
hand.  "  She  is  consoling  me  for  my  misfortune,  ma'am,"  he 
says. 

"  Wliat  do  you  mean  by  kissing  her  hand  ?  I  don't  know 
what  you  will  be  next  doing." 

Pen  kissed  her  Ladyship's.  "  /  have  been  to  Tunbridge," 
he  says,  "  and  seen  Miss  Amory ;  and  find  on  my  arrival  that 
— that  a  villain  has  transplanted  me  in  her  affections,"  he 
says  with  a  tragedy  air. 

"  Is  that  all  ?  Is  that  what  you  were  whimpering  on  your 
knees  about  ? "  says  the  old  lady,  growing  angry.  "  You 
might  have  kept  the  news  till  to-morrow." 

"  Yes — another  has  superseded  me,"  goes  on  Pen ;  "  but 
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why  call  him  villain?    He  is  brave,  he  is  constant,  he  is 
young,  he  is  wealthy,  he  is  beautiful." 

"What  stuff  are  you  talking,  sir?"  cried  the  old  lady. 
"  What  has  happened  ?  " 

"  Miss  Amory  has  jilted  me,  and  accepted  Henry  Foker, 
Esquire.  I  found  her  warbling  ditties  to  him  as  he  lay  at  her 
feet ;  presents  had  been  accepted,  vows  exchanged,  these  ten 
days.  Harry  was  old  Mrs.  Planter's  rheumatism,  which  kept 
dearest  Laura  out  of  the  house.  He  is  the  most  constant  and 
generous  of  men.  He  has  promised  the  living  of  Logwood  to 
Lady  Ann's  husband,  and  given  her  a  splendid  present  on  her 
marriage;  and  he  rushed  to  fling  himself  at  Blanche's  feet 
the  instant  he  found  he  was  free." 

"And  so,  as  you  can't  get  Blanche,  you  put  up  with  Laura: 
is  that  it,  sir  ?  "  asked  the  old  lady. 

"  He  acted  nobly,"  Laura  said. 

"  I  acted  as  she  bade  me,"  said  Pen.  "  Never  mind  how. 
Lady  Eockminster:  but  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge  and 
power.  And  if  you  mean  that  I  am  not  worthy  of  Laura,  I 
know  it,  and  pray  Heaven  to  better  me ;  and  if  the  love  and 
company  of  the  best  and  purest  creature  in  the  world  can  do 
so,  at  least  I  shall  have  these  to  help  me." 

"Hm,  hm,"  replied  the  old  lady  to  this,  looking  with  rather 
an  appeased  air  at  the  young  people.  "It  is  all  very  well ; 
but  I  should  have  preferred  Bluebeard." 

And  now  Pen,  to  divert  the  conversation  from  a  theme 
which  was  growing  painful  to  some  parties  present,  bethought 
him  of  his  interview  with  Huxter  in  the  morning,  and  of 
Fanny  Bolton's  affairs,  which  he  had  forgotten  under  the  im- 
mediate pressure  and  excitement  of  his  own.  And  he  told  the 
ladies  how  Huxter  had  elevated  Fanny  to  the  rank  of  wife, 
and  what  terrors  he  was  in  respecting  the  arrival  of  his  father. 
He  described  the  scene  with  considerable  humour,  taking  care 
to  dwell  especially  upon  that  part  of  it  which  concerned 
Fanny's  coquetry  and  irrepressible  desire  of  captivating  man- 
kind; his  meaning  being,  "You  see,  Laura,  I  was  not  so  guilty 
in  that  Uttle  affair ;  it  was  the  girl  who  made  love  to  me,  and 
I  who  resisted.  As  I  am  no  longer  present,  the  little  Siren 
practises  her  arts  and  fascinations  upon  others.     Let  that 
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transaction  be  forgotten  in  your  mind,  if  yon  please ;  or  visit 
me  with  a  very  gentle  punishment  for  my  error." 

Laura  understood  his  meaning  under  the  eagerness  of  his 
explanations.  "If  you  did  any  wrong,  you  repented,  dear 
Pen,"  she  said,  "  and  you  know,"  she  added,  with  meaning 
eyes  and  blushes,  "  that  /  have  no  right  to  reproach  you." 

"  Hm ! "  grumbled  the  old  lady;  "  I  should  have  preferred 
Bluebeard." 

"  The  past  is  broken  away.  The  morrow  is  before  us.  I 
will  do  my  best  to  make  your  morrow  happy,  dear  Laura," 
Pen  said.  His  heart  was  humbled  by  the  prospect  of  his 
happiness :  it  stood  awe-stricken  in  the  contemplation  of  her 
sweet  goodness  and  purity.  He  liked  his  wife  better  that  she 
had  owned  to  that  passing  feeling  for  Warrington,  and  laid 
bare  her  generous  heart  to  him.  And  she — very  likely  she 
was  thinking,  "How  strange  it  is  that  I  ever  should  have 
cared  for  another ;  I  am  vexed  almost  to  think  I  care  for  him 
so  little,  am  so  little  sorry  that  he  is  gone  away.  Oh,  in  these 
past  two  months  how  I  have  learned  to  love  Arthur !  I  care 
about  nothing  but  Arthur ;  my  waking  and  sleeping  thoughts 
are  about  him ;  he  is  never  absent  from  me.  And  to  think 
that  he  is  to  be  mine,  mine !  and  that  I  am  to  marry  him, 
and  not  to  be  his  servant  as  I  expected  to  be  only  tliis  morn- 
ing ;  for  I  would  have  gone  down  on  my  knees  to  Blanche  to 
beg  her  to  let  me  live  with  him.  And  now — Oh,  it  is  too 
much.  Oh,  mother!  mother,  that  you  were  here!  "  Indeed, 
she  felt  as  if  Helen  were  there — by  her  actually,  though  in- 
visibly. A  halo  of  happiness  beamed  from  her.  She  moved 
with  a  diflferent  step,  and  bloomed  with  a  new  beauty.  Arthur 
saw  the  change ;  and  the  old  Lady  Eockminster  remarked  it 
with  her  shrewd  eyes. 

"What  a  sly  demure  little  wretch  you  have  been,"  she 
whispered  to  Laura — while  Pen,  in  great  spirits,  was  laughing, 
and  telling  his  story  about  Huxter — "  and  how  you  have  kept 
your  secret ! " 

"  How  are  we  to  help  the  young  couple?  "  said  Laura.  Of 
course  Miss  Laura  felt  an  interest  in  all  young  couples,  as 
generous  lovers  always  love  other  lovers. 

*•  We  must  go  and  see  them,"  said  Pen. 
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"  Of  course  we  must  go  and  see  them,"  said  Laura.  **  I 
intend  to  be  very  fond  of  Fanny.  Let  us  go  this  instant. 
Lady  Eockminster,  may  I  have  the  carriage  ?  " 

**  Go  now ! — Why,  you  stupid  creature,  it  is  eleven  o'clock 
at  night.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Huxter  have  got  their  nightcaps  on, 
I  dare  say.  And  it  is  time  for  you  to  go  now.  Good-night, 
Mr.  Pendennis." 

Arthur  and  Laura  begged  for  ten  minutes  more. 

"  We  will  go  to-morrow  morning,  then.  I  will  come  and 
fetch  you  with  Martha." 

"An  earl's  coronet,"  said  Pen,  who,  no  doubt,  was  pleased 
himself,  "  will  have  a  great  eflfect  in  Lamb  Court  and  Smith- 
field.  Stay — Lady  Eockminster,  will  you  join  us  in  a  little 
conspiracy  ?  " 

"  How  do  you  mean  conspiracy,  young  man  ?  " 

**  Will  you  please  to  be  a  little  ill  to-morrow ;  and  when 
old  Mr.  Huxter  arrives,  will  you  let  me  call  him  in  ?  If  he  is 
put  into  a  good  humour  at  the  notion  of  attending  a  baronet 
in  the  country,  what  influence  won't  a  countess  have  on  him? 
When  he  is  softened — when  he  is  quite  ripe,  we  will  break 
the  secret  upon  him ;  bring  in  the  young  people,  extort  the 
paternal  benediction,  and  finish  the  comedy." 

"  A  parcel  of  stuff,"  said  the  old  lady.  "  Take  your  hat, 
sir.  Come  away,  miss.  There — my  head  is  turned  another 
way.  Good-night,  young  people."  And  who  knows  but  the 
old  lady  thought  of  her  own  early  days  as  sjie  went  away  on 
Laura's  arm,  nodding  her  head,  and  humming  to  herself? 

With  the  early  morning  came  Laura  and  Martha,  accord- 
ing to  appointment;  and  the  desired  sensation  was,  let  us 
hope,  effected  in  Lamb  Court,  whence  the  three  proceeded  to 
wait  upon  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Samuel  Huxter,  at  their  residence  in 
Charterhouse  Lane. 

The  two  ladies  looked  at  each  other  with  great  interest, 
and  not  a  little  emotion  on  Fanny's  part.  She  had  not  seen 
her  "guardian,"  as  she  was  pleased  to  call  Pen  in  consequence 
of  his  bequest,  since  the  event  had  occurred  which  had  united 
her  to  Mr.  Huxter. 

"  Samuel  told  me  how  kind  you  had  been,"  she  said. 
"You  were  always  very  kind,  Mr.  Pendennis.     And — and  I 
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hope  your  friend  is  better,  who  was  took  ill  in  Shepherd's  Inn,, 
ma'am." 

"  My  name  is  Laura,"  said  the  other,  with  a  blush.  "  I 
am — that  is,  I  was — that  is,  I  am  Arthur's  sister :  and  we 
shall  always  love  you  for  being  so  good  to  him  when  he  was 
ill.  And  when  we  Uve  in  the  country,  I  hope  we  shall  see  each 
other.  And  I  shall  be  always  happy  to  hear  of  your  happi- 
ness, Fanny." 

"We  are  going  to  do  what  you  and  Huxter  have  done, 
Fanny. — Where  is  Huxter  ?  What  nice  snug  lodgings  you've 
got !     What  a  pretty  cat ! " 

While  Fanny  is  answering  these  questions  in  reply  to  Pen, 
Laura  says  to  herself — "  Well,  now  really!  is  this  the  creature 
about  whom  we  were  all  so  frightened  ?  What  could  he  see  in 
her  ?  She's  a  homely  Uttle  thing,  but  such  manners  !  Well, 
she  was  very  kind  to  him, — bless  her  for  that." 

Mr.  Samuel  had  gone  out  to  meet  his  Pa.  Mrs.  Huxter 
said  that  the  old  gentleman  was  to  arrive  that  day  at  the 
Somerset  Coffee-House  in  the  Strand ;  and  Fanny  confessed 
that  she  was  in  a  sad  tremor  about  the  meeting.  "If  his 
parents  cast  him  ofif,  what  are  we  to  do?  "  she  said.  "  I  shall 
never  pardon  myself  for  bringing  ruing  on  my  'usband's  'ead. 
You  must  intercede  for  us,  Mr.  Arthur.  If  mortal  man  can, 
you  can  bend  and  influence  Mr.  'Uxter  senior."  Fanny  still 
regarded  Pen  in  the  light  of  a  superior  being,  that  was  evi- 
dent. No  doubt  Arthur  thought  of  the  past,  as  he  marked  the 
solemn  little  tragedy-airs  and  looks,  the  little  ways,  the  little 
trepidations,  vanities,  of  the  Uttle  bride.  As  soon  as  the 
interview  was  over  entered  Messrs.  Linton  and  Blades,  who 
came,  of  course,  to  visit  Huxter,  and  brought  with  them  a  fine 
fragrance  of  tobacco.  They  had  watched  the  carriage  at  the 
baker's  door,  and  remarked  the  coronet  with  awe.  They  asked 
of  Fanny  who  was  that  uncommonly  heavy  swell  who  had  just 
driven  off?  and  pronounced  the  countess  to  be  the  right  sort. 
And  when  they  heard  that  it  was  Mr.  Pendonnis  and  his  sister, 
they  remarked  that  Pen's  father  was  only  a  sawbones ;  and 
that  he  gave  himself  confounded  airs;  they  had  been  in 
Huxtcr's  company  on  the  night  of  his  little  altercation  with 
Pen  in  the  Back  Kitchen. 
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Returning  homewards  through  Fleet  Street,  and  as  Laura 
was  just  stating,  to  Pen's  infinite  amusement,  that  Fanny  was 
very  well,  but  that  really  there  was  no  beauty  in  her, — there 
might  be,  but  she  could  not  see  it, — as  they  were  locked  near 
Temple  Bar,  they  saw  young  Huxter  returning  to  his  bride. 
"  The  governor  had  arrived ;  was  at  the  Somerset  Coffee-House 
— was  in  tolerable  good  humour — something  about  the  railway : 
but  he  had  been  afraid  to  speak  about — about  that  business, 
would  Mr.  Pendennis  try  it  on  ?  " 

Pen  said  he  would  go  and  call  at  that  moment  upon  Mr. 
Huxter,  and  see  what  might  be  done.  Huxter  junior  would 
lurk  outside  whilst  that  awful  interview  took  place.  The  coro- 
net on  the  carriage  inspired  his  soul  also  with  wonder;  and 
old  Mr.  Huxter  himself  beheld  it  with  delight,  as  he  looked 
from  the  cofifee-house  window  on  that  Strand  which  it  was 
always  a  treat  to  him  to  survey. 

**  And  I  can  afford  to  give  myself  a  lark,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
Huxter,  shaking  hands  with  Pen.  "  Of  course  you  know  the 
news  ?  We  have  got  our  bill,  sir.  We  shall  have  our  branch 
line — our  shares  are  up,  sir — and  we  buy  your  three  fields 
along  the  Brawl,  and  put  a  pretty  penny  into  your  pocket,  Mr. 
Pendennis." 

"  Indeed  ! — that  was  good  news."  Pen  remembered  that 
there  was  a  letter  from  Mr.  Tatham,  at  Chambers,  these  three 
days ;  but  he  had  not  opened  the  communication,  being  inte- 
rested with  other  affairs. 

"  I  hope  you  don't  intend  to  grow  rich,  and  give  up  prac- 
tice," said  Pen.  **  We  can't  lose  you  at  Clavering,  Mr.  Huxter  ; 
though  I  hear  very  good  accounts  of  your  son.  My  friend,  Dr. 
Goodenough,  speaks  most  highly  of  his  talents.  It  is  hard 
that  a  man  of  your  eminence,  though,  should  be  kept  in  a 
country  town." 

**  The  metropolis  would  have  been  my  sphere  of  action,  sir," 
said  Mr.  Huxter,  surveying  the  Strand.  "  But  a  man  takes 
his  business  where  he  finds  it ;  and  I  succeeded  to  that  of  my 
father." 

"  It  was  my  father's,  too,"  said  Pen.  "  I  sometimes  wish 
I  had  followed  it." 

"  You,  sir,  have  taken  a  more  lofty  career,"  said  the  old 
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gentleman.  '*  You  aspire  to  the  senate :  and  to  literary 
lionoui's.  You  wield  the  poet's  pen,  sir,  and  move  in  the 
circles  of  fashion.  We  keep  an  eye  upon  you  at  Clavering. 
We  read  your  name  in  the  lists  of  the  select  parties  of  the 
nobility.  Why,  it  was  only  the  other  day  that  my  wife  was  re- 
marking how  odd  it  was  that  at  a  party  at  the  Earl  of  Kidder- 
minster's your  name  was  iwt  mentioned.  To  what  member  of 
the  aristocracy  may  I  ask  does  that  equipage  belong  from 
which  I  saw  you  descend  ?  The  Countess  Dowager  of  Bock- 
minster  ?    How  is  her  Ladyship  ?  " 

"  Her  Ladyship  is  not  very  well ;  and  when  I  heard  that 
you  were  coming  to  town,  I  strongly  urged  her  to  see  you,  Mr. 
Huxter,"  Pen  said.  Old  Huxter  felt,  if  he  had  a  hundred 
votes  for  Clavering,  he  would  give  them  all  to  Pen. 

**  There  is  an  old  friend  of  yours  in  the  carriage— a  Cla* 
vering  lady  too — will  you  come  out  and  speak  to  her  ?  "  asked 
Pen.  The  old  surgeon  was  delighted  to  speak  to  a  coronetted 
carriage  in  the  midst  of  the  full  Strand :  he  ran  out  bowing 
and  smiling.  Huxter  junior,  dodging  about  the  district,  be- 
held the  meeting  between  his  father  and  Laura,  saw  the  latter 
put  out  her  hand,  and  presently,  after  a  little  colloquy  with 
Pen,  beheld  his  father  actually  jump  into  the  carriage,  and 
drive  away  with  Miss  Bell. 

There  was  no  room  for  Arthur,  who  came  back,  laughing, 
to  the  young  surgeon,  and  told  him  whither  his  parent  was 
bound.  During  the  whole  of  the  journey,  that  artful  Laura 
coaxed,  and  wheedled,  and  cajoled  him  so  adroitly,  that  the  old 
gentleman  would  have  granted  her  anything ;  and  Lady  Rock- 
minster  achieved  the  victory  over  him  by  complimenting  him 
on  his  skill,  and  professing  her  anxiety  to  consult  him.  WTiat 
were  her  Ladyship's  symptoms  ?  Should  he  meet  her  Lady- 
ship's usual  medical  attendant  ?  Mr.  Jones  was  called  out  of 
town  ?  He  should  be  dehghted  to  devote  his  very  best  ener- 
gies and  experience  to  her  Ladyship's  service. 

He  was  so  charmed  with  his  patient,  that  he  wrote  home 
about  her  to  his  wife  and  family ;  he  talked  of  nothing  but 
Lady  Eockminster  to  Samuel,  when  that  youth  came  to  par- 
take of  beef-steak  and  oyster-sauce,  and  accompany  his  parent 
to  the  play.     There  was  a  simple  grandeur,  a  polite  urbanity. 
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a  high-bred  grace  about  her  Ladyship,  which  he  had  never 
witnessed  in  any  woman.  Her  symptoms  did  not  seem  alarm- 
ing :  he  had  prescribed — Spir :  Ammon :  Aromat :  with  a  Httle 
Spir :  Menth  :  Pip :  and  orange-flower,  which  would  be  all  that 
was  necessary. 

''Miss  Bell  seemed  to  be  on  the  most  confidential  and 
affectionate  footing  with  her  Ladyship.  She  was  about  to  form 
a  matrimonial  connection.  All  young  people  ought  to  marry. 
Such  were  her  Ladyship's  words;  and  the  Countess  conde- 
scended to  ask  respecting  my  own  family,  and  I  mentioned 
you  by  name  to  her  Ladyship,  Sam,  my  boy.  I  shall  look  in 
to-morrow,  when,  if  the  remedies  which  I  have  prescribed  for 
her  Ladyship  have  had  the  effect  which  I  anticipate,  I  shall 
probably  follow  them  up  by  a  Uttle  Spir :  Lavend :  Comp : — 
and  so  set  my  noble  patient  up.  What  is  the  theatre  which  is 
most  frequented  by  the — by  the  higher  classes  m  town,  hey, 
Sam  ?  and  to  what  amusement  will  you  take  an  old  country 
doctor  to-night,  hey,  sir  ?  " 

On  the  next  day,  when  Mr.  Huxter  called  in  Jermyn  Street 
at  twelve  o'clock.  Lady  Rockminster  had  not  yet  left  her  room, 
but  Miss  Bell  and  Mr.  Pendennis  were  in  waiting  to  receive 
him.  Lady  Bockminster  had  had  a  most  comfortable  night, 
and  was  getting  on  as  well  as  possible.  How  had  Mr.  Huxter 
amused  himself?  at  the  theatre?  with  his  son?  What  a 
capital  piece  it  was,  and  how  charmingly  Mrs.  O'Leary  looked 
and  sang  it !  and  what  a  good  fellow  young  Huxter  was !  liked 
by  everybody,  an  honour  to  his  profession.  He  has  not  his 
father's  manners,  I  grant  you,  or  that  old-world  tone  which 
is  passing  away  from  us,  but  a  more  excellent,  sterling  fel- 
low never  lived.  "  He  ought  to  practise  in  the  country  what- 
ever you  do,  sir,"  said  Arthur.  "  He  ought  to  marry — other 
people  are  going  to  do  so — and  settle." 

**  The  very  words  that  her  Ladyship  used  yesterday,  Mr. 
Pendennis.     He  ought  to  marry.     Sam  should  marry,  sir." 

"  The  town  is  full  of  temptations,  sir,"  continued  Pen.    The 
old  gentleman  thought  of  that  houri,  Mrs.  O'Leary. 

"  There  is  no  better  safeguard  for  a  young  man  than  an 
early  marriage  with  an  honest  affectionate  creature." 

"  No  better,  sir,  no  better." 
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"  And  love  is  better  than  money,  isn't  it  ?  " 

''  Indeed  it  is/'  said  Miss  Bell. 

''  I  agree  with  so  fair  an  authority/'  said  the  old  gentle- 
man, with  a  bow. 

"  And — and  suppose,  sir,"  Pen  said,  "  that  I  had  a  piece  of 
news  to  communicate  to  you." 

"  God  bless  my  soul,  Mr.  Pendennis ;  what  do  you  mean  ?" 
asked  the  old  gentleman. 

"  Suppose  I  had  to  tell  you  that  a  young  man,  carried 
away  by  an  irresistible  passion  for  an  admirable  and  most  vir- 
tuous young  creature — whom  everybody  falls  in  love  with — 
had  consulted  the  dictates  of  reason  and  his  heart,  and  had 
married.  Suppose  I  were  to  tell  you  that  that  man  is  my 
friend ;  that  our  excellent,  our  truly  noble  friend  the  Countess 
Dowager  of  Sockminster  is  truly  interested  about  him  (and 
you  may  fancy  what  a  young  man  can  do  in  life  when  that 
family  is  interested  for  him) ;  suppose  I  were  to  tell  you  that 
you  know  him — that  he  is  here — that  he  is " 

"  Sam  married !  God  bless  my  soul,  sir,  you  don't  mean 
that ! " 

"  And  to  such  a  nice  creature,  dear  Mr.  Huxter." 

"  Her  Ladyship  is  charmed  with  her/'  said  Pen,  telling  al- 
most the  first  fib  which  he  has  told  in  the  course  of  this  story. 

**  Married  !  the  rascal,  is  he  ?  "  thought  the  old  gentleman. 

**  They  will  do  it,  sir,"  said  Pen ;  and  went  and  opened 
the  door. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Samuel  Huxter  issued  thence,  and  both  came 
and  knelt  down  before  the  old  gentleman.  The  kneeling  little 
Fanny  found  favour  in  his  sight.  There  mu%i  have  been  some- 
thing attractive  about  her,  in  spite  of  Laura's  opinion. 

**Will  never  do  so  any  more,  sir/'  said  Sam. 

"Get  up,  sir/*  said  Mr.  Huxter.  And  they  got  up,  and 
Fanny  came  a  little  nearer  and  a  little  nearer  still,  and  looked 
so  pretty  and  pitiful,  that  somehow  Mr.  Huxter  found  him- 
self kissing  the  little  crying-laughing  thing,  and  feeling  as  if 
he  liked  it. 

** What's  your  name,  my  dear?"  he  said,  after  a  minute 
of  this  sport. 

**  Fanny,  papa,"  said  Mrs.  Samuel. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVn. 

EXEUNT    OUNES. 

,  UB  characters  are  all  a  month  older 
than  they  were  when  the  last-de- 
scribed adventures  and  conversa- 
tions occurred,  and  a  great  number 
of  the  personages  of  our  story  have 
chanced  to  re-assemble  at  the  little 
country  town  where  we  were  first  in- 
troduced to  them.  Frederic  Light- 
foot,  formerly  viaitre-d'kOtel  in  the 
service  of  Sir  Francis  Ciavering,  of 
Clavering  Park,  Bart.,  has  begged 
leave  to  inform    the  nobility  and 

gentry  of  shire   that  he  haa 

taken  that  well-known  and  comfort- 
able hotel,  the  "Clavering  Arms," 
in  Clavering,  where  he  hopes  for  the 
continued  patronage  of  the  gentle- 
men and  families  of  the  connty. 
"  This  ancient  and  well-established 
house,"  Mr.  Lightfoot's  manifesto  states,  "  has  been  repaired 
and  decorated  in  a  style  of  the  greatest  comfort.  Gentlemen 
hunting  with  the  Dumplingbeare  hounds  will  find  excellent 
stabling  and  loose  boxes  for  horses  at  the  '  Clavering  Arms.' 
A  commodious  bilHard-room  has  been  attached  to  the  hotel, 
and  tlie  cellars  have  been  furnished  with  the  choicest  wines 
and  spirits,  selected,  without  regard  to  expense,  by  P.  L. 
Commercial  gentlemen  will  find  the  '  Clavering  Arms '  a  most 
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comf'jr:abIe  plact  of  r»i:=ort :  and  the  scale  of  ecarges  has  been 
re-rilaccti  for  alL  =«3  a*  to  rates  the  ■cco&^mifiii  spirit  of  the 
pr»5seiit  tnnes-" 

Indffeii.  there  is  a  cozisiiierabie  air  of  liveliness  ak^nt  the 
oLi  inn.  The  Gaverin;!  arms  have  been  splendidly  repainted 
ov-rr  the  .satewav.  The  ci3Sre-r>3ni  windows  are  brizhi  and 
fresh,  and  dct!orated  with  Christmas  hoiiy:  the  magistrates 
have  met  in  petty  aessions  in  the  cari-room  of  the  Old  As- 
sembly. The  ^rmers'  ordinarr  is  held  as  of  old.  and  fre- 
qnented  by  increased  numbers,  who  are  pleased  with  Mrs. 
Lizhtf<»t's  ^rvuiA^f.  Her  Indian  enrries  and  mnlligatawny 
soap  are  especially  popolar:  ]kIajor  Stokes,  the  respected 
tenant  of  Faznsaks  Cottage.  Captain  Glanders.  H.P..  and  other 
resident  gentry,  have  pronoonced  in  their  fsivoor.  and  have 
partaken  of  them  more  than  once,  both  in  private  and  at  the 
ilinner  of  the  Clavering  Institute,  attendant  on  the  incorpora- 
tion of  the  reading-room,  and  when  the  chief  inhabitants  of 
that  fionrishing  little  town  met  together  and  did  justice  to  the 
hostess's  excellent  cheer.  The  chair  was  taken  bv  Sir  Francis 
Clavering.  Bart.,  supported  by  the  esteemed  rector.  Dr.  Port- 
man  :  the  vice-chair  bein:?  ably  filled  by  —  Barker.  Esq.  (snp- 
porteil  by  the  Rev.  J.  Simox-  and  the  Rev.  S.  Jowls».  the 
enterprising  head  of  the  rib  Ion  iictory  in  Clavering,  and 
ehirf  dir-h^tor  of  the  Clavering  ani  Chatteris  Branch  of  the 
Grea:  Western  Railway.  ';:chich  will  V-e  opened  in  another  year, 
and  nD-jn  the  works  of  which  the  enrineers  and  workmen  are 
now  busilv  en^JLiied. 

'*  An  in:erestin:z  event,  which  is  likely  to  take  place  in  the 
life  of  o::r  talented  townsman.  Arthur  Pendennis.  Es^j..  has, 
we  understand,  caused  him  to  relinquish  the  intentions  which 
he  had  of  offering  himself  as  a  candidate  for  our  borough: 
and  rumour  whispers  "  •  says  the  Ckatten*  Champion.  Clarfr- 
i'\7  A7Ti*vihftriit^  and  B'vrm*^Hrh  FUhyrman, — that  independent 
county  paper,  so  distin^oiished  for  its  unswerving  principles 
and  lovaltv  to  the  British  oak.  and  so  elieiUe  a  medium  for 
advertisements* — "  rumour  states,"  says  the  C  C.  C  A.,  and 
B.  F..  "that  should  Sir  Francis  Clavering s  failing  health 
obliiie  him  to  relinquish  his  seat  in  Parliament,  he  will  vacate 
it  in  favour  of  a  young  gentleman  of  colossal  fortune  and 
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related  to  the  highest  aristocracy  of  the  empire,  who  is  about 
to  contract  a  matrimonial  alliance  with  an  accomplished  and 
lovely  lady,  connected  by  the  nearest  ties  with  the  respected 
family  at  Clavering  Park.  Lady  Clavering  and  Miss  Amory 
have  arrived  at  the  Park  for  the  Christmas  hoUdays ;  and  we 
understand  that  a  large  number  of  the  aristocracy  are  ex- 
pected, and  that  festivities  of  a  peculiarly  interesting  nature 
will  take  place  there  at  the  commencement  of  the  new  year." 

The  ingenious  reader,  will  be  enabled,  by  the  help  of  the 
above  announcement,  to  understand  what  has  taken  place 
during  the  Uttle  break  which  has  occurred  in  our  narrative* 
Although  Lady  Bockminster  grumbled  a  Uttle  at  Laura's  pre- 
ference for  Pendennis  over  Bluebeard,  those  who  are  aware  of 
the  latter's  secret  will  understand  that  the  young  girl  could 
make  no  other  choice,  and  the  kind  old  lady  who  had  con- 
stituted herself  Miss  Bell's  guardian  was  not  ill  pleased  that 
she  was  to  fulfil  the  great  purpose  in  life  of  young  ladies  and 
marry.  She  informed  her  maid  of  the  interesting  event  that 
very  night,  and  of  course  Mrs.  Beck,  who  was  perfectly  aware 
of  every  single  circumstance,  and  kept  by  Martha,  of  Fair- 
oaks,  in  the  fullest  knowledge  of  what  was  passing,  was  im- 
mensely surprised  and  deUghted.  "  Mr.  Pendennis's  income 
is  so  much ;  the  railroad  will  give  him  so  much  more,  he 
states;  Miss  Bell  has  so  much,  and  may  probably  have  a 
little  more  one  day.  For  persons  in  their  degree,  they  will 
be  able  to  manage  very  well.  And  I  shall  speak  to  my 
nephew  Pynsent,  who  I  suspect  was  once  rather  attached  ta 
her, — but  of  course  that  was  out  of  the  question  ("  Oh !  of 
course,  my  Lady ;  I  should  think  so  indeed  !  ") — not  that  you 
know  anything  whatever  about  it,  or  have  any  business  to 
think  at  all  on  the  subject, — I  shall  speak  to  George  Pynsent,. 
who  is  now  chief  secretary  of  the  Tape  and  Sealing  Wax: 
Office,  and  have  Mr.  Pendennis  made  something.  And,  Beck, 
in  the  morning  you  will  carry  down  my  compliments  to  Major 
Pendennis,  and  say  that  I  shall  pay  him  a  visit  at  one  o'clock. 
Yes,"  muttered  the  old  lady,  "  the  Major  must  be  reconciled, 
and  he  must  leave  his  fortune  to  Laura's  children." 

Accordingly,  at  one  o'clock,  the  Dowager  Lady  Rock- 
minster  appeared  at  Major  Pendennis's,  who  was  delighted, 
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as  may  be  imagined,  to  receive  so  noble  a  visitor.  The  Major 
had  been  prepared,  if  not  for  the  news  which  her  Ladyship  was 
about  to  give  him,  at  least  with  the  intelligence  that  Pen's 
marriage  with  Miss  Amory  was  broken  off.  The  young 
gentleman  bethinking  him  of  his  uncle,  for  the  first  time  that 
day  it  must  be  owned,  and  meeting  his  new  servant  in  the 
hall  of  the  hotel,  asked  after  the  Major's  health  from  Mr. 
Frosch;  and  then  went  into  the  coffee-room  of  the  hotel, 
where  he  wrote  a  half-dozen  lines  to  acquaint  his  guardian 
with  what  had  occurred.  "  Dear  uncle,"  he  said,  "  if  there 
has  been  any  question  between  us,  it  is  over  now.  I  went  to 
Tunbridge  Wells  yesterday,  and  found  that  somebody  else  had 
carried  off  the  prize  about  which  we  were  hesitating.  Miss  A., 
without  any  compunction  for  me,  has  bestowed  herself  upon 
Harry  Foker,  with  his  fifteen  thousand  a  vear.  I  came 
in  suddenly  upon  their  loves,  and  found  and  left  him  m 
possession. 

''  And  you'll  be  glad  to  hear,  Tatham  writes  me  that  be 
has  sold  three  of  my  fields  at  Fairoaks  to  the  Eailroad  Com- 
pany, at  a  great  figure.  I  will  tell  you  this,  and  more  when 
we  meet ;  and  am  always  your  affectionate — A.  P." 

"  I  think  I  am  aware  of  what  vou  were  about  to  tell  me." 
the  ilajor  said,  with  a  most  courtly  smile  and  bow  to  Pen's 
ambassadress.  **  It  was  a  verv  ^rreat  kindness  of  vour  Ladv- 
ship  to  think  of  bringing  me  the  news.  How  well  you  look  I 
How  Verv  jxood  vou  are  I  How  verv  kind  vou  have  alwavs 
been  to  that  vounj;  man  !  " 

**  It  was  for  the  sake  of  his  uncle,"  said  Lady  Bockminster, 
most  politely. 

*'  He  has  informed  me  of  the  state  of  affairs,  and  written 
me  a  nice  note, — yes,  a  nice  note,"  continued  the  old  gentle- 
man :  **  and  I  find  he  has  had  an  increase  to  his  fortune, — 
yes ;  and.  all  thiniis  considereti.  I  don't  much  re^et  that  this 
afiair  with  Miss  Amory  is  manqnf*\  thouirh  I  wishei  for  it 
once, — in  fact,  all  thinjrs  considered.  I  am  very  glad  of  it." 

••  We  must  console  him.  Major  Pendennis,"  continued  the 
lady :  "  we  must  get  him  a  wife."  The  truth  then  came  across 
the  Major's  mind,  and  he  saw  for  what  purpose  Lady  Eock- 
minster  had  chosen  to  assimie  the  office  of  ambassadress. 
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It  is  not  necessary  to  enter  into  the  conversation  which 
ensued,  or  to  tell  at  any  length  how  her  Ladyship  concluded  a 
negotiation,  which,  in  truth,  was  tolerably  easy.  There  could 
be  no  reason  why  Pen  should  not  marry  according  to  his  own 
and  his  mother's  wish:  and  as  for  Lady  Bockminster,  she 
supported  the  marriage  by  intimations  which  had  very  great 
weight  with  the  Major,  but  of  which  we  shall  say  nothing,  as 
her  Ladyship  (now,  of  course,  much  advanced  in  years)  is  still 
aUve,  and  the  family  might  be  angry;  and,  in  fine,  the  old 
gentleman  was  quite  overcome  by  the  determined  gracious- 
ness  of  the  lady,  and  her  fondness  for  Laura.  Nothing, 
indeed,  could  be  more  bland  and  kind  than  Lady  Bock- 
minster's  whole  demeanour,  except  for  one  moment  when  the 
Major  talked  about  his  boy  throwing  himself  away,  at  which 
her  Ladyship  broke  out  into  a  little  speech,  in  which  she  made 
the  Major  understand,  what  poor  Pen  and  his  friends  acknow- 
ledge very  humbly,  that  Laura  was  a  thousand  times  too  good 
for  him.  Laura  was  fit  to  be  the  wife  of  a  king, — Laura  was 
a  paragon  of  virtue  and  excellence.  And  it  must  be  said,  that 
when  Major  Pendennis  found  that  a  lady  of  the  rank  of  the 
Countess  of  Bockminster  seriously  admired  Miss  Bell,  he  in- 
stantly began  to  admu*e  her  himself. 

So  that  when  Herr  Frosch  was  requested  to  walk  upstairs 
to  Lady  Bockminster*s  apartments,  and  inform  Miss  Bell  and 
Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis  that  the  Major  would  receive  them,  and 
Laura  appeared  blushing  and  happy  as  she  hung  on  Pen's 
arm,  the  Major  gave  a  shaky  hand  to  one  and  the  other,  with 
no  afifected  emotion  and  cordiality,  and  then  went  through 
another  salutation  to  Laura,  which  caused  her  to  blush  still 
more.  Happy  blushes !  bright  eyes  beaming  with  the  light 
of  love !  The  story-teller  turns  from  this  group  to  his  young 
audience,  and  hopes  that  one  day  their  eyes  may  all  shine  so. 

Pen  having  retreated  in  the  most  friendly  manner,  and 
the  lovely  Blanche  having  bestowed  her  young  aflfections  upon 
a  blushing  bridegroom  with  fifteen  thousand  a  year,  there 
was  such  an  outbreak  of  happiness  in  Lady  Clavering's  heart 
and  family  as  the  good  Begum  had  not  known  for  many  a 
year,  and  she  and  Blanche  were  on  the  most  delightful  terms 
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of  cordiality  and  affection.  The  ardent  Foker  pressed  onwards 
the  happy  day,  and  was  as  anxious  as  might  be  expected  to 
abridge  the  period  of  mourning  which  should  put  him  in  pos- 
session of  so  many  charms  and  amiable  qualities,  of  which  he 
had  been  only,  as  it  were,  the  heir-apparent,  not  the  actual 
owner,  until  then.  The  gentle  Blanche,  everything  that  her 
affianced  lord  could  desire,  was  not  averse  to  gratify  the 
wishes  of  her  fond  Henry.  Lady  Clavering  came  up  from 
Tunbridge.  Milliners  and  jewellers  were  set  to  work  and 
engaged  to  prepare  the  deUghtful  paraphernalia  of  Hymen. 
Lady  Clavering  was  in  such  a  good  humour,  that  Sir  Francis 
even  benefited  by  it,  and  such  a  reconciliation  was  effected 
between  this  pair,  that  Sir  Francis  came  to  London,  sate  at 
the  head  of  his  own  table  once  more,  and  appeared  tolerably 
flush  of  money  at  his  bilUard-rooms  and  gambling-houses 
again.  One  day,  when  Major  Pendennis  and  Arthur  went 
to  dine  in  Grosvenor  Place,  they  found  an  old  acquaintance 
established  in  the  quality  of  major-domo,  and  the  gentleman 
in  black,  who,  with  perfect  politeness  and  gravity,  offered 
them  their  choice  of  sweet  or  dry  champagne,  was  no  other 
than  Mr.  James  Morgan.  The  Chevalier  Strong  was  one  of 
the  party;  he  was  in  high  spirits  and  condition,  and  enter- 
tained the  company  with  accounts  of  his  amusements  abroad. 

**  It  was  my  Lady  who  invited  me,"  said  Strong  to  Arthur, 
under  his  voice — **  that  fellow  Morg^  looked  as  black  as 
thunder  when  I  came  in.  He  is  about  no  good  here.  I  will 
go  away  first,  and  wait  for  you  and  Major  Pendennis  at  Hyde 
Park  Gate.'' 

Mr.  Morgan  helped  Major  Pendennis  to  his  great-coat 
when  he  was  quitting  the  house;  and  muttered  something 
about  having  accepted  a  temporary  engagement  with  the 
Clavering  family. 

**  I  have  got  a  paper  of  yours,  Mr.  Morgan,"  said  the  old 
gentleman. 

"  Which  you  can  show,  if  you  please,  to  Sir  Francis,  sir, 
and  perfectly  welcome,"  said  Mr.  Morgan,  with  downcast  eyes. 
**  Tm  very  much  obliged  to  you,  Major  Pendennis,  and  if  I 
can  pay  you  for  all  your  kindness,  I  will." 

Arthur  overheard  the  sentence,  and  saw  the  look  of  hatred 
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which  accompanied  it,  suddenly  cried  out  that  he  had  forgotten 
his  handkerchief,  and  ran  upstairs  to  the  drawing-room  again. 
Foker  was  still  there:  still  lingering  about  his  siren.  Pen 
gave  the  siren  a  look  full  of  meaning,  and  we  suppose  that 
the  siren  understood  meaning  looks,  for  when,  after  finding 
the  veracious  handkerchief  of  which  he  came  in  quest,  he 
once  more  went  out,  the  siren,  with  a  laughing  voice,  said, 
"  Oh,  Arthur — Mr.  Pendennis — I  want  you  to  teU  dear  Laura 
something !  "  and  she  came  out  to  the  door. 

**  What  is  it  ?  "  she  asked,  shutting  the  door. 

**  Have  you  told  Harry?  Do  you  know  that  villain  Morgan 
knows  all  ?  " 

**  I  know  it,"  she  said. 

**  Have  you  told  Harry?  " 

"  No,  no,"  she  said.     "  You  won't  betray  me  ?" 

**  Morgan  will,"  said  Pen. 

"  No,  he  won't,"  said  Blanche.  **  I  have  promised  him — 
nHmporte.  Wait  until  after  our  marriage. — Oh,  until  after  our 
marriage. — Oh,  how  wretched  I  am !  "  said  the  girl,  who  had 
been  all  smiles,  and  grace,  and  gaiety  during  the  evening. 

Arthur  said,  "  I  beg  and  implore  you  to  tell  Harry.  Tell 
him  now.  It  is  no  fault  of  yours.  He  will  pardon  you  any- 
thing.    Tell  him  to-night." 

"  And  give  her  this — II  est  la — with  my  love,  please ;  and 
I  beg  your  pardon  for  calling  you  back ;  and  if  she  will  be  at 
Madame  Crinoline's  at  half-past  three,  and  if  Lady  Rock- 
minster  can  spare  her,  I  should  so  like  to  drive  with  her  in 
the"  Park ; "  and  she  went  in,  singing  and  kissing  her  little 
hand,  as  Morgan  the  velvet-footed  came  up  the  carpeted 
stair. 

Pen  heard  Blanche's  piano  breaking  out  into  brilUant 
music  as  he  went  down  to  join  his  uncle;  and  they  walked 
>away  together.  Arthur  briefly  told  him  what  he  had  done. 
**  What  was  to  be  done  ?  "  he  asked. 

"What  is  to  be  done,  begad?"  said  the  old  gentleman. 
**  WTiat  is  to  be  done  but  to  leave  it  alone  ?  Begad,  let  us  be 
thankful,"  said  the  old  fellow,  with  a  shudder,  "  that  we  are 
x)ut  of  the  business,  and  leave  it  to  those  it  concerns." 

**  I  hope  to  Heaven  she'll  tell  him,"  said  Pen. 
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"Begad,  shell  take  her  own  course/'  said  the  old  man. 
"  Miss  Amory  is  a  deT*Ush  wideawake  girl,  sir,  and  must  play 
her  own  cards ;  and  I*m  doosid  glad  tou  are  out  of  it — doosid 
glad,  begad.  Who's  this  smoking  ?  Oh,  it's  Mr.  Strong  again. 
He  wants  to  put  in  hit  oar,  I  suppose.  I  tell  vou,  don't 
meddle  in  the  business,  Arthur.'' 

Strong  began  once  or  twice,  as  if  to  converse  upon  the  sub- 
ject, but  the  Major  would  not  hear  a  word.  He  remarked  on 
the  moonlight  on  Apsley  House,  the  weather,  the  cabstands — 
anj-thing  but  that  subject.  He  Ixiwed  stiffly  to  Strong,  and 
clung  to  his  nephew's  arm,  as  he  turned  down  St.  James's 
Street,  and  again  cautioner!  Pen  to  leave  the  afiiair  alone. 
"  It  had  like  to  have  cost  vou  so  much,  sir,  that  vou  may 
take  mv  advice,"  he  said. 

When  Arthur  came  out  of  the  hotel.  Strong's  cloak  and 
cigar  were  visible  a  few  doors  off.  The  jolly  Qaevalier  laughed 
as  they  met.  **  I  am  an  old  soldier,  too/'  he  said.  "  I  wanted 
to  talk  to  you,  Pendennis.  I  have  heard  of  all  that  has  hai)- 
pened,  and  all  the  chops  and  changes  that  have  taken  plac^ 
during  my  absence.  I  congratulate  you  on  your  marriage, 
and  I  congratulate  you  on  your  escape  to»^, — ^you  understand 
me.  It  was  not  my  busine-?=  to  spoak,  but  I  know  this,  that 
a  certain  party  is  as  arrant  a  little — well — well,  never  mind 
what.  You  act'E-d  like  a  man  and  a  trump,  and  are  well  out 
of  it.' 

'*  I  have  no  reason  to  complain."  .sai«l  Pen.  **  I  went  back 
to  beg  and  entreat  poor  Blanche  to  tell  Foker  all :  I  hope-,  for 
her  sake,  she  will :  but  I  fear  not.  There  is  but  one  policy, 
Strong,  there  is  but  one.*' 

*'  And  lucky  he  tliat  can  stick  to  it."  said  the  Chevalier. 
"  That  rascal  Morgan  means  mischief.  He  has  been  lurking 
alx>ut  our  Chambers  for  the  last  two  months :  he  has  found 
out  that  poor  mad  devil  Amory's  secret.  He  has  been  trying 
to  discover  where  he  was :  he  has  l.»een  pumpincr  Mr.  Bolton, 
and  making  old  Costigan  drunk  several  times.  He  bribed  the 
Inn  porter  to  tell  him  when  we  came  back :  and  he  has  j;ot 
into  Claverins's  service  on  the  strength  of  his  information. 
He  will  get  very  jiood  pay  for  it.  mark  my  words,  the  villain.'* 

'*  Where  is  Amorv  ?  "  asked  Pen. 
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"At  Boulogne,  I  believe.  I  left  him  there,  and  warned 
him  not  to  come  back.  I  have  broken  with  him,  after  a 
desperate  quarrel,  such  as  one  might  have  expected  with  such 
a  madman.  And  I'm  glad  to  think  that  he  is  in  my  debt 
now,  and  that  I  have  been  the  means  of  keeping  him  out 
of  more  harms  than  one." 

''  He  has  lost  all  his  winnings,  I  suppose  ?  "  said  Fen. 

**  No :  he  is  rather  better  than  when  he  went  away,  or  was 
a  fortnight  ago.  He  had  extraordinary  luck  at  Baden  :  broke 
the  bank  several  nights,  and  was  the  fable  of  the  place.  He 
lied  himself  there  with  a  fellow,  by  the  name  of  Bloundell, 
who  gathered  about  him  a  society  of  all  sorts  of  sharpers, 
male  and  female,  Russians,  Germans,  French,  English. 
Amory  got  so  insolent,  that  I  was  obliged  to  thrash  him  one 
day  within  an  inch  of  his  Ufe.  I  couldn't  help  myself;  the 
fellow  has  plenty  of  pluck,  and  I  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  hit 
out." 

**  And  did  he  call  you  out  ?  "  said  Pen. 

"  You  think  if  I  had  shot  him  I  should  have  done  nobody 
any  harm?  No,  sir :  I  waited  for  his  challenge,  but  it  never 
came :  and  the  next  time  I  met  him  he  begged  my  pardon, 
and  said,  *  Strong,  I  beg  your  pardon ;  you  whopped  me  and 
you  served  me  right.'  I  shook  hands:  but  I  couldn't  live 
with  him  after  that.  I  paid  him  what  I  owed  him  the  night 
before,"  said  Strong  with  a  blush.  "  I  pawned  everything  to 
pay  him,  and  then  I  went  with  my  last  ten  florins,  and  had  a 
shy  at  the  roulette.  If  I  had  lost,  I  should  have  let  him  shoot 
me  in  the  morning.  I  was  weary  of  my  life.  By  Jove,  sir, 
isn't  it  a  shame  that  a  man  like  me,  who  may  have  had  a  few 
bills  out,  but  who  never  deserted  a  friend,  or  did  any  unfair 
action,  shouldn't  be  able  to  turn  his  hand  to  anything  to  get 
bread  ?  I  made  a  good  night,  sir,  at  roulette,  and  I've  done 
with  that.  I'm  going  into  the  wine  business.  My  wife's  re- 
lations live  at  Cadiz.  I  intend  to  bring  over  Spanish  wine 
and  hams ;  there's  a  fortune  to  be  made  by  it,  eir, — a  fortune. 
— Here's  my  card.  If  you  want  any  sherry  or  hams,  recollect 
Ned  Strong  is  your  man."  And  the  Chevalier  pulled  out  a 
handsome  card,  stating  that  Strong  and  Company,  Shepherd's 
Inn,  were  sole  agents  for  the  celebrated  Diamond  Manzanilla 
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of  ir  Inkfr  of  G^rr.tki^-.'T.  Grac.i-=ie  of  Spain  of  the  First 
Ci^i* ;  iTjl  of  thr:  tAEj.c-  T':i*:t=«j  h&ms,  fed  on  acorns  only 
in  xhK  eo^nLirj  of  I>jn  viixo^ir.  "  Lome  and  taste  'em  sir,— 
com.-e  and  trr  'cm  a:  mj  Chamlfers.  You  see,  I've  an  eye  to 
bosinese,  a&i  Lt  Jot^  ihi^  im-=  III  snccted." 

Pr:n  la^izti^i  as  h-r  »jk  th-r  ctirL  ••  I  don't'know  whether 
I  shall  he  alloT^i  t«3  zo  ;o  toch-^tfjirs'  parties,'*  he  said.  ''You 
inow  I'm  i^jinz  i>> 


"  E:i;  T.>a  ^t'i^  LaT»:  ih-rrry.  sir.    You  most  have  sherry.'* 

**  I  wili  have  it  from  too,  d«rptnd  on  it,*'  said  the  other. 
••  And  I  think  y>a  are  v^ry  w-ii  og;  of  your  other  partnership. 
That  worthy  Altamont  and  his  da;i^hter  correspond,  I  hear,'* 
Pen  added  afurr  a  pause. 

*"  Yts ;  she  wrote  him  the  lonze^  rigmarole  letters,  that  I 
used  to  rea«l :  the  slv  litde  d^vil ;  and  he  answered  under 
cover  to  Mrs.  B-^nn-r.  He  was  for  carrying  her  oflf  the  first 
day  or  two,  and  no:Ling  would  content  him  but  having  back 
his  child.  But  she  •iiln't  want  to  come,  as  you  may  fancy ; 
and  he  was  n«:»t  v^rv  ea^er  aU^ut  it."  Here  the  Chevalier 
burst  out  in  a  laugh.  ••  Why,  sir.  do  you  know  what  was  the 
cause  of  our  quarr-I  ari  1  b«jxing-match  ?  There  was  a  certain 
widow  at  Ba«lTn.  a  Ma^lame  la  Baranne  de  la  Cruche-cassee, 
who  was  not  much  I'rrtt^rr  than  himself,  and  whom  the  scoun- 
drel wanivt]  to  marrv :  an  1  wo-iiK  but  that  I  told  her  he  was 
married  alreadv.  I  don't  think  that  she  was  much  better 
than  he  was.  I  saw  her  on  the  pier  at  Boulogne  the  day  I 
came  to  England."' 

And  now  wt  have  brought  up  our  narrative  to  the  point 
whither  the  announcement  in  the  Chatteris  Champion  had 
alreadv  conducted  us. 

It  wanted  V»ut  verv  verv  few  davs  before  that  blissful  one 
when  Foker  should  call  Blanche  his  own ;  the  Claveriug  folks 
had  all  presseil  to  see  the  most  splemlid  new  carriage  in  the 
whole  world,  wliich  was  standins:  in  the  coach-house  at  the 
"  Clavering  Arms  " :  and  shown  in  grateful  return  for  drink, 
commonly,  by  >Ir.  Foker' s  ht-ad  coachman.  Madame  Fribsby 
was  occupied  in  making  some  lovely  dresses  for  the  tenants' 
daughters,  who  were  to  figure  as  a  sort  of  bridesmaids'  chorus 
at  the  breakfast  and  marriage  ceremony.     And  immense  fes- 
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tivities  were  to  take  place  at  the  Park  upon  this  delightful 
occasion. 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Huxter,  yes ;  a  happy  tenantry,  its  country's 
pride,  will  assemble  in  the  baronial  hall,  where  the  beards  will 
wag  all.  The  ox  shall  be  slain,  and  the  cup  they'll  drain ;  and 
the  bells  shall  peal  quite  genteel ;  and  my  father-in-law,  with 
the  tear  of  sensibihty  bedewing  his  eye,  shall  bless  us  at  his 
baronial  porch.  That  shall  be  the  order  of  proceedings,  I 
think,  Mr.  Huxter;  and  I  hope  we  shall  see' you  and  your 
lovely  bride  by  her  husband's  side, — and  what  will  you  please 
to  drink,  sir  ?  Mrs.  Lightfoot,  madam,  you  will  give  to  my 
excellent  friend  and  body-surgeon,  Mr.  Huxter,  Mr.  Samuel 
Huxter,  M.R.C.S.,  every  refreshment  that  your  hostel  aflfords, 
and  place  the  festive  amount  to  my  account ;  and,  Mr.  Light- 
foot,  sir,  what  will  you  take?  though  you've  had  enough 
already,  I  think ;  yes,  ha." 

So  spoke  Harry  Foker,  in  the  bar  of  the  "Clavering 
Arms."  He  had  apartments  at  that  hotel,  and  had  gathered 
a  circle  of  friends  round  him  there.  He  treated  all  to  drink 
who  came.  He  was  hail-fellow  with  every  man.  He  was  so 
happy  !  He  danced  round  Madame  Fribsby,  Mrs.  Lightfoot's 
great  ally,  as  she  sate  pensive  in  the  bar.  He  consoled  Mrs. 
Lightfoot,  who  had  already  begun  to  have  causes  of  matri- 
monial disquiet;  for  the  truth  must  be  told,  that  young 
Lightfoot,  having  now  the  full  command  of  the  cellar,  had 
'none  over  his  own  unbridled  desires,  and  was  tippling  and 
tipsy  from  morning  till  night.  And  a  piteous  sight  it  was  for 
his  fond  wife  to  behold  the  big  youth  reeling  about  the  yard 
and  cofiFee-room,  or  drinking  with  the  farmers  and  tradesmen 
his  own  neat  wines  and  carefully-selected  stock  of  spirits. 

When  he  could  find  time,  Mr.  Morgan  the  butler  came 
from  the  Park,  and  took  a  glass  at  the  expense  of  the  landlord 
of  the  "  Clavering  Arms."  He  watched  poor  Lightfoot's  tipsy 
vagaries  with  savage  sneers.  Mrs.  Lightfoot  felt  always 
doubly  uncomfortable  when  her  unhappy  spouse  was  under 
his  comrade's  eye.  But  a  few  months  married,  and  to  think 
he  had  got  to  this!  Madame  Fribsby  could  feel  for  her. 
Madame  Fribsby  could  tell  her  stories  of  men  every  bit  as 
bad.  She  had  had  her  own  woes  too,  and  her  sad  experience 
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r,i  mt^n.  ^^;  In  Jit.  i±ac  nobody  seems  happy  altogether ;  and 
U\iiz  -.ivrr^"^  hitiir*.  a.r  Mr.  Foker  remarked,  in  the  cup  of 
-=!'•  -n-  \isi\\\  iiztz.  Ai-d  jtt  there  did  not  seem  to  be  any  in 
hi.-.  \.\k'.  r.iX.rr-'X  7-»ir^'  fellow!  It  was  brimming  over  with 
hAiV/ir.trs?!  M\i\  j^.oi-h.Ti'^oiir. 

^f.-.  l£iir.^aj:i  -^xa  ei'^nstant  in  his  attentions  to  Foker. 
"  A;iii  j-ri;  E  ilia  *:  liic  him  somehow,"  said  the  candid  young 
ma:!  Vi  iL^.  Liri::i'Xt.  "He  always  seems  as  if  he  was 
mf-Ortujini:  mi:  fijr  mj  vjSn  somehow.  Pa-in-law's  afraid  of 
h:r>i :  pa-in-iaV^.  a — h-rm!  never  mind,  but  ma-in-law's  a 
wTiaip.  iL-s-  Liirbtfixt-"" 

*•  laiiKtifi  mj  Lsuij  was ; "  and  Mrs.  Lightfoot  owned,  with 
%  ^iiTi,  "hat  pterhaps  is  haA  been  better  for  her  had  she  never 
left  her  misrr-rs.--. 

••  y.:.  I  io  :n:t  like  ihe^.  Dr.  Fell :  the  reason  why  I  cannot 
fell-'  <^ocuii::i»:ii  Mr.  Foker:  '*and  he  wants  to  be  taken  as 
mj  h^:a«i  rnan.  Blanche  wants  me  to  take  him.  Why  does 
Miii?  A31'  ry  lik-  him  30  ? '" 

••  Dili  Miss  Elanche  like  him  so  ?  "  The  notion  seemed  to 
'iLrt  irfc  Mr?.  Lii±tt«>jC  v^rv  much ;  and  there  came  to  this 
w:riy  1^:11111.17  ancch-fr  cause  for  disturbance.  A  letter, 
ttrarin^  :!:  iL<\zl* -zz^-.  pT'Stniark,  was  brought  to  her  one 
'Zj'.rzli.z.  izj\  rli-.-  iZ'l  h-r  husband  were  quarrelling  over  it 
a.7  F.krr  passr'L  i-i-vr:  th-j  stairs  by  the  bar,  on  his  way  to 
tL-T  F'i.'i.  His  :-ist«ji:i  was  to  breakfast  there,  and  bask 
awLil-  in  zzr:  fT*r:?^nce  ••:  Armida ;  then,  as  the  company  of 
ClaT-rlz.::  •rir'r'i  hir.:  ex'.t.trdinaly,  and  he  did  not  care  for 
storrlzj:.  •:-  -rrul-i  return  ir  an  hour  or  two  to  billiards  and 
the  5*:o:t:t  f  th*^  "Clavtrring  Arms":  then  it  would  be  time 
to  ri'l-r  t::1i  Miss  Am-^rv.  and.  after  dining  with  her,  he  left 
her  an-i  r-tTimod  nicn-estlv  to  tiis  inn. 

Lij:i::V<:i:  anl  Lis  wife  were  quarrelling  over  the  letter. 
Wu:i:  xas  thi:  i-ttcr  fi-'jm  abroad?  Whv  was  she  alwavs 
having  I-.:tcrs  fr.ni  abroad?  Who  wrote  'em?— he  would 
kn-:.-^.  He  -ii-in't  L^tlitve  it  was  her  brother.  It  was  no 
b-isin-?ss  of  his ?  It  tci^  a  business  of  his  ;  and  with  a  curse, 
he  Srrizrril  hoM  -jf  his  wife,  and  dashed  at  her  pocket  for  the 
K-tt-rr. 

Ti>  i«-T  woni^n  cave  a  scream :  and  said,  "  Well,  take 
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it."  Just  as  her  husband  seized  on  the  letter,  and  Mr.  Foker 
entered  at  the  door,  she  gave  another  scream  at  seeing  him, 
and  once  more  tried  to  seize  the  paper.  Lightfoot  opened  it, 
shaking  her  away,  and  an  enclosure  dropped  down  on  the 
breakfast-table. 

**  Hands  off,  man  alive ! "  cried  little  Harry,  springing  in. 
*'  Don't  lay  hands  on  a  woman,  sir.    The  man  that  lays  his 

hand  upon  a  woman,  save  in  the  way  of  kindness,  is  a 

Hallo  !  it's  a  letter  for  Miss  Amory.  What's  this,  Mrs.  Light- 
foot  ?  " 

Mrs.  Lightfoot  began,  in  piteous  tones  of  reproach  to  her 
husband, — **  You  unmanly  fellow !  to  treat  a  woman  so  who 
took  you  oflF  the  street.  Oh,  you  coward,  to  lay  your  hand 
upon  your  wife !  Why  did  I  marry  you  ?  Why  did  I  leave 
my  Lady  for  you  ?  Why  did  I  spend  eight  hundred  pound  in 
fitting  up  this  house  that  you  might  drink  and  guzzle  ?  " 

**  She  gets  letters,  and  she  won't  tell  me  who  writes  let- 
ters," said  Mr.  Lightfoot,  with  a  muzzy  voice ;  **  it's  a  family 
affair,  sir.     Will  you  take  anything,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  will  take  this  letter  to  Miss  Amory,  as  I  am  going  to 
the  Park,"  said  Foker,  turning  very  pale;  and  taking  it  up 
from  the  table,  which  was  arranged  for  the  poor  landlady's 
breakfast,  he  went  away. 

**He's  comin' — dammy,  who's  a  comin'?  Who's  J.  A., 
Mrs.  Lightfoot — curse  me,  who's  J.  A.?"  cried  the  hus- 
band. 

Mrs.  Lightfoot  cried  out,  "  Be  quiet,  you  tipsy  brute,  do !  " 
— and  running  to  her  bonnet  and  shawl,  threw  them  on,  saw 
Mr.  Foker  walking  down  the  street,  took  the  by-lane  which 
skirts  it,  and  ran  as  quickly  as  she  could  to  the  lodge-gate, 
Clavering  Park.  Foker  saw  a  nmning  figure  before  him,  but 
it  was  lost  when  he  got  to  the  lodge-gate.  He  stopped  and 
asked,  "  Who  was  that  who  had  just  come  in  ?  Mrs.  Bonner, 
was  it  ?  "  He  reeled  almost  in  his  walk :  the  trees  swam  be- 
fore him.  He  rested  once  or  twice  against  the  trunks  of  the 
naked  limes. 

Lady  Clavering  was  in  the  breakfast-room  with  her  son, 
and  her  husband  yawning  over  his  paper.  "  Good-morning, 
Harry,"  said  the  Begum.     "Here's  letters,  lots  of  letters; 
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^■11    -  !icrc-  on  Tuesday  instead  of  Monday, 
.-    i-ii-.r  ?ome  to-day;  and  Laura  is  to  go 
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— "  I  must  see  that  letter,"  he  said ;  "  give  it  me.  You  sha'n't 
bum  it." 

"  You — you  shall  not  treat  Miss  Amory  so  in  my  house," 
cried  the  Baronet ;  "  give  back  the  letter,  by  Jove ! " 

"Read  it — and  look  at  her,"  Blanche  cried,  pointing  to 
her  mother ;  "  it — it  was  for  her  I  kept  the  secret !  Bead  it, 
cruel  man ! " 

And  Foker  opened  and  read  the  letter : — 

'*  I  have  not  wrote,  my  darling  Bessy,  this  three  weeks ;  but  this 
is  to  give  her  9,  father's  blessing y  and  I  shall  come  down  pretty  soon 
as  quick  as  my  note,  and  intend  to  see  the  ceremony,  and  my  son- 
in-law,  I  shall  put  up  at  Bonner's.  I  have  had  a  pleasant  autumn, 
and  am  staying  here  at  an  hotel  where  there  is  good  company,  and 
which  is  kep  in  good  style,  I  don't  know  whether  I  quite  approve  of 
your  throwing  over  Mr.  P.  for  Mr.  F.,  and  don't  think  Foker's  siich 
a  pretty  nume,  and  from  your  account  of  him  he  seems  a  muff,  and 
Twt  a  beauty.  But  he  has  got  the  rowdy,  which  is  the  thing.  So 
no  more,  my  dear  httle  Betsy,  till  we  meet,  from  your  affectionate 

fditii6i* 

'  **  J.  Amory  Altamont." 

**  Read  it,  Lady  Clavering ;  it  is  too  late  to  keep  it  from 
you  now,"  said  poor  Foker ;  and  the  distracted  woman,  having 
cast  her  eyes  over  it,  again  broke  out  into  hysterical  screams, 
and  convulsively  grasped  her  son. 

**  They  have  made  an  outcast  of  you,  my  boy,"  she  said. 
**  They've  dishonoured  your  old  mother;  but  I'm  innocent, 
Frank;  before  God,  I'm  innocent.  I  didn't  know  this,  Mr. 
Foker ;  indeed,  indeed,  I  didn't." 

**  I'm  sure  you  didn't,"  said  Foker,  going  up  and  kissing 
her  hand. 

**  Generous,  generous  Harry,"  cried  out  Blanche,  in  an 
ecstasy.  But  he  withdrew  his  hand  which  was  upon  her  side, 
and  turned  from  her  with  a  quivering  lip.  "  That's  different," 
he  says. 

**  It  was  for  her  sake — for  her  sake,  Harry."  Again  Miss 
Amory  is  in  an  attitude. 

**  There  was  something  to  be  done  for  mine,"  said  Foker. 
"  I  would  have  taken  you,  whatever  you  were.  Everything's 
talked  about  in  London.     I  knew  that  your  father  had  come 
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to — to  grief.  You  don't  think  it  was — it  was  for  your  con- 
nection I  married  you  ?    D it  all !  I've  loved  you  with  all 

my  heart  and  soul  for  two  years,  and  you've  been  playing 
with  me,  and  cheating  me/'  broke  out  the  young  man,  with 
a  cry.  ^'Oh,  Blanche,  Blanche,  it's  a  hard  thing,  a  hard 
thing ! "  and  he  covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and  sobbed 
behind  them. 

Blanche  thought,  *'  Why  didn't  I  tell  him  that  night  when 
Arthur  warned  me  ?  " 

"Don't  refuse  her,  Harry,"  cried  out  Lady  Clavering. 
"  Take  her,  take  everything  I  have.  It's  all  hers,  you  know, 
at  my  death.  This  boy's  disinherited." — (Master  Frank,  who 
had  been  looking  scared  at  the  strange  scene,  here  burst 
into  a  loud  cry.) — *'  Take  every  shilling.  Give  me  just  enough 
to  live,  and  to  go  and  hide  my  head  with  this  child,  and  to  fly 
from  both.  Oh,  they've  both  been  bad  bad  men.  Perhaps 
he's  here  now.  Don't  let  me  see  him.  Clavering,  you  coward, 
defend  me  from  him." 

Clavering  started  up  at  this  proi)osal.  "  You  ain't  serious, 
Jemima?  You  don't  mean  that?"  he  said.  "You  won't 
throw  me  and  Frank  over?     I  didn't  know  it,  so  help  me 

.     Foker,  I'd  no  more  idea  of  it  than  the  dead — until 

the  fellow  came  and  found  me  out,  the  d — d  escaped  convict 
scoundrel." 

*'  The  what  ?  "  said  Foker.     Blanche  gave  a  scream. 

"Yes,"  screamed  out  the  Baronet  in  his  turn.  *'Yes,  a 
d — d  runaway  convict — a  fellow  that  forged  his  father-in-law's 
name — a  d— d  attorney,  and  killed  a  fellow  in  Botany  Bay, 
hang  him — and  ran  into  the  Bush,  curse  him  ;  I  wish  he'd 
died  there.  And  he  came  to  me,  a  good  six  years  ago,  and 
robbed  me ;  and  I've  been  ruining  myself  to  keep  him.  the 
infernal  scoundrel !  And  Pendennis  knows  it,  and  Strong 
knows  it,  and  that  d— d  ilorgan  knows  it,  and  she  knows  it, 
ever  so  loncj :  and  I  never  would  tell  it,  never :  and  I  kept  it 
from  mv  wife." 

"  And  you  saw  him,  and  you  didn't  kill  him,  Clavering, 
vou  coward  ?  "  said  the  wife  of  Amory.  "  Come  away,  Frank ; 
vour  fatlur's  a  coward.  I  am  dishonoured,  but  I'm  your  old 
niothtr,  and  you'll— you'll  love  me,  won't  you? 
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Blanche,  eplarce,  went  up  to  her  mother ;  but  Lady  Clave- 
ring  shrank  from  her  with  a  sort  of  terror.  "Don't  touch 
me,"  she  said;  "you've  no  heart;  you  never  had.  I  see  all 
now.  I  see  why  that  coward  was  going  to  give  up  his  place 
in  Parliament  to  Arthur;  yes,  that  coward!  and  why  you 
threatened  that  you  would  make  me  give  you  half  Frank's 
fortune.  And  when  Arthur  offered  to  marry  you  without  a 
shilling,  because  he  wouldn't  rob  my  boy,  you  left  him,  and 
you  took  poor  Harry.  Have  nothing  to  do  with  her,  Harry. 
You're  good,  you  are.  Don't  marry  that  —  that  convict's 
daughter.  Come  away,  Frank,  my  darling;  come  to  your 
poor  old  mother.  We'll  hide  ourselves ;  but  we're  honest, 
yes,  we  are  honest." 

All  this  while  a  strange  feeling  of  exultation  had  taken 
possession  of  Blanche's  mind.  That  month  with  poor  Harry 
had  been  a  weary  month  to  her.  All  his  fortune  and  splen- 
dour scarcely  sufficed  to  make  the  idea  of  himself  supportable. 
She  was  wearied  of  his  simple  ways,  and  sick  of  coaxing  and 
cajoling  him. 

**  Stay,  mamma;  stay,  madam!  "  she  cried  out  with  a  ges- 
ture which  was  always  appropriate,  though  rather  theatrical ; 
**  I  have  no  heart,  have  I  ?  I  keep  the  secret  of  my  mother's 
shame.  I  give  up  my  rights  to  my  half-brother  and  my  bas- 
tard brother — yes,  my  rights  and  my  fortune.  I  don't  betray 
my  father,  and  for  this  I  have  no  heart !  I'll  have  my  rights 
now,  and  the  laws  of  my  country  shall  give  them  to  me.  I 
appeal  to  my  country's  laws— yes,  my  country's  laws !  The 
persecuted  one  returns  this  day.  I  desire  to  go  to  my  father." 
And  the  Uttle  lady  swept  round  her  hand,  and  thought  that 
she  was  a  heroine. 

"  You  will,  will  you  ?  "  cried  out  Clavering,  with  one  of  his 
usual  oaths.  "  Fm  a  magistrate,  and  dammy,  I'll  commit 
him.  Here's  a  chaise  coming;  perhaps  it's  him.  Let  him 
come." 

A  chaise  was  indeed  coming  up  the  avenue ;  and  the  two 
women  shrieked  each  their  loudest,  expecting  at  that  moment 
to  see  Altamont  arrive. 

The  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Morgan  announced  Major  Pen- 
dennis  and  Mr.  Pendennis,  who  entered,  and  found  all  parties 
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"  Dear  good  Lady  Clavering,''  Arthur  repeated,  with  parti- 
cular emphasis,  "  something  very  strange  has  happened." 

"  Has  anything  happened  to  him  ?  "  gasped  Lady  Claver- 
ing.    **  Oh,  it's  horrid  to  think  I  should  be  glad  of  it — horrid ! " 

"He  is  well.  He  has  been  and  is  gone,  my  dear  lady. 
Don't  alarm  yourself, — he  is  gone,  and  you  are  Lady  Clavering 
still." 

**  Is  it  true,  what  he  sometimes  said  to  me,"  she  screamed 
out,— **  that  he ?" 

"He  was  married  before  he  married  you,"  said  Pen.  "He 
has  confessed  it  to-night.  He  will  never  come  back."  There 
came  another  shriek  from  Lady  Clavering,  as  she  flung  her 
arms  round  Pen,  and  kissed  him,  and  burst  into  tears  on  his 
shoulder. 

What  Pen  had  to  tell,  through  a  multiplicity  of  sobs  and 
inten-uptions,  must  be  compressed  briefly,  for  behold  our 
prescribed  limit  is  reached,  and  our  tale  is  coming  to  its  end. 
With  the  Branch  Coach  from  the  railroad,  which  had  suc- 
ceeded the  old  Alacrity  and  Perseverance,  Amory  arrived,  and 
was  set  down  at  the  "Clavering  Arms."  He  ordered  his 
dinner  at  the  place  under  his  assumed  name  of  Altamont ; 
and,  being  of  a  jovial  turn,  he  welcomed  the  landlord,  who  was 
nothing  loth,  to  a  share  of  his  wine.  Having  extracted  from 
Mr.  Lightfoot  all  the  news  regarding  the  family  at  the  Park, 
and  found,  from  examining  his  host,  that  Mrs.  Lightfoot,  as 
she  said,  had  kept  his  counsel,  he  called  for  more  wine  of  Mr. 
Lightfoot,  and  at  the  end  of  this  symposium,  both,  being 
greatly  excited,  went  into  Mrs.  Lightfoot's  bar. 
.  She  was  there  taking  tea  with  her  friend,  Madame  Fribsby ; 
and  Lightfoot  was  by  this  time  in  such  a  happy  state  as  not 
to  be  surprised  at  anything  which  might  occur,  so  that,  when 
Altamont  shook  hands  with  Mrs.  Lightfoot  as  an  old  acquaint- 
ance, the  recognition  did  not  appear  to  him  to  be  in  the  least 
strange,  but  only  a  reasonable  cause  for  further  drinking.  The 
gentlemen  partook  then  of  brandy-and-water,  which  they 
offered  to  the  ladies,  not  heeding  the  terrified  looks  of  one  or 
the  other. 

WTiilst  they  were  so  engaged,  at  about  six  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  Mr.  Morgan,  Sir  Francis  Clavering's  new  man,  came 
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in,  and  was  requested  to  driuk.    He  selected  his  favourite 
l)OvtTaj:;e,  and  the  parties  engaged  in  general  conversation. 

After  a  while  Mr.  Lightfoot  began  to  doze.  Mr.  Morgan 
had  repeatedly  j^piven  hints  to  Mrs.  Fribsby  to  quit  the  pre- 
mises ;  ))ut  that  lady,  strangely  fascinated,  and  terrified  it 
would  seem,  or  persuaded  by  Mrs.  Lightfoot  not  to  go,  kept 
her  place.  Hur  persistence  occasioned  much  annoyance  to 
Mr.  Morc^an,  who  vented  his  displeasure  in  such  language  as 
gave  pain  to  Mrs.  Lightfoot,  and  caused  Mr.  Altamont  to  say 
that  he  was  a  rnm  customer,  and  not  polite  to  the  sex. 

The  altt^rcarion  l^etween  the  two  gentlemen  became  very 
painful  to  tht^  women,  especially  to  Mrs.  Lightfoot,  who  did 
everything  to  soothe  iL:.  Morgan;  and,  under  pretence  of 
giviniLT  a  pipe-liizht  to  the  stranger,  she  handed  him  a  paper 
on  which  ^he  ha*!  pri\"ily  written  the  words,  "  He  knows  you. 
Go."  Tliere  may  have  been  something  suspicious  in  her 
manner  of  hanrlin  j.  or  in  her  guest's  of  reading,  the  paper : 
for  when  ht  i:ot  up  a  jhort  time  afterwards,  and  said  he  would 
go  to  bed,  Morgtin  r'?:r;e  t«w.  with  a  laugh,  and  said  it  was  too 
earlv  to  jjo  ti)  be-l. 

The  5tran>.vr  th.a  said  he  would  go  to  his  bedroom. 
MrTiraii  >ai'l  ht-  w.  :iM  -h-'^  Lim  the  way. 

A:  this  tl:-:  r:  -t  si:  1.  **0»me  up.  Tvc  got  a  brace  of 
pist'U  Tip  thv-c-  :•>  M;^  iv.it  the  brauis  of  any  traitor  or 
skulkiiii:  ?py."  and  cl:ir-d  so  dt-rcely  upon  Morgan,  that  the 
l:itt- :*.  -.  ijiiil:  l:«'Il  o:  L:_:La"o«3t  by  the  collar,  and  waking 
him.  -ail.  "  hA\\\  Av-VTy,  I  arrest  you  in  the  Queen's  name. 
Stand  by  nit-.  Liu'h:t.>:»t.     This  capture  is  worth  a  thousand 

He  put  foi'wai-il  l:i>  Land  as  if  to  seize  his  prisoner,  but 
the  otLtr,  ili'ul-linj  :.:>  tir^t,  irave  Morgan  with  his  left  hand  so 
nerer-  a  M<»w  ^^\\  tht  l ::-.<:,  that  it  knocked  him  ba^'k  behind 
Mr.  Li^rlitf-V't.  Tha:  .u-y.rlcTnau,  who  was  athletic  and  coura- 
geous, .said  ho  would  kiiixk  hi>  ;ruest's  head  off,  and  prejiarcd 
to  do  sn,  as  tlie  strauiTi  r.  tt-arinir  off  his  coat,  and  cursing  both 
of  hi>  oppout  nt-,  roarid  to  tiit m  to  come  on. 

But  witii  a  pit  iviTVir  scrtam  Mrs.  Lightfoot  flung  herself 
bifort-  her  liusl-au'l.  whii<t  with  another  and  louder  shriek 
Madame  Fribsln-  ran  to  the  ?tranL:tr.  and  calling  out  **  Arm- 
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strong,  Johnny  Armstrong ! "  seized  hold  of  his  naked  arm, 
on  which  a  blue  tattooing  of  a  heart  and  M.  F.  were  visible. 

The  ejaculation  of  Madame  Fribsby  seemed  to  astound  and 
sober  the  stranger.  He  looked  down  upon  her,  and  cried  out, 
"  It's  Polly,  by  Jove  !  " 

Mrs.  Fribsby  continued  to  exclaim :  "  This  is  not  Amory. 
This  is.  Johnny  Armstrong,  my  wicked — wicked  husband,  mar- 
ried to  me  in  St.  Martin's  Church,  mate  on  board  an  India- 
man,  and  he  left  me  two  months  after,  the  wicked  wretch. 
This  is  John  Armstrong — here's  the  mark  on  his  arm  which 
he  made  for  me." 

The  stranger  said,  "  I  am  John  Armstrong,  sure  enough, 
Polly.  I'm  John  Armstrong,  Amory,  Altamont— and  let  'em 
all  come  on,  and  try  what  they  can  do  against  a  British  sailor. 
Hurray,  who's  for  it  ?  " 

Morgan  still  called  out,  "Arrest  him !  "  But  Mrs.  Light- 
foot  said,  **  Arrest  him !  arrest  you,  you  mean  spy !  What ! 
stop  the  marriage  and  ruin  my  Lady,  and  take  away  the 
*  Clavering  Arms  '  from  us  ?  " 

**  Did  he  say  he'd  take  away  the  *  Clavering  Arms '  from 
us  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Lightfoot,  turning  round.  "  Hang  him,  I'll 
throttle  him ! " 

"  Keep  him,  darling,  till  the  coach  passes  to  the  up  train. 
It'll  be  here  now  directly." 

«D him,  I'll  choke  him  if  he  stirs,"  said  Lightfoot. 

And  so  they  kept  Morgan  imtil  the  coach  came,  and  Mr. 
Amory  or  Armstrong  went  away  back  to  London. 

Morgan  had  followed  him :  but  of  this  event  Arthur  Pen- 
dennis  did  not  inform  Lady  Clavering,  and  left  her  invoking 
blessings  upon  him  at  her  son's  door,  going  to  kiss  him  as  he 
was  asleep.     It  had  been  a  busy  day. 

We  have  to  chronicle  the  events  of  but  one  day  more,  and 
that  was  a  day  when  Mr.  Arthur,  attired  in  a  new  hat,  a  new 
blue  frock-coat  and  blue  handkerchief,  in  a  new  fancy  waist- 
coat, new  boots,  and  new  shirt-studs  (presented  by  the  Eight 
Honourable  the  Countess  Dowager  of  Eockminster),  made  his 
appearance  at  a  solitary  breakfast-table  in  Clavering  Park, 
where  he  could  scarce  eat  a  single  morsel  of  food.  Two  letters 
were  laid  by  his  worship's  plate;  and  he  chose  to  open  the 
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tir.=^t,  which  was  in  a  round  clerk-like  hand,  in  latfcreiic-c  to 
the  second  more  familiar  superscription. 
Note  1  ran  as  follows : — 

"Gakuanzos  WiyE  Company,  Shepherd's  Ixn. — .Vii:v. 

"  My  dear  Pendennis,— -In  congratulating  you  heanilv  upon 
the  event  which  is  to  make  you  happy  for  life,  I  send  my  renr 
kindest  remembrances  to  Mrs.  Pendennis,  whom  I  hope  to  know 
even  longer  than  I  have  already  known  her.  And  when  I  call  her 
attention  to  the  fact,  that  one  of  the  most  necessar}'  articles  to  her 
husband's  comfort  is  jmre  sfierryy  I  know  I  shall  have  her  for  a 
customer  for  your  w*orship's  sake. 

••  But  I  have  to  speak  to  you  of  other  than  my  o\ni  concerns. 
Yesterday  afternoon,  a  certain  J.  A.  arrived  at  my  chambers  from 
Clavering,  which  he  had  left  under  circumstances  of  which  you  are 
doubtless  now  aware.  In  spite  of  our  difference,  I  could  i:ot  but 
give  him  food  and  shelter  (and  he  partook  freely  both  of  tlie 
Garbanzos  Amontillado  and  the  Toboso  ham),  and  he  told  me  what 
had  happened  to  him,  and  many  other  surprishig  adventurf.s.  The 
rascal  married  at  sixteen,  and  has  repeatedly  since  performeil  that 
ceremony — in  Sydney,  in  New  Zealand,  in  South  America,  in  New- 
castle, he  says,  first,  before  ho  knew  our  poor  friend  the  milliner. 
He  is  a  perfect  Don  Juan. 

•*  And  it  seemed  as  if  the  Gonnnendatore  had  at  last  ovL-rtaken 
him,  for,  as  wo  were  at  our  meal,  there  came  three  heavy  knocks  at 
my  outer  door,  which  made  our  friend  start.  I  have  sustained  a 
siege  or  two  here,  and  went  to  my  usual  place  to  reconnoitre. 
Thank  my  stars  I  have  not  a  bill  out  in  the  world,  and  be.^ides.  those 
gentry  do  not  come  in  that  way.  I  found  that  it  was  your  uncle's 
late  valet,  Morgan,  and  a  policeman  (I  think  a  sham  policeman),  and 
they  said  they  had  a  warrant  to  take  the  person  of  John  Annstron*?, 
alias  Amory,  alias  Altamont,  a  runaway  con\-ict,  and  threatened  to 
break  in  the  oak. 

**  Now,  sir,  in  my  own  days  of  captivity  I  had  discovered  a  little 
passage  along  the  gutter  into  Bows  and  Costijran's  \nndow,  and  I 
sent  Jack  Alias  along  this  covered-way,  not  without  terror  of  his  life, 
for  it  had  grown  very  cranky  ;  and  then,  after  a  parley,  let  in  Mons. 
Morgan  and  friend. 

**  The  rascal  had  been  instructed  about  that  covered- wav,  for  he 
made  for  the  room  instantly,  telling  the  policeman  to  go  downstairs 
and  keep  the  gate  :  and  he  charged  up  my  little  staircase  as  if  he  had 
kno^\^l  the  premises.     As  he  was  going  out  of  the  window  we  heard 
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a  voice  that  you  know,  from  Bows's  garret,  saying,  *  "Who  are  ye,  and 
hwhat  the  divvle  are  ye  at?  You'd  betther  leave  the  gutther; 
bedad  there's  a  man  killed  himself  already,' 

'*  And  as  Morgan,  crossing  over  and  looking  into  the  darkness, 
was  trying  to  see  whether  this  awful  news  was  true,  he  took  a 
broomstick,  and  with  a  vigorous  dash  broke  down  the  pipe  of  com- 
munication— and  told  me  this  morning,  with  great  glee,  that  he 
was  reminded  of  that  '  aisy  sthratagem  by  remembering  his  dorling 
Emilie,  when  she  acted  the  pawrt  of  Cora  in  the  Plee — and  by  the 
bridge  in  Pezawro,  bedad.'  I  wish  that  scoundrel  Morgan  had  been 
on  the  bridge  when  the  General  tried  his  '  sthratagem/ 

''  If  I  hear  more  of  Jack  Ahas,  I  will  tell  you.  He  has  got 
plenty  of  money  still,  and  I  wanted  him  to  send  some  to  our  poor 
friend  the  milliner ;  but  the  scoundrel  laughed  and  said,  he  had  no 
more  than  he  wanted,  but  offered  to  give  anybody  a  lock  of  his  hair. 
Farewell — be  happy !  and  believe  me  always  truly  yours, 

**  E.  Stbong." 

"And  now  for  the  other  letter,"  said  Pen.  "Dear  old 
fellow !  "  and  he  kissed  the  seal  before  he  broke  it. 

•' Warbinotok,  Tuesday, 

**  I  must  not  let  the  day  pass  over  without  saying  a  God  bless 
you,  to  both  of  you.  May  Heaven  make  you  happy,  dear  Arthur, 
and  dear  Laura !  I  think,  Pen,  that  you  have  got  the  best  wife  in 
the  world ;  and  pray  that,  as  such,  you  will  cherish  her  and  tend 
her.  The  chambers  will  be  lonely  without  you,  dear  Pen ;  but  if 
I  am  tired,  I  shall  have  a  new  home  to  go  to  in  the  house  of  my 
brother  and  sister.  I  am  practising  in  the  nursery  here,  in  order  to 
prepare  for  the  part  of  Uncle  George.  Farewell !  make  your  wed- 
ding tour,  and  come  back  to  your  affectionate 

^  **  G.  W." 

Pendennis  and  his  wife  read  this  letter  together  after  Doc- 
tor Portman's  breakfast  was  over,  and  the  guests  were  gone ; 
and  when  the  carriage  was  waiting  amidst  the  crowd  at  the 
Doctor's  outer  gate.  But  the  wicket  led  into  the  churchyard 
of  St.  Mary's,  where  the  bells  were  pealing  with  all  their 
might,  and  it  was  here,  over  Helen's  green  grass,  that  Arthur 
showed  his  wife  George's  letter.  For  which  of  those  two — for 
grief  was  it  or  for  happiness,  that  Laura's  tears  abundantly 
fell  on  the  paper?  And  once  more,  in  the  presence  of  the 
sacred  dust,  she  kissed  and  blessed  her  Arthur. 
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There  was  only  one  marriage  on  that  day  at  Clavering 
Church :  for,  in  spite  of  Blanche's  sacrifices  for  her  dearest 
mother,  honest  Harry  Foker  could  not  pardon  the  woman  who 
had  deceived  her  intended  husband,  and  justly  argued  that 
she  would  deceive  him  again.  He  went  to  the  Pyramids  and 
Syria,  and  there  left  his  malady  behind  him,  and  returned 
with  a  fine  beard,  and  a  supply  of  tarbooshes  and  nargilUes, 
with  which  he  regales  all  his  friends.  He  lives  splendidly, 
and,  through  Pen's  mediation,  gets  his  wine  from  the  cele- 
brated vintages  of  the  Duke  of  Garbanzos. 

As  for  i)oor  Cos,  his  fate  has  been  mentioned  in  an  early 
part  of  this  story.  No  very  glorious  end  could  be  expected  to 
such  a  career.  Morgan  is  one  of  the  most  respectable  men  in 
the  parish  of  St.  James's,  and  in  the  present  political  move- 
ment has  pronounced  himself  like  a  man  and  a  Briton.  And 
Bows, — on  the  demise  of  Mr.  Piper,  who  played  the  organ  at 
Clavering,  little  Mrs.  Sam  Huxter,  who  has  the  entire  com- 
mand of  Doctor  Portman,  brought  Bows  down  from  London 
to  contest  the  organ-loft,  and  her  candidate  carried  the  chair. 
When  Sir  Francis  Clavering  quitted  this  worthless  life,  the 
same  little  indefatigable  canvasser  took  the  borough  by  storm, 
and  it  is  now  represented  by  Arthur  Pendennia,  Esq.  Blanche 
Amory,  it  is  well  known,  married  at  Paris,  and  the  saloons 
of  Madame  la  Comtesse  de  Montmorenci  do  Valentinois  wore 
amongst  the  most  suivh  of  that  capital.  The  duel  botwoon 
the  Count  and  the  younjj;  and  fiery  representative  of  the 
Mountain,  Alcide  de  Mirobo,  arose  solely  from  the  latter  ques- 
tioning at  the  Club  the  titles  borne  by  the  former  noble- 
man. Madame  de  Montmorenci  de  Valentinois  travelled  after 
the  adventure :  and  Bungay  bought  her  poems,  and  pub- 
lished them,  with  the  Countess's  coronet  emblazoned  on  the 
Countess's  work. 

Major  Pendennis  became  very  serious  in  his  last  days,  and 
was  never  so  happy  as  when  Laura  was  reading  to  him  with 
her  sweet  voice,  or  listening  to  his  stories.  For  this  sweet 
lady  is  the  friend  of  the  young  and  the  old ;  and  her  life  is 
always  passed  in  making  other  lives  happy. 

"And  what  sort  of  a  husband  would  this  Pendennis 
1)0  ?  "  many  a  reader  will  ask,  doubting  the  happiness  of  such 
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a  marriage  and  the  fortune  of  Laura.  The  querists,  if  they 
meet  her,  are  referred  to  that  lady  herself,  who,  seeing  his 
faults  and  wayward  moods — seeing  and  owning  that  there  are 
men  better  than  he — loves  him  always  with  the  most  constant 
affection.  His  children  or  their  mother  have  never  heard  a 
harsh  word  from  him ;  and  when  his  fits  of  moodiness  and 
solitude  are  over,  welcome  him  back  with  a  never-failing  re- 
gard and  confidence.  His  friend  is  his  friend  still, — entirely 
heart-whole.  That  malady  is  never  fatal  to  a  sound  organ. 
And  George  goes  through  his  part  of  Godpapa  perfectly,  and 
lives  alone.  If  ilr.  Pen's  works  have  procured  him  more  re- 
putation than  has  been  acquired  by  his  abler  friend,  whom  no 
one  knows,  George  lives  contented  without  the  fame.  If  the 
best  men  do  not  draw  the  great  prizes  in  life,  we  know  it 
has  been  so  settled  by  the  Ordainer  of  the  lottery.  We  own, 
and  see  daily,  how  the  false  and  worthless  live  and  prosper, 
while  the  good  are  called  away,  and  the  dear  and  young 
perish  untimely, — we  perceive  in  every  man's  life  the  maimed 
happiness,  the  frequent  falling,  the  bootless  endeavour,  the 
struggle  of  Eight  and  Wrong,  in  which  the  strong  often  suc- 
cumb and  the  swift  fail :  we  see  flowers  of  good  blooming  in 
foul  places,  as,  in  the  most  lofty  and  splendid  fortunes,  flaws 
of  vice  and  meanness,  and  stains  of  evil ;  and,  knowing  how 
mean  the  best  of  us  is,  let  us  give  a  hand  of  charity  to  Arthur 
Pendennis,  with  all  his  faults  and  shortcomings,  who  does  not 
<?laim  to  be  a  hero,  but  only  a  man  and  a  brother. 
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